


Glowing lhlealth

chown 1n constant alertness ‘-;‘-TH_{}'IT|I!‘JL"*~?-, t‘I‘IL‘I"gT

and freedom from disagreeable doggy smells—is the
possession of the dog fed on Sllit;lH'h Dog Foods.
A dog constitution needs a dog diet, and Spratt’s
Dog Foods contain in just the right proportion
the nutritive elements which make tor canine health, |

|
i
L
|
j

energy and stamina.

Analysis proves that in two pounds of fresh lean
}w;:t Iht'l‘t‘ 1S I':-I]]}' the same l-nfhl \‘I]LIL‘ a8 :15 :EI‘I onc
pound of Spratt's Meat Fibrine Dog Cakes. This
1s why 1t pays to 4

ASK ALWAYS FOR |

SIPIRATIT S 4

MEAT-“FIBRINE"™

Dog Cakes amd Puppy Biscuits

ce the * X " on Spratt’s  Patent Limited
24-3 Fenchurch 5t , F.C.3




Vol. I1., No. 12 DECEMBER. 1919

I'HE LANDSWOMAN

The Journal of the Land Girl and Every Country Woman
Bditorial Office 1 Stone Fleld, Kidbrook Grove, Blackheath, S.B. Advertising Offices: W. H. Smith D Son, Stamford Street, S.E.1
L IR A W L L msmar e S

| ENTIHHT I

T ——

PR | -

B

OVE came down at Christmas,
Love all lovely, Love Divine :
Love was born at Christmas,
Star and angels gave the sign.

Love shall be our token,

Love be yours and love be mine,
Love to God and all men,

Love for plea and gift and sign.

CaHRISTINA ROSSETTI.
By special permission.
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Christmas Greetings to the Land Army

The President of the Board of
Agriculture and Fisheries

HE Women's Land Army will be demobi-

lised on November 30th, and I cannot allow
officers and members to sever their official the
connection with the Board without expressing
to them my warm and heartfelt thanks for the
invaluable services they have rendered to
agriculture and to the naiion as a whole.

The war has furnished many inspiring
examples of self-sacrifice and devotion to the
country’s cause, but none has been more
conspicuous in that respect than the women
who came to the help of the nation in its hour
of need. Withoat the aid of women the
manhood of the nation could not have withstood
the attacks of our enemies, and the Women's

Land Army is entitled to a specially honourable

place among the various hodies into which
women were organised, In spite of lower
wages than might have been obtained in other
occupations, and in spite of the isolation and
discomforts of farm life, they came forward
in large numbers to take the places of the men
who had to leave the land for the Army. In
almost every kind of farm work they have
proved themselves most efficient substitutes for
men, and it is certain chat the greatly increased
production which was secured from the land
during the war could net have been achieved
without the help of the Women’s Land Army.
I cannot omit a epecial tribute of admiration
tor the cheerfulness ard spirit of comradeship
which have been such conspicuous features of
the Women's Land Army. In their attractive
cogtumes—the most pleasing and workmanlike
uniform produced during the war—and with
their keen enthusiasm for their work, they have
done much to brighten the country-side. 1
look forward with great hope to the continued
influence and work of women in connection with
the improvement of the social and material
conditions of village life, and the practical
experience of farm work which has been gained
by the members of the Land Army qualifies
them to give most valuable assistance in that
direetion.
| further hepe that many of the Land Army
girls will continue their work on the land after
demobilisation, and that they will make a point
of becoming membeis of the National Associa-
tion of Landswomen, which is being formed to
hind together all women workers on the land.

270

All ranks of the Land Army can look baclk
with pride to their ﬁham.in developing the home
production of food during the war, and they
mav be assured that their self-sacrificing servic.
will never be forgotten by the Board. by the
Government, or by mvself. '

71;/1.4“,.
MRS

The Rt. Hon. The Lord‘ Ernle

EARLY three years have d since

women were first asked to join the Land
Army. Only three weeks remain before their
demobilisation. In the last official issue of Tux
LaxpswomaN I am asked to say a few words of
farewell.

The Land Army may be justly proud of its
record of service. It has proved its gnt. At
first the Army had to fight against a mass of
prejudices. It conquered those prejudices by
sheer hard work, stuck to in difficult conditions
and circumstances. Through all its campaigns
it has had to endure much fatigue, many discom-
forts and hardships, and not a few privations.
[t has borne them all, not only uncomplainingly,
but cheerfully.

Farmers are chary of praise. * I don’t say
that some of the women have not done well,”
means a great deal more than it says. It means
that farmers could not have got on without the
Land Army. In that fuller sense the nation
says the same, and with real gratitude. It will
not soon forget that, when every pound of food
and every pair of capable hands were urgently
needed, the women of the Land Army worked
early and late, for meagre wages, at tasks which
were often monotonous and physically exhaust-
ing.
If I may say one word about myself, I found
no example more encouraging and stimulating
in those dark days than the cheerful way in
which the Land Army did its duty. I thank

them for their help.
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Nature pays good wages, if we earn them.
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Director of the Women's Branch,
Board of Agriculture

AM glad that through Tue LaNnswoMaN |
can send a further message to the Land Army

before we break up. _
The end of any time has always a certam

sadness. We miss the familiarity of what has
been, we look lovingly over the past, the future
will be different. Yet if the time has been well
spent, and happily, with the end comes also a
deep sense of gratitude for the opportunities

given, and for the experience gained. And so
it is with the disbanding of our dear Land Army.

We shall all certainly miss the companionship
one with another, the happiness of service in a

common cause and as a corporate body. In so
far as the L.A.A.S. withdraw from the fields

and farmyards, there will be a loss to the
countryside of that spirit of joy in work, that
healthy happy vitality—the trade mark of the
Land Army.

But while we are sad at the break up of the
Land Armv we are grateful, deeply grateful, for
the opportunity for service it has given us, for
the mamfold experience gained, and for the
door opened to women to take their place in the
agricultural life of the country.

By your work, your loyalty to your teachers
your employers, you have shown what women
can do and be in the most important of our
national industries.

The new Landworkers’ Association gives an
opportunity for all to carry on the spirit and
comradeship of the Land Ammy. Every
[..A.A.8. should join it, and do all in her power
to make it a real success.

[ thank you from my heart for the response
vou have always given to the call I have made
to you in the name of the Government. [ wish
you well in whatever position you may be
called upon to fill in the future. May you have.
each one of you, a happy Christmas, and realise

the Joy and peace of that holy season.
ﬁ
LA M
e

NOTICE.

Every member of the National Association of

Landswomen should read * The Landswoman,”

which will contain all the Association news,

A full report of the first Council Meeting will
appear in the January issue.
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A Song of England

T HERE is a song of England that none shall
l S0 sweet it is and fleet™it s AL ﬂﬁl:
hat none whose words are not as floet as hj ,
B And regal as her mountains, rds upon th"-"‘lnt,
And raidiant as the fountains '
Of rainbow-colourcd sea-spray that every wave can Ming

Against the cliffs of England, the sturdy cliffs
" Could more than seem to dream of it, - E“ﬂ‘ﬂd.

Or cateh one fiving gleam of it,
Above the seas of England that never coase to sing,

There is a song of England that only lovers know
S0 rare it is, fair it is; ¢
Oh, like a fairy rose it is upon a dnift of snow,
So cold and sweet and sunny,

Ro full of hidden honey,
So like s flight of butterflies where rose and lily biow

Along the lanes of England, the leafy lanes of ‘
'Eﬁwn flowers are at their vespers, England )
And full of httle whispers,

The bays and girls of England ghall sing it as they go,

There is a song of England that only love may sing
So sure it iﬂ;n;l pure it is ; s
And seaward with the sea-mew it spreads a whi
And with the sylark hovers ter wing

Above the tryst of lovers,
Above the kiss and whisper that led the lovely Bpring

Through all the glades of England, the ferny glades of Englang,

Until the way enwound her
With sprays of May, and crowned her
With stars of frosty blossom in & merry morris-ring.

There is a song of England that haonts her hou -
IThe wfnfitmd ha;;tinﬁt l‘ldm.

Are bLireat rom € very gerow that blushes .
From the cottage doors that tly 0/ West ;

i thie Iaies Whess lemgane Sl

On the lanes where } ldren are lifted and caresseqd

By the tenderest hands in ﬁnghnd. hard and blistered hands

England : . . of

{nd {rom the restful sighing
Of the sleepers that are lying

With the arms of God around them on the night's contented

bipe ast.

There is o song of England that wanders  wind -
b So sad llt 18 h:“d it is . F
it men who hear it madden and their e -
For the lowlands and the highlands yeh are wet and blind,
o O S et
or the Islands o essed and the rest they cannot fipa
A% they grope in dreams to England and t hey
el nd the love they left i
Little feet that danced to meet them,

And the Lps that used to greet them,
And the watcher at the window in the home they left behind.

there is a song of England that thrills the heating blood

e Wi ;rll h;.'{i:mng cries and yearning

les of hidden aspiration hardly known or A
Aspirations of the creatare 4 MR

: m‘fuw'}nl;}l;e unityn?f Nature ;

Sudden chivalries revealing whence the lon is

In the “En ltjm; live for d, live n‘nigglﬂg Tn?%ie Tor

ngland :

By the night of their desire

_ They shall blindly blunder higher

To a wider, grander Kingdom, A deeper, nobler Good,

There Is & song of England that only G hear ;
It msf-‘?u“fﬂﬁﬁt =i ﬂm? G
above the choral stars :
Till even the cloudy shadows S R R
That wander o'er her meadows
In silent pm?ﬂe Mmmmm%aryﬂnm.
Along the hills of d, the billowy hills of England ;
mmn and ranges
| all the myriad changes
Tmmnwﬂodiummetnﬂmmtﬂeyumdun

There is a song of England that none shall .
hntﬂu . 1'111'- is and fleet it is e SYSL g}
none whose words are not as wing,
And regal as her mnunt:ﬂ“’ fleet :.birds*upnn the wing
of m?:go ?It udthe fountains
w-coloured sea-s tha
Against the oliffs of Eng!ugf]t!the' mt Er? "aﬂvﬁgm sl

Could mom than see
Or catch one flyin :llsnt:;d:?t? i
bove the seas of that never cease to sing.
ALFRED NOYEF.
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Draun for the LARDSWOMAN by Georpe Morroe.

The Three Paths--A Medizeval Quandary.

The Man with the Cow : “ Which of these roads will take me to Amblebury Market ? "
The other Man: " Any one of them. But the one to the right passes by the castle of the Robber Baron, an old

man with the evil eye lives by the middle road, and the path to the left is a favourite walk of the Fiery Dragon.”
273
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Bulls and the Land Army.

NE of the most remarkable achievements

among all the wonderful things which the Land
Army givis have done is their extraordinary success
in the rearing of bulls. On the face of 11, a timid
lown girl—timid, that 18, where unaccustomed
country things and particularly animals are con-
cerned—seems the last person in the world who
wonld bave the courage to tackle thie apparently
diffieult and often dangerous task. But such is
the strength of mind as well as body, imparted by
the work on the land, that we have a girl in York.
«hire, who had previously spent all her working
hours serving ribbons behind a counter in a big
Birmingham store, tackling this particular job so
pluckily and with such marked success, that she has
won not only the praise of her employer, but also
that most coveted of all distinetions 1in the Land
Army, the Distinguished Service Bar, in recognition
of her skall in this branch of farm work. The Land
gel treats her bull as a lovable cereature—he
becomes ns doeile as a pet lamb—the ordinary

farm labourer approaches him with a stick because
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he is afraid, the bull responds to the man’s estimate
of him and gives cause for fear. The man drives
his bull and the bull resents it—the woman leads
hers—and the bull follows—meekly !

Hundreds of Land Army girls have had to deal
with bulls of all ages—many have calved, reared and
even led into the sale ring prize animals. Some of
the experiences of these girls may be of interest
to our readers.

Margaret Starkey, who has recently had entire
charge of a valuable Friesian herd, was “ properly "
afraid of these animals when first she joined the
Land Army. She says :—** Before I jéined up for
land work all T knew about bulls was the story-book
version, that a bull was invariably a raging, bellow-
ing, charging monster, ready to toss or gore one at
sight. My experience has been very different,
and I have had charge of several that have been
as gentle and friendly as the cows. The first bull
[ really became well acquainted with was a roan
shorthorn, just turned two years old, and great was
my surprise at first to see this bull running with
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the cows and being tied up in the shed with them,
[ felt very nervous of him to begin with, but soon
got over that, and ‘* Ole Bull' and I became fast
friends. He would eat dairy cake out of my hand
and«try to put his nose into my pocket for more.
A visitor to the farm challenged me to get the bull
to stand for his photograph, so the next time he
came over | took some nuI:n in my pocket and led
the way to the fieldd where the bull was lving.
When I called his name the bull got up and came to
me, and stood quietly feeding out of my hand while
two photographs were taken. [ am sorry to say
that soon after I left the farm romething went wrong
with my big pet, and he finished up at the butcher's.
On the farm where I am now working we rear
pedigree British Friesian cattle, and we always have
a number of bulls and bull calves of various ages
about the place, The present stock bull, Reddown
Murk VI., 31 years old, is a splendid great beast.
I have looked after him for the past two years, fed,
watered and groomed him, cleaned out his loose
box, ete. Until quite recently he has been left
unchained, and many a time have [ gone in and sat
on his back and fondled him as he was lying down.
But, alas! he succumbed to the * strike fever”
epidemie, and since then has been kept chained up.
It was like this. The boss had given me orders
to give Murk some hay that was badly damaged
and leave him to pick out any that was catable.
Murk was absolutely disgusted with it, and cutting
off my line of retreat to the door, got me up into a
corner of the shed (right into the manger, in fact)
and stood there wagging his huge head within a
few inches of me. He gave me no chance to catch
hiz nose ring—the old rascal! —and there 1 had to
stay until my mate came and coaxed him away with
a handful of gomething nice, and I promptly beat a
retreat through the other door. Three consecutive
days he entered his protest in the same wayv, on the
third occasion knocking my prong out of my
hands, leaving me defenceless. There was no one
within hearing, so there I had to stay until his
lordship evidently considered he had punished me
enough and let me go (I went back and rescued my
fork afterwards.) On my telling the boss he deeided
that poor Billy should be chained up. Before he
was chained I only had to say: *‘ Like a piece of
cake, Billy ? " and his head would be over the door
in a second, and if I asked him to kiss me, he would
put his nose up to my face and give me such a lick
(which, however, 1 usually dodged, as his tongue
15 50 rough !)
* We Eavu also seven youngsters, five under six
months of age, just playful babies as yet, and two
older, 1§ years and 1 year respectively. When they
were 11 and 7 months, my mato and I had the fun
of getting them wused to being handled and led.
My mate started with Premier, the bigger one.
as he was always so quiet, but first he did his best
to put her in the pond and then tried to deposit
her in the muck heap! She thought he was too
much of a good thing, and said I could bhave him
and she would take the little one, Foch. Premier
soon got to understand that T would have no
nonsense and behaved beautifully out of doors

(we exercised them up and down the road). Foch,
however, soon found that his attendant hard.y
knew how to tackle him, and a nice dance he would

lead her. He would *jazz’ all over the road, ox

else would stand stock still no matter how she

THE LANDSWOMAN

Moresby Snow King and White Gift and Ivy

Maud Bosomwaorth. Haines.
Doris Raper, D S.B . with A Leicester L AAS. and
one of her Bullw her Bull

coaxed or pulled, so one day, I thought T would
give the little beggar a lesson. 1 took a switch
with me, and used 1t when he stopped and refused
to budge. He promptly tried to knock me down,
but at last gave in and went quietly until we turned
back ; then he turned stubborn and wouldn't
move, 80 I gave him the stick. He turmed on me
and did his best to knoeck me down, and we had
a regular fight for the mastery, till at last he owned
himself beaten. He behaved better after that.
The two have been out to grass all the summer,
but remember their old lessons when we have to
catch and shift them to new pastures.”

A Land Girl in Cheshire has been working at a
receiving depot where pedigree cattle are kept for
a few weeks to receive their final grooming and
polishing before they are shipped to Buenos Ayres,
where they fetch a very high price indeed. Hereford
bulls in particular, with their handsome rshaggy
coats, look all the better for these attentions to their
toilet, and they are very beautiful ercatures who
pose for their photograph before they are loaded
on to the ship.

This Cheshiro girl helps the men sometimes with
the branding of the beastz, and many an exciting
chase has she had after a bull—who, though he
oame along quite happily, as soon as she caunght sight
of his fellow victim in the stocks, would make his
escape as quickly as possible.

Moresby Snow King, whose photograph, together
with that of his L.A.A.S. attendant, is seen
above, is a prize shorthorn bull belonging
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during his n.haungly‘ angd

o
came one mﬂming‘ I"mnia
m

demand;
instant mmﬂvlld"‘! the

f
five dangerous b 91  the
her gnrdien. ulls from
“She declared

they had broken thmlhnt

the fence, tram pleqd uE{;

|  over her garden—.
down thnggmen huu;:inr e
chased every ope wlll:
went near them to ¢ hag
them back again. W, Wwe .
very much astonishg ::
they were the q“ipi{-ﬁt
creatures you can Imaging
They would follow =y,
anywhere, come when |
called them, and suck m
hands and my smock as
much as I would let them
* However, they wom
fetched back to the farm,

i

Pedigree! British Freisian Lull, " Crawley Premier,” and Margaret Starkey, L.LALA.S.

ta Mr. Wataon ¥ Millom Castle, Cumberland, and
he is the particular charge and pet of Maud Bosom-
worth, of that county.

We heard at the Green"Agricultural Show, where
he took the first prize, that one day Snow King
broke loose and defied the efforts of three men to
recapture him. Maud went to the field and called
him, whereupon he came up like a lamb, saying
with his soft brown eyes : * Don’t scold me, dear
mistress ; you know I am only young and frisky.”
His colour—pure white—makes it difficult to keep
him elean, and his tfoilet is a source of worry and
annoyance to him. “ Why will my mistress be so
particular 1" he reflects in his baby mind; “ soapy
water i a thing T do not like in my eyes,. Even
a oaress does not recompense me for the horrible
flavour of carbolic soap ! ™

White Gift, whose portrait also adorms this
article, is in charge of Ivy Haines, of Wilts. He s,
of course, white too, and needs washing, but he
seems to like it,and his special joyis the walk after
his bath for drying purposes.

A Land Army Girl in Bucks calved, reared
snd led into the sale ring at six weeks old a
young bull which was sold for 2,700 guineas, not
& bad record for a girl who until years before
had never even thought of bulls without hoping
that a stile was near over which to make her
escape |

Stories of bulls are numerous among our girls,
and the increasing fear of the general publie of any-
thing in the form of a bull is illustrated by the
following story:

“Among the forty calves I reared last winter are
five young bulle—and this is the story of the dread-

ful damage wmuil;t by them one day last spring.
The farmer had bought the feed of a small pad.
dock belonging to a lady at the other side of the
town, and assisted by the foreman T took my
bull.calves thither.
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and the foreman went up

to inspect the frightfy
havoe they were said to

have committed. Al he
could discover was a small piece of post that haq
been knocked down.”

Perhaps in concluding this little record of Land
Girls and their bulls, it may interest our readers
to hear that Peggy Fisher, of East Sussex, who so
recently pluckily rescued a man who was being
gored by an angry bull (her method was to kick
the bull’s nose till he was obliged to retire), has just
been married to the man whom she saved from
such a cruel death. Doubtless he feels that she
may be equally useful in some other of life’s little
difficulties ! The wedding was a real Land Arm
one, and the farmer, who was the employer of bo
bride and bridegroom, provided a right royal feast
for all theo L.A.A.S. who formed the guard of honour
at this ** Bull ' wedding.

The bride elect was fetched from her village
billet in & waggon drawn by six horses, each ridden
by a postillion in a white smock; and up to the
very last moment she was polishing her already
beautifully polished boots,

The Land

IH other living tongues the Land is *“ She "' ;

Nor, surely, neuter in the English heart :

Feminine, feminine, motherly, maidenly—
Grammar apart.

And so the Land girls are appropriate,

In work as once in eport ; about the flocks,

The herds, the sheds, as keen as once of late
About a fox.

These laughter-loving girls keep their old VoW ;
They love their open air afresh, again.
- Dear once for hockey, field and sun are now

Dear for the grain.
AvLICE MEYNELL.
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"] *HE non-migrating birds, you know,
They frot about the swallows so.

* Why ever need they go so far ?

Why aren't they happy where they are ?
Suppose these terrible migrations—
This wintering with other nations —
This gadding over land and sea

Should lower their vitality

And then cuppose they miss their way,

And don’t they think they'd better stay *

This flatters but does not convinee

The gallant-hearted swallows, sinece

It seoms with them an dée fire

To My and fly for weeks and woeks,

But still they think it very kind

That all the other birds should mind,

The swallows tell them not to fuss ;

They say, ** You leave 1t all to us.

We've done this thing a time or two,

And, love you, we shall see it through.”

But no, the kindly little birds

Are not to be put off with words.

They ponder as they lie awake

What things the swallows ought to take.

And. when one day they heard them cory,

* You mustn't tronble, by-the-by,

To eut us sandwiches,
because

Migracious

We cannot hold them in
our claws ;

We want to travel very
hght,”

The httle birds were
plunged in night.

For they had planned
delicious things,

Tomatoes cut in httle
rngs,

With cress and egg and
caviare,

Because the swallows
flew so far.

And now to let them
wander wide

With only what they'd
got inside !

From dusk to dawn they
thought and thought,

And with the dawn they
up'd and wrought.

On every telegraphio

st,

Both inland and along
the coasts,

They  balanced upon
little pegs

Row after row of hard-
boiled eggs,

All ready shelled—in sun
and rain

They gleam like cups of
porcelain

(You must have often
seen them there

And doubtless wondered
what they were).

The other birds arranged
these rows -

B
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To tempt each swallow as it goes,

To take a bite, a tiny sup,

To keep his little courage up.

And then they telegraphed to know

If they might trust in Clemencean

To organize and finance

A sister scheme for vse in France,

And got the Spaniards to prepare

Food at their eastles in the air.

The trouble was that no one knew

Exactly where the swallows flew ;

For swallows do not raise the topie

Of where they sojourn—just some tropic.

They never would confess it quite

Even to dear old Gilbert White.

So much forinland strategy ;

What of the salt estranging sea ?

They went to Beatty. Suach a man

Might hit upon a useful plan.

He begged them not to give up hope :

An omelette on the pernscope,

He thought, would be the very thing

To catch the swallow on the wing.

* My submarines shall form a chain

From Daver to the tropie main,

And poke up light repasts, with fruit

At intervals along the route.”

“ Beatty forever! " eried the birds

In gratitude too deep
for words,

They feel that they can
sit at ease,

Sinee  every swallow.
should he please,

May tell himself as on
he wends,

“ITam remembered by
my friends.”

( By special prrmismon of the
Proprietors of *“Punch,” )

Two Views of
Things

OTHING'S as nice
as the hope—
Springtime, or ring-
time or feast :
Love can be shrew that
would preach to a
Pope ;
May has a wind in the
east,
My dear—
Always a wind in the
cast,

Nothing's as bad
might be—

Christmas or age
CIgars :

of silver, to see,

stars,
My dear—

(louds have got linings
Night has a lining of

Always a lining of star-.
Patrick CHALMERS,
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The Dairy Show

EVENTEEN Land Army women took
Spart in & milking competition at the

Dairy Show—held at the Agricultural Hall in

[ondon. On the actual day it was one

hreathless rush and nervous strain from
5 a.m.. when we scrambled into our clothes
at the Hostel where we had spent the night,

antil we had finished our tea, wh ch we could
hardlv eat forexcitement, at 6 p.m., when we
heard the final results read out to us.

The hour for the first competition was so
early that we—coming as we did from all the

home counties—were obliged to travel to
London the night before. We all put up
for the night at a Hostel near Westminster
Bridge, and at & a.m. on ITriday,
October 24th, a lorry came to take us along
to Islington. We called at Covent Garden
on our way just to collect scarlet carnations
for our button holes, which the Editor in-
sisted we must have, so that we might be
looking our very smartest when we faced the
judges, and s0o we did. Pure white smocks,
sun bonnets of the same colour, spotless swabs,
scarlet button holes and smiling faces pink with
excitement, combined to make a very brave show
for the Land Army on this memorable occasion.
We were terrified that we were going to be dis-
qualified there and then when we were told that we
ought to have brought our own stools, but friendly
cowmen i1n the Hall lent us some of theirs and we
started. It was nervous work, Of course none of
us knew the cows. and we each, one and all, wondered
how our particular one would behave. Some were
brutes and some were darhngs, and I was sorry for
two or three of the girls who were given fidgety cows
who wouldn’t keep still. One gitl was getting on
splendidly till her cow put his foot in the milk pail
and then she gave up hope !

The end came at last and we all trooped in to
breakfast. It was good and we enjoyed it—but we
wanted badly to know the results of our efforts s

and just as we were finishing, the Editor, who is
also the Chief Welfare Officer of the Land Army,

Ready for the Fiay
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The Competitors

Daily Sketeh,

Alfieri

informed us that she had the list of winners 1 he

pocket, where it had been safely hidden al] throu ]:
the meal ! Nine of us were selected to milk ﬂgm%;

in the afternoon, and the rest of the 17 went off ;I;
pairs to console each other with the thought thet
1t is impossible for everyone to win a prize,

We were not due to meet ﬂgﬂniﬂ till 4.15 p-m., so
for the rest of the day, some of us wandered roung
that wonderful show, some rushed off to meet
friends in London, and a few of us sent wires to oup
farmers to let them know how we were getting on,
(I heard of one farmer who was judging that day—at
an ordinary Land Army test—and every now and
then he was heard to mumble to himself, “I wonder
how 18 getting on, I wonder.”—Editor.)

The afternoon milking was much more nervous
work than the morning had been, because, although
we had got accustomed to the judges and the cows,
the crowds of people who gathered round the ropes
to watch the competition made us all feel hnrrigfy
nervous. The excitement, too, was intense—for so
close was the contest that the two first girls
had to milk again, and even then I heard
afterwards that there were only six points
between the first girl and the last. It was
out of the question to expect us to eatany-
thing at tea time: we just gulped down cups
of tea, always with an eye on the door
for the messenger who was to bring the
decision of those judges. At last the news
came—brought by Miss MacQueen herself,
who told us that the judges were so pleased
with the class that they bhad given
everyone a prize! A first, second, three
thirds, three fourths and a fifth., So in the

end we_all went home happy.

T P PR e g3

Have you joined the National

Association of Landswomen ?
See Page 298,
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AIR HELP FOR GETTING TO
THE CITY IN THE MORNING

BRINGING A TURTLE
FROM MARGATE TO
THE MANSION WOUSE
SY STEAM ROLLERs

GENTLEMAN FROM OUTLYING DISTRICT
ARRIVING AT THE STOCK EXCHANGE.
BY PLOUGH

The Bystander

In case of another Railway Strike
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Music by w. y

Words by PATRICK CHALMERS.
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First Prize Story.

e traln as soon as it came to a stand-

still, ber eyes roving round the pletform in search of her boss,
who should have been on the same train, amd then, not seeing
him. she gave up her ticket and crossed the road to 'Ihl."llm w il re
they had put ap that morning Stifl no sign of him ! All was
fog and darkness, while from within the stable came the rattle
of & halter chain, 8% if 4 horse had turned at the sound of long-

e tedd [oddale s,
r F’ﬂul'l :unn;*:" thought Slvia,  “ We put him in the
loose-box © we didn't tie lum ap. AH right, darling; your

ritesis 18 cotping in & minute . :
She crossed agnin to the station to ask the lad who had taken

e tickets whether her hoss had been on the last train, knowing
s hat he was too well-known a figure to have eseaped notice.

“ No he had not,"* said the lad, adding, after the facetions
manner of hi= kind, ** You do look nice in themn breeches, duckie !
Will vou give ‘em me when you're done with 'eme 7

“ Can't promiso ! returned Sylvia laughingly, for she alwnys
ronk such sdyvanees in good part, while by no means encournging
them. * Alraid they wou dn't be much  use h} that '"l“!." ]
Thank vou: good night ! and she crossed the road again,
digesting the fact that she would have to drive a young horse,
with a scarcely completed education, four milex along narrow
country lanes, with t;u-u' deep ditches, and in a fog that became
thicker every minute.

It was not for nothing, however, that she had been 1wo years
on the land, besides being of & fearless and sensible deposition,
and the spies of adventure in it appealed to her rather than
u”.l-l""l'“"lii P " T il

The day's proceedings had been as follows :—The " boss
had taken her out for the day, as her home happened to be in
the same town, some eighteen miles away, in which an annual
horse show, to which he always went, was held. Sylvia had not
had & day off since before havmaking and now the corn was In,
and in a week's time they wonld be busier than ever in the
wiatoes, and she had fairly jumped for jov when he had sugeested
that it would be a good opportunity for her to go home for the
day. He waonld come ot by the last train, as he intended going
to see his sister and her first-born at a farm owside the town,

“T ould mare * had a shoe off, =0 Sylvia had been told i_ﬂ
“fetch that boy of hers in and make him look pretty.”  This
wis the young horse, the affection fxisting between him and
Svivia being the standing joke of the farm.

“ Your boy'd be jealous right enough if he could see ye now,"
the boss had remarked one day, standing unnoticed in the stable
doorway winle Sylvin petted and talked to the colt and Kissed
him on the nose,  She hoad blushed at being caught indulging 1
such foolishoess, but, laughing as usual, said that Black Beauty
was all the boy she had ever had or wanted so far, and ** her
boy ** he had remained

“1It's eupboard love on his part, T'm afraid." she said, ** but
even that's hotter than nothing,” and cerfainly there was not
mnch she could not do with lem.  He wasx a glossy, dappled
hlack, with & white star, s0 of course Black Deauty was the
anly possibde name for him. and he had a long tal, another
recomzne ndation in Sylvia's eyes, thongh not in her emuployer's,
who told her with some seorn that the farmer who bred him
e ver docked his foals,

“ Hope | ment him, then ! ™ was Sylvia's Erunm! rejoinder,

Black Dauty had no v oo in him, to complete the description.
but, being a freshly-broken four-vear-old, could scarcely be
demeribed ax steady at the time of our story.

To return o ﬁ}*}'.iu in the yvard ; she knew that the boss had
purposely pald for the putting-up before leaving in the morning,
and =he happened to have matelwes on her, 0 there was no need
to trouble anyone at the house, She lit the lamps and took one of
them 1o the stable.  The fog seemwd 10 have penctrated there
wleo, and the old lamp, smoked within and moddy withont, gave

Ii-u! 2 m'm light, but in one of the stalls was a black horse with a
ong tail,

“ 1 wonder why they moved youn ot of the box, old boy 7"
sbe asked him, iuu-]r harnessing. and talking aloud as usual.
“ IR your missns go away and leave you all day in this nasty
ol stable 7" and then, in surprise, *“ Well, vou are 4 lamb
to-night ' Koep it up, darling. and we'll =oon be home.”

She Jed him out of the yard, climbed in, and off they started,
the colt, to hwr further surprise, going as steadily as if he had
beitn the old mare harself.  Svivia was beginning to pride herself
an her management of horwes when they came to the cross-roads
abont half-way home. She had let the reins loose, 10 see whether
e knew his way, buat apparently he did not. and turned without
hesitation in the oppostte diretion. What was more, he mefused

point-blank to be turned towards home, and even when Sylvia
vt out and tarned his head he was ronnd again as soon ax she
was back in the float. Out she got again and took one of the
limps to Investigate. Nothing on the road to frighten him
nothing wrong with the harness—she stopped short, with an
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ST IL.VIA jumped out of

“All's Well That Ends Well ”

expressive ©* Well, I'm blest 1™ For this was "
itwp:;nnlu-nnn boy In faet ! HMM%;,.E‘MIM' ,
whether to laiunh or rryh'h'ut m::’l.i in Ik.-m 16T, s e knowj,g
old Pegey, who wis no other than auty’

hegan cropping grass, to show that, as far as mr;:' N Mothey
the discussion was at an end. She had had » nlm::'mmd.
bit put in her mouth, strange hamess, & 51 o heayy
instead of the rubbor-tyred dogeart she should by pighe, HoA
heen drawing, and here, as & crowning indignity, she wae ("
wked by A stranger—a girl o tum her head awa being
hyoene ﬂ:I::I an hmu;ﬂ:;h:-n II:I tlﬂlul:tl holl;-u were safely I!'“ :"h:'
own 4 Or sta : wis much to ask, a Peggy .
e BYivia Wae cudgalling hes Sew “ 3

While Sylvia was cudgelling her ns to know w
a horse's trot sounded, and even in the ﬂl!ﬂﬂkﬂl:r :m"lrhnt % ﬂ"'i
Hlack Beauty's long, easy stride. Nearer it came, ';mmu
stood In the rond with the lamp. The driver pulleq un. Shie
Sylvia saw that he was a young man and n toty itﬂﬁ#p l;“d
160 full of apologies for any other consideration, she orjeq . ",

“Oh, Iluﬁu:q.i. I;IWA tnkﬁni ynu; hgl;m: I am sorry. I've
disgruced the Land Army, I'm afraid ! she a '
lnﬁ“d}' tl};nt- rl?rl;-d mi:lu:“lﬂlm}} - Aded. with mack

“It's all right | ** sa other, laughing too, as _
bt as the lamps on the dogeart :pnllﬂ“fcﬂ and ::;ﬁf: down,
thess !) fell on his face Sylvia saw that, In spite of the m‘u:“
oy ¥ she Degun hesltatitig s

“1 say,” s gan tatingly., “Is anything wron
-Iidnl:t thrclmlw }in;: nut!ﬂ;ny;:ing];" e 87 He

“It's all right,” i other n; “only 1
rottenly crocked up lately, and I thinkm fog hc:; Tlltml
were a bit too sugeestive of some nights I spent in Franee H,i"
been & bit awkward ;: he's only & young one, isn't i ? .

1 am sorry ! " cried Sylvia again.

By (it e SR Koed TEemrtetl A

he time v un . reharne sse
in fits of laughter. d they were

“ Here, this is your collar ! ™

“Same 7"

“ You've got my bridle ! ™

“ That's not vour horse, isit 2 ™

. Ufﬁwm in In!';m N T

“ Well, you're putting him between my shafts, aren't vou % **

When at last they were both Eﬂm sure that they had Eﬂt their
own horses, harness, and vehicles they might have known each
other for years, and Sylvia had learned some of her new
uﬁfuaimmu‘#'ﬁ history,

fe had been discharged as totally unfit for the army after gas
and shell-shock, and advised to lead an open-air life, so was
learning farming, ** or trying to,” he added.

* Yes, and it's not as easy as you'd think, is it #  said Sylvia,
“And =0 you're with the farmer 1 want to meet becanse he
;]IFEH".’- I&u-!iew in docking ? How funny the way things have
wmppened !

“ Yes : his son was under me out there and we were great pals,
=0 when I wrote to tell him the verdict he wrote to his father to
ask if he would have me as a pupil. and I've been there two
months now. It's answered too, by Jove ! 1 shall soon e all
right, 1 do believe, and I thought life was never going to le
worth living nE"

“It's the life ! "' agreed Sylvia, and then, *' I say, we must
be off | 1 don't know what they'll be thinking at the farm. or
at your place ! "

“ Sure you'll be all right ?** he asked anxiously,

“Oh, yes!"™ said Sylvia, “ There's no more ditches—at
least, not many," she added hopefully. |

They elimbed in, neither- remembering till the last moment
to ask cach other's names, and in the difficulty of holding back
impatient horses neither hearing the surname,

“Philip ! mused Sylvia, “1 rather like that name; it
suits him."

Philip was thinking the sans thing of Sylvia

Black Beauty behaved more or less mtionally for the rest of
the way with the familiar voice behind him, and Sylvia soon
had his wants minutely attended to and was being waited on
herseli by the anxious womdn down in the kitehen, telling ber
foolish story between sips of hot milk and more laughter, and
finally leay ug her clothes in o heap and sleeping the sledp
those whos day begine at 5.30. iy '

The boss turned up next morning, with an injured explanat it
His sistar's elock had been wrong, as nsual, while she swore .
was right, 50 be nissed a tram and then the train, and had 0
. !:;L:ﬁ niluht t;:*ttlv. * And that little brat didu’t half squa
a " he ended up. | -

Philip called to imquire atter Sylvia the following Sunday
afternoon.  The atmosphere indoors sayouring

Sunday dinner for her liking. she had follewod ber frequent
i Continued on page 303

e 1

—



December, 1919 THE LANDSWOMAN

LS

e \ 3 .I \ , L ‘ »
N R A w@alite Maws ) e

Goat Enthusiast (to friend who is giving a helping hand): " Tether it here when you've finished what you're doing.”
[Reproduced by special permission of the Proprietors of "' Punch.'’

Song of the Root Cleaner

ANGELS here and mangels there,
Swedes and mangels everywhere ;
Roots as far as the eye can see,
And who's to clean "em all ?

Why—me !

Give me a cleaver as sharp as a razor,
The sort that you'd use for the jolly old Kaiser,
And even the stoutest mangel quails
When 1 cut off their heads
And cut off their tails,
And throw them down brutally, cheek by cheek,
What do I care if they whimper and squeak *
Chop! Hack!
Chop! Hack!
* Will this work of destruotion never cease 7 "
No fear ! I’'m on this job by the * piece ! ™
('horus—Mangels here, ete.

You should set this to some rollicking air of your own, JEAN COoLMER,
C _ 2838
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Pigs 1 Have Known

IL—“Our Joe.”

EMPTIED the last barrowful from the last sty, mopped my

bhrow, and then turned to Mrs, K.

“ What about Joe ? "' quoth I, trying to look casual.

\ o pause, M, K, and I looking fixedly into one another’s
oyos.  Thou she stamped her foot, and waved both arms.

l#t's have 'Im out ! He's got to go—drat "im |

Our Joeo ' |8 & magnificent new large black boar, who has
evidently pever been petted in his life, also never driven. Go
imta his sty and tickle his ears, and who =0 meek
and mild a2 he 7 He slowly topples over on his s'de, smiling
rf'qh‘l'“l_’ll“\'.

But let him out, and he becomes a very demon of mischief and
imsabondination,. He breaks everything he comes across, bursts
imto other people'’s styns, and charges at everyone who atlempts
to roeroe him back into his cell |

Now, an order had come down that ““ —— " (his pedigree
title being about five miles long, we called him "Our Joe "' }—that
blank was to e exercised daily, -

The fiest morning, with the cheerfulness born of ignorance,
we let him out, and be sauntered through the yard on to the road,
we fondly imagining that we wore driving him |

“ Turn him down the road "

AL right,” I called, and advanced, stick in hand, towards
Jowo, who watohed me with wicked little glints in his eye,

“ How flerce he looks | ™

“Garrrra | Gurreeen 1Y anarled Mrs, K.

Our Joe grazed.

Mre, K. strode up with her best ** I'm-pot-going-to-stand-any-
nonsnse " manoer, and—whack ! went her stick on his side.
He turned, threw up his head, and went for her,

We scattored to a safe distance and then held a eouncil of war,

" Stick's too ahort.”

" And too brittle ™

“ What about stones *

AN clods T
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“ Come on ; let’s collect ammunitiaon 1

Our Joe grazed. When various missiles hurtle,
air towards him, ne merely looked up, SUrprised, as
say : * What one earth gre those women making Who shony
about 1" S Aty

\ carter ET:“E :ih:ng and Ignw unlirﬂniml advion

A mason brought me a long pole, at w :
spoe ted. - hich the fnemy

Finally, this Homeric combat ended in a draw 1
own convenience, sauntered back to his sty, and was I“'"* AL |y
Lwn']mrp!-:-. enraged females, VNS in by

After several days of fruitiess tussle, we stryck nnd
lat ‘l‘:;m t-nn.llt- again. AW P " S0 Nl (o

Which brings me to this particular morning In T
was a lovely day, and in & moment of wea on. 1

“ What about Joe ? *

Firmly repeating, * He's gol to go—drat "y ! Mrs, K
to the sty and opened it, carefully swinging the door Lt
hersell 1T noticed. :

Joe emerged and came towards me. T hurried |t th
to look for something that, presumably, 1 had forgottey, b

“Come on!" she called after me ; proch
vard,

- “Come on!" I gibed ferociously ;
yard ! "

A piause,

T“.““;:“" I{: llnlt;g atnrytﬂ';nrl, err remained in the varg a1 day
practically holding u work, and defyin -
-tm:::nmn alik&:-i: ! pbei YR DIl and heag

About a week later, being sorry for him, T we -
during my dinner-hour. Armed with a stick, | ;:Fu],. E,:: *t','; ?‘"’
straw in the barn to enjoy my lunch and forty winks. he

Now, a door in the barn, fitted with only one loose. sliding bot
led into a yard inhabited by about eighteen sows, and a boar I.f
whom Joe would have made short work had he come acros h e
Suddenly, In marches Joe ! -

I sit up, E:yfheq{t in my_?mah. tl:: dﬁm looks o flimsy ! e
gors straig or 1t, gives it a knock, then raises hims:
ides back the bolt 1~ DUNES RmeY o

Horror of horrors ! In another moment he would have becy
in Iil]ml- yard !  Selzing my cudgel, T floundered down the straw
velling : :

“Garrmm! Garrn!!"™

He rushed at e, thought better of it, suddenly stopped
turned, and marched off to his sty with an air of mnmuni
innocence,

When Mrs, K. returned and heard the tale from a Hmp and
trembling Land Worker, she just said :—'* Never again!" i
sentiment which I heartily echoed.

Shortly afterwards I was transferred to another part of the
estate, and the last I heard of him was to the effect that * Our
Jor " was to be sold, no one being able to manage him,

C.4. L L,

| Whrongy, 4y,

hly

. {ll"h’t' h;'ll] out of t[p;

The Charge of the Ladder Brigade

I.IALF a mile, half a mile, half a mile onwards,
Into the valley of pear trees

Strode the six Land Girls,

Ladders earried shonlder high,

They lacked the breath to reason why,

Ounly determined to do or die—

Into the orchard shadows—into the stinging nettles,
Phinged the six Land Girls,

Half an inch, half an inch, half an inch upwards

Through the tangle of branches
Pushed the six Land Girls,

Was the ladder firmly set ?

Must they go up higher yet,

For the choicest pears to get ?

Leaving the earth below them—nearly to heaven above them.
Climbed the six Land irls.

Hazels to right of them, hazels to left of them, huzels in front
of them
Swing in the breeze.
Stormed by the pears that fell,
Dodging the wasps as well,
All through the live-long day,
While the scorching sun held sway,
Picked the six Land Girls.
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Come, friends, and come, neighbours.

Words by A. M. LLOYD. Music by M. E. HICK.
—p- A ————— ' :
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1. Come, friends, and come, neighbours, from far and {mm near And
2. The shep-herds ran quickly to Beth-le - hem's shed, And
. Cﬂme kneel, like the ahephcrdq come, praise anda - dore, For
4 praise Thee, Lord Je - sus!| All glo-ry to  Thee, All

Jj'JJJ,!J,:JJJ—-\ '
%Eb—nj:' Pnr_ti'l‘!rtprr—mﬂj:j

—— | l

hear of the joy of the first Christmas morn, When
lo! in the man -ger, ‘'mid hay and ‘'mid straw, There
that love-ly Babe 1s the Lord from on high, Who
jes = ¥ hon - our, and pow - er di - wvine, Qur
| J g 4 oel 2 2 |
Sy = ' ==t
e » : = G =
D Tyery = i C | e —
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e e
s = ens Some— e = :  ——
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an - gels sang sweetly for shep - herds to hear How
lay, with His mo - ther, in that hum- ble  bed, The
Jeft all His glo-ry,—and ev - en did more— For
mighty Re - deem-er, re - joic - ing, we see The

.I__aI_ H__L_J _.I_.,_J J Lr:.-.I | :I;q
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Je - sus our Lnrd m man - ger was born.

love-1i - est Babe that the world ev - er saw.
you and for me on the Cross came to die.
crown of all  king - doms 1is ev - er - more Thine.
| : ' I I I | (s
— :__“F > ‘ =% 5 J
H ] _-_—tt ' L ; o 1 “
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‘Mummy. | can't understand about that cow. When I tried to milk it just now, there wasn’t any in it "
[ Rep roduced by special permission of the Proprictors of * Punoch '

A Farmer’s Tribute to the Land Army

THAT made our lives endurable when war,
\N with all its woes,

Was devastating countries, over-run by bitter foes
Who tried their best to beat us by their frightful

hammer blows ?
The cheerful girls who came out on the land.

Who kept us from repining then, while working
morn till night,
We heard the big guns booming, although far away
from sight,
Across the German Ocean (so called but not by
right) 1
The smiling girls assisting on the land.

The girls who sang like skylarks when the sky was
clear and blue,

The girls who to their sailors’ or their soldiers’ love
wore trame,

The grls who helped to win the war as only girls
could do,

The willing girls who plodded on the land.
288

The girls who fed the pigs, attended calves or milked
the cows,
The girls who worked with horses, driving harrows,
rolls or ploughs,
The girls who, always peaceful, never joined in any
rows,
The jolly girls who toiled upon the land.

The girls who kept on plodding, to assist as maidens
should,
To do the needful work that might ensure their
country’s good.
The man who fails to praise them must have brains
like rotten wood,
Unlike the brains of girls who tilled the land.

In after years, when grandmothers these maidens
have become,-

They may inform the grandechildren (of whom fhey
must have sgme)

How in the crucial days of yore, they made the farm
work hum,

Those girls who helped to save their native land.
ANON,
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Rosalind of the Farmyard

By Mary Pakington
There i3 no fee on this piece, but permission to aet it must be obtained from the author,

CRREIR - Waresly Court, near Kidderminster, S SRty TR
TERS, ORL. Yes, yours, I you'll only give me a chanos of stati
E"ﬂlmﬂ }gﬂﬂml working on & farm. my case without being nﬂthamdt;ndnr half a ton of .ttﬂw-i‘-
ELIA 5 vilal UEL. You brought it on yourself,
%‘,{':EE?-» " : Jm ion, g:lt: E“linu your tg:rglnn 7 you threw it at me, )
SOENE.—The most picturesque bit of the farm. got m‘u{?l;lrm 'lm‘rd:,nlnd 1:?:!1‘!? ﬁunq i 00
= "-'g:-: : :al.]ilhuju mriltﬂ bagin by making a confession——
'BL. \ WOl d———
On the left in Lthe [foreground is an rned beseh trunk, OrL. Thank wyou for Quile d
| Bnter CELIA from R., with a pitchfork and an armful of slyaw.  seriously] 1 love glmﬂmﬂ.mmmmnﬂ 4 T O
onlion 30 Sl By o beietion o) S e ity G Capiein PHicsogs; how dare. you =i
* RL. ;
ﬂ:ﬂd oo dﬁ'ﬂ'ﬁlt mﬂwfftm- e oy oun only gave mw thres words to say it in d I've
L. Ros=alin ) 4 usit come here and look. CEn. If that was all you wanted to say——
lﬂwﬂgﬁ!m i;d a :tp youth” in Land- Oorn. Iv inn' uitn.r I've come up Igm on thre separate
. OCCASIOnS W
Rog, Hullo! What's the matter now ¢ i thLmI NI 1o S0

CEL. Proposi
Orr. Oh, my dear, he's been at it again! It's the tree ORL, Ani I'&F never been able to get within a dozen fields
trank this time,

of her, Well, I've come up this morni try again. I've
 Bos. He? Who? O, don't tell mo he's been and got tried Sunday'and I've et Mondaymr T Y
D0Re m

CrL. Cattle market.
Crr. I should just think he has—and left his handiwork OrL. And I've tried Tuesday——
byhind him, too,

RO3. [reading inseription]. ** To—the—only—Rosalind,” But gﬂ' :Ep“hiﬂ g
gl A : = nd.” Bu EL. S0 now I've decided to stake everything o ”
you don’'t monan to say thal that was dons the littla black s ing on Wednesday

pig ! Misa Celin, I appeal to you. Isn't it possible to get even a quint
_E}n.fThnHtthhhck ! g!ﬂ:d«ummﬁah-ﬂhnk
m O

half hoar——
CEL. A quiet half hoar! In the middle of the day! You
hler.] Oh, poor dear Orlando—what wonld hs say ! 3 E
ol never told me who 'ym: were talking abour— ORy.
a

don’t know much about the ways of a farm, do you ?
. Wall, Oh, 1 know nothing at all about the farm. 1 only
and once for a'l, Celia, I will not have n I’Batrange en'led  thought—o
Orlando. Why, I've only met him Ave times——

) CEL. Why, just look at the life Rosalind leads | Up at four,
Cen. Bat if you're Rosalind and I'm Celin—— milking at five, breakfasting at six, hoeing at seven——
Ros., Celia isn't your proper name.  It's only I who call you OrL. Haymaking at eight, potato-digging at nine, milking

Celia, again at téen—what ?
Cer. Well, it's only I who ecall Captain |"Estrange CerL. Your ignoranoe i3 simply—devastating |

“ Orlando ™ : you needn’t. OrL. Never mind my ignorance, Just one little half hour—
Ros. He'd no business to call me Rosalind, anyway. that’s all I ask, . . BALIND ¢ leard off R. whistling )
Cer. He didn’t. He only carved you. [say| I can'tlet her see me in this state | 1 leave it to you,
Ros. That's worse., I prefer to be called Miss—bhy him, partner, [Eseapes L.
CEL. To the only Miss Rosalind, Hum! It would spoil [ROSALIND souniers in R

it rather, wonldn't it ? It would sound as if there might be a Ros. Wonders will never cease | Nothing whatever doin

Mrs. Rosalind, you see, for the next half hour ! [Sitting down on tree trunk] Don’
Ros, Oelia, how dare you—— for goodnnss’ sake talk to me, Celin, T'm going to sleop.
CEL. My dear, I wasn't thinking of you,

CEL. - You won't have much chance of doing that, my dear,
Ros. You're talking porfect nonsenseé, And anyway I He's just been up this way.

hayon’t time to waste on any—— RoS. [Jumping wp]. He!l Who do you mean ?
CEL. Little black pig.

CEL. Oh, sit down, Rosy. [Teasingly.] It's only the little
Ros. Silly old tree trunk! I'm going. [Marches wp R.  black

pig.
CEL. Where are you gomﬁaln such a hunzé darling ? Ros, Orlando | _
Ros. To get the rest of the potatoss up, dear, CEL. Gnglt-:m I’ , if you please. T'm glad you
OBL. They're done; I finished therma this morning early, recognised rtrait. Yes, he came in here as cool as you
Ros. I don't care; I'll do them agan. [Exit R. like, and as for—what do you think? A qumet half honr

Cer. Hully | [S!udﬂuﬁmmﬁm] “To the only Rosa- alone with you. I suppose you can't possibly guess what he
iind.” *“To tho only Celian,” Somechow it doesn’t sound so  wanis to say ?
nioce, Ros. No, I can't, and what’s more, I'm not going to allow
[Enter ORLANDO L. As might be éxpecled, he 12  him to say anything of the sort | [Springs up.)
“rather point devics. wn Ma acoorlrements,” CeL. Do you mean to say you dom’t even want——
although al the same tims he suggests an open-air Ros., No, Idon't! And I won't have it either—so there !
life. Cer. Well, I"'ve often heard of peopls not wanting to get
iDII., [bowing]), Good morning. You are Miss Celia, I engaged: but I never yet heard of a girl who didn’t even want
beliove ?

to b2 pro d to,
Cer. However did you know that ?

Ros. n you've heard of her now. Look hers, Colia, you

ORL. Why, you live with Rosalind, don't youn ? know perfectly well that you and I ¢ame down here to help out
OrL. Rosalind | Well, upon my word, you're eooll old Mr. }
Orr. Ah! I'm afraid that's uu{y baeanse I haven't done CeL. MHe's rather an old dear, though he is a gentleman

any work to-day. Allow me. [Takes sundonnel with whieh larmer. Well, what of that? _

she iz fanning herself and fans her sedulously.) Ros. He's been awfully good to me, and 1 told him I'd stick
CeL. Cooll Coolneas isn't the word for it! to my job and see it through till he got his son back—that's all.
ORL. I'm so glad. It's a torribly hot day, isn't it ! ; Cer. I really don't see why vou shoanld. It ism't as if we'd
CeL. Yos—and I'm on my way to ltter down the pigs, promised—— ‘

if you want to know. I've no fime to waste in being fanned. Ros. As a matter of fact I did promise,

Good morning.

CEL. Promise what ?

OrL., Ohl—good momning. [CELIA walks up L] [Gazing Ros. Don't laugh—and don't tell anyome, will you? 1
eestatically at tree trunk,) " To the only B.majlnd "—the one

mmlmd faithfully not to get engaged as long a8 1 remained on
and only Rosalind | [CELIA refurns hastily,) Can I do anything farm

for you, Miss Celia EI: taking the bundle of straw from her. CEL. Well, of all the extraondinary thinge | 1o never asked
She flings il at him N me to promise that !
CeL. You—youw'd no business to speak of my cousin in that Ros,

80 you see, I've given my word. It's quite reasonable
perfactly disgracoful way |

too. I ecame down to do my bit, and & girl with a fisanoé hanging
ORL. straw out of his hair]. Ah! I thought that about a farm is no earthly use,
would fe you back. CEL. DBut youn could refuse him.
OrL. You—you—you'm a pig | (Stamps her foot. -+ ROS. And waste half an hour | T daresay |
Orr. Then I've clearly the first claim on your attention. CEL. Well,

) ptain I'Estrange has every intention
you b if 1 n't wanted vour help so badly. of doing Ais bit this morning. '
help | Condinued on page 281

? 259

: on oan u{:-hn.t ou like about doing rnnt nt,
&ﬂ“ﬂ’k h, Miss Celia, I shouldn't have ventured to call  but from what I can see, C
ad
OkL. My
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The Various

3 col r may not have any particular desire
HI‘E?J ;LH;' nl’ttal-?: pﬂl‘l‘.‘j-rhnrrl gorts, It is not out of place
+ a short art.ole like the present to give a brief deseription of
the principal varieties kept in the British Isles. All have been
dorived from s common stock—viz.. the wild hog—and Lh:ﬂr
presont individoalities are the result of sclection in nmit“l:g
through & long series of generations, as proved by the fertility
. v different varieties, . .
“.H:nult. ﬂtlur’t;r years sines, a Society of Pig Breeders was
formed to secure the registration of pedigree pigs, and to draw
up & standard of puir;:si for ;:-n.ﬂ; hrfea. consequently all the
\fferent breeds have their scaie of points.
¢ iElr‘::al.m-:ul:nr counties have conferred the titles, and in one of
th+ Instances this has arisen from the name of the tmrn—f.mi
Tamworth. In Staffordshire, Lesicostershire, and adjaocen
connties. there oxisted about a quarter of a century sinceé an
old-fashioned dark chestnut or mnhugnnr-cnluumd pig, the
characteristies of which were improved by selection, so much =0
that these pigs beeame reeognised as a distinet breed by the
National Pig Breeders' Association—an Aszociation which has
done such good work towards the improvement of all brecds
of pigs—under the title of the Tamworth.
The names of the breeds are as follows :

Large White Yorkshire. Middle White Yorks.

Larra Black Pig. The Suffolk.
Lincolnshira Curly Coated. Gloneester Old Spots,
The Berkshire. Tamworths.

In addition to the foregoing, Small White, Small Black, and
Shwetad Pigs (Besex) are sometimes spoken of. The two first
named are reoally diminutive specimens of the larger breeds
braring the sams names,

Taking the diffsrent varieties in the order named we shall

give n brief account of each, as follows :(—

Tir LArRGE WHITE YOREKSHIRE.

This is a very popular breed and one that usually comes out
in fatrly strong forcos at the principal agricultural shows, and is
p:l.fHﬂlI{'\ﬂ}' suitable for those who wish to produce big pigs for
sale, soon after they are weanad, They are free brecders ;
littars of a dozen or more are quite common. Apart from this
thers i3 no denying the fact that the Large White sow makes a
wplendid eross, more espacially with a Brrkshire boar, and the
Middls White boar, The former wil produce porkers weighing
from 5 to 10 stons, and the latter from 12 to 18 or 20 stone when
mature. Ttis zometimes crossed with the Tamworth, the progeny
being hardy and good foragsrs.

There are some very fine herds of Large White pigs, and if
the cottager 15 anxious to posszss a gilt of this exeellent breod
ha should consult one of the live-stock wyear books, or the
announcrmonts of some journal devoted to agriculture and live
stock, From tha author’s knowledge of this variety he has
every confidones in recommending it to those who wish Lo breed
pigs for early sale,

T'he Large White, as the name implies, js pure white, and
ths presence of any blus spots upon the skin are indicative of
impurity of breed, a remark which is equally applicable to black
hair, & coarss skin, and pondulous ears—the last two being
common faults, To be t-y[lmiml. a pig of this breed should be
long, level, and broad in all proportions, have & wide and dee

chest, short straight legs, wall-sprung ribs, a thick flank well
Int down, deep sidss, broad and foll hams, imt‘- not thick in the
shouldsrs. The ears should be modsrately long and thin, and
th» akin covered by fin» loag hair, with the tail set well up.

THEE MipDLE WHITE YORKSHIRE.

Bomrhow or other the writer seems to hold a brief for this
brsed, and if askad to nominate the most ar variety of pig,
oither pure or mixad, it certainly woul the wvariety now
andsr considvration. Pigs of thiz bread will weigh, at seven
or sight months old, 200 to 250 pounds.

Thera 18 no nserssity to spin a yarn about it, The Middle
White Yorkshire is, like the fox terrier, impossible to be put
in ths wrong place,

As & bacon plg or as a porker it can hold its own nst
all ecomeirs, whilst for soundoess of constitution, quick growth
and early maturity, It is, as previously stated, second to none.

It is & cottager's pig elther pure or mixed—par ezeellence. In
size It strikes the happy modium between the Large White and
the Small White Yorkshires, Some Middle W ge show
e spots on the skin, dus to other blood having been introduced
at some period,

8o far as points are concerned, this breed is a mplica of the
larger variety last reforred to. For wdlﬂdc‘y, docility, early
maturity, and flas quality of flash, the breed is d.

The sow and the boar cross woll with the B re, the
Wessex, the Tamworth, or the Suffolk. For the production of
five Lo ten-stone porkers, the eross first named Is a most exeollent

* The Collager's Pig. F. Townend Barton, M.RL.C.V.8.
Jarrold & Sons, By permiss on, .
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reeds of Pigs*

one, but the progeny are not as hardy ax

cross has been used. Another mrgmw?:n':{: Tl.qu“h
Black pig. For the production of pigs trus to : the Larg,
and a boar of the same breed should be seloactaq. 0 P% & sqy

At the majority of the agricultural shows this bree

in good force, whilst at the Annual Dairy Show "dhlﬁmml
15 al.":nyn ‘;::[i wpmxnzd. and ﬁg:ﬂ? =0, being lﬁ:‘ .{
o pig industry, as i produces

t{m than any other breed, e
TR THE SMALL WHITE Prg,

® Tt is hardly necessary to say anvthin
Yorkshire pig, being a Tom Tlm{nh tﬂy;bo:% t{ﬂ: “'ﬂﬂﬂ'y ot
going breeds. Unless anyone wished to keep dwarg two fon.
the pigs from the county of broad acres, the Smal mﬂ:"“ﬂ
shire is never in much demand. Both the pork and 1o Y otk-
very sweet, but the pigs are too small for gencral uuut,t;u"“" are

THE LARGE BLACK PIo. Pones.

This breed is highly esteemed ig-bre
larly in the west of ]gngln.nd. and hg Emﬁf ghﬁﬁmﬂﬂim-
name has done a greal deal for this variety of g e It Slie
representod at most of the shows, more especi v at uﬂ" el
n&d ‘E'EI'::E of ﬁ; Inm? A icultuti':.i Show, likewise at the REJ“'IJ}:
ete. 0n8 rin south and
ey A RN

or proll ¥, s And

to find any breed to supersede these pigs, thﬁi mfﬁmlt
corresponds to the White Yorkshire, and the Which
T i ronn T Aty i e e T 4 el
vory little erence in a inw
nmrymt:;‘ductcd.l I hi g4in when feeding experiments

As the name Im : colour is black,
wi}h strlip;l}t de silkw&.m e skin soft and COVered

n general conforma Black
= ST PSR o i e

ot can y recommended for th
who intend to go in for pig-keeping on a liberal Sy
quick-growing large pigs are ma‘:ﬁfem scale, and where
THE SMALL BLACK Pia, .

This variety corresponds to the Small White
like the latter, has never attained any marked ;mh;?, “d_'
Iarity, {El: ;Irlilt’é" '[mk:trl they are me.lifa good, but for
cottager r cannot recommend t profl
variety to keep. S Sstugs o

TaE LINCOLNSHIRE CURLY COATED,
This is a very hardy breed and one that makes a fairly good

cross with the Middle White Yorks. for the producti
where the elimate is cold, In the north of Beoﬂlm{: ﬂ"::;] I?!fmﬁ

Curly does very well, either -bred or mixed. For the
improvement of constitutional na in any particular breed
the Lincoln can with advantage be em . The thick skin

and the profuse curly bair are indicative of the virility of the
breed. Being an eastern county variety, it follows that hardi-
hood 15 an essential quality, but :

be associated with a somewhat coarse quality of the bacon and
pork. A good deal depends upon the feeding, the rapidity of
growth, and the age at which the pigs are :

Pig keepers who have a pmd]ieaﬁon for this breed will not
share the view with regard to coarseness of flesh; nevertheless
we speak with an unbiassed opinion, believing what has been
stated is true. The sows are prolific and the ngs usually
strong growers, Naturally pigs of this breed are highly esteemed
in their own county, but as a pig suitable for the cottager, the
writer’s opinion is that they are inferior to the Middle White
Yarh,tnr first mn from I:.:a umn.d Wheﬁljngur curly lmitrI I8
present on a4 pig ma acce as PM Ve
evidence that anilm.r has mpg the I.\ll:_n:ﬁcl:Ir the moln
shire broed in it. Not that it is any worse for this, in fact it
may be all the better for it ; why should it not be ? In general
points the Lincolnshire Curly corresponds to the Yorkshir pigs.

THE BERKSHIRE.

The ounly rival to this breed is the Middle White Yorkshire,
and it is just a toss up as to which is the more popular variety.
All things considered, the Berkshire is gnﬂnpu of more
Et?nﬁ't:;ﬁf Il'I‘ particularly suitalde breed to keep where the

8 IQITlY Warm.

For the north of Scotland and cold latitudes the Derkshire

cannot be recommended, some of the other varleties thriving

"1 Ia a breed very suitable for the cottager, and, if there s &
ng available, a most one to keep.

%
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Farewell Rally of the Land Army
Drapers Hall, London
Nov. 27th, 1919, at 5.30 p.m. I
PRESENTATION | 1|

OF THE

Distinguished Service Bars
of the Woman’s Land Army

BY

Her Royal Highness PRINCESS MARY ‘

SUPPER - . - - /.15 p.m.

CONCERT - 8.30 p.m.
MIDDLESEX L.AA.S. |

((a) " Coming thro' the Rye "} Miss JENNIE KIMMOND
L.A.A.S.

MoORRIS DANCE

SOKGS { (b) *“ Robin Adair "

VIOLIN SOLO

SONG .. Mr. FRANK CUTLER
" 1 Miss PAINTER

A2 ; 'TH-ORGAN .

DANCE WITH MOUTH-ORGA ) i SL_LLWAN}Cumberland
ACCOMPANIMENT Miss FOSTER L.A.A.S.

SONG ... : = ... Miss DONALDSON H

DANCE * Spring Song " Miss ENRIDGE, Wores. L.A.A.S.

SONG ... Miss DOROTHY WEBSTER ‘

(“The Song of England ™)
J

VENTRILOQUIST
MIDDLESEX L.A.A.S.

MORRIS DANCE
CORD il ol e sy oo .. ... ... Miss DONALDSON
SONG ... Mr. FRANK CUTLER
SONG ... ... Miss PAPWORTH
CLOG DANCE Miss A, DENT

Miss KIMMOND

SONG

GOD SAVE THE KING
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The Homesick Cow

This cow, which was so'd to a farmer six miles away from her home, found her way back five months
later, entered her old stall, and an houar afterwards gave birth to a calf.

Rosalind of the Farmyard —Continued from page 250

Ros, Tell him 1'm engnaged
CeL. What )
itos. No, no, don’t tell him that., Tell him—tell im 1've

sone to e down in My oo
CUrr. Poor dear old Mr. Boys ! Only three farm hands and
one of them lying down in the middle of the morning | Hesides
've told Orl—Captain what's his name—that you're fearfully
ey,  Rosy, you simply must find some work to do
o, Well, 1 eant make work when there lsn't any
Crn. Oh, lots of people wanage to do that all right
I hear him ccming, You'll have to invent something,
jtes,  He'll find me out,
Cri, He won't., He's n townsman, you can see, and he
knows nothing whatever abount farming, lle told me so,
[ROSALIND  stands trreacdufe, ORLANDO  enlers
from L., smmaeulate once more.

UI'-ITI'L', |

Hos [ealdly]l. Oh! Good morping, Captain " Estrange,

Opr  Good morning. May I venture to hope that 1 find
voul &t lowure for & few minutes ?

Wos  Oh, dear no! Not yet. You see I haven't quite
Rolshed milking

Ont. Milking ! But Iso't it & bit early——

204

December, 19} 9

RO%. Early|
we start at six "‘Hlir:?l\:
In {lllw morning,

RE. You, o

—Misa Colin toig

meant the after
noon’s milking '

RoOs, 0 Wi g9 tm

all {'hl}' At int
don't we, ﬁ‘hl:‘;n”l"

her
on ";‘;"HMrnl.

0 A i 1 | iy ¥
3_..1tt-—ltn\1~-_:r11_1,: T‘
of cows ¢ "

CEL,  Only iy
LROBALINDG fp(es i
hugh her vy
ORI didn't K1y
SIX COWS took suel,
long thme to milk,
ROE.  Well, you
s, when we'se on)
A few, we have tomil
the same cows over
]l over AgAIN Lo
make up the guantity,

[CRLIA chokes, and
¢ffaces herself.

ORL. Isee, ., Yes, 1

mever thought of that.

Rog, I'm g0 so
I can't stay. ﬂr:ﬁ
maorning,

|Gives kim  her
hand and GOy
off R. ORLANDO
looks at his oren
hand  thought-
fl'ﬂ]f B

CEL. What's the
matter ¥ Suffering
from * Landworker's
grip ™ ?

ORL. Nothing, 1
didn’t know eows
were  such  earthy
creatures—that’s all,

(‘er. Oh, but that
was getting up the
potatoes, (Checks her-
self]

ORL. I say! She
must be jolly clever
to do both at the saime
time. But T've always
heard that women
were more intelligent
than men on a farm.
Glances at lree trunk.)

v1 4
CEn. [ g room
|Hopkins, Datly Ske ch. for lam). Oh, certain-
ly. 'He sie.] You

won't mind if I leave

you, will you ?
OrL. More cows ?

Cer. It's the pigs. 1I've got to goad see to them——
Ort. Obh, by all means give the piggi-wigs their due. Il

walt here for your cousin if I may.
CEL. (dismayed). No, no—you mustn't wajt—you mustn't
think of walting——

Orr. 1 really don't guite see why if 1 chooss to walt——
CrL. Oh, yes, yes. didn’t mean that, 1 only meant—the
plgs are waiting. . . 1 mean—the pigs won't wait. [Eril hastily L.

(A peewliar low whistle 18 heard <off R. ORLANDO

reaponds to o on the same nole,

Ros. [(aff]. Darling !
ORL. (mn dage whuper]. Yes—dear?
Itos, Has the creature gone yet ?

ORL. [the same]. Yes—hooked it,
[ROSALIND enters with a bundle of straw, and stands
dismayed.

Rog, How—how dare you ?

Orr. How dare I what ?

Ros, You told me he—you—were gone——

OrL. T beg your pardon; you only said, “ Is the creature
gone," 1 thought you might t-: alluding to your cousin.
Ros, Nothing of the kind, [Hastily] Yes, yes, of course
I didn't mean you.
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guk Thn v Aty gt o v
pﬂﬂtﬂ'ﬂ, well, Oh, I think rn“-','; lh“i‘l.lh}r}d you Know it,

Ort, I'm go sorry. U'm afrald 1 Y
tion of getting a word with you, . ., e o

00d of you to comw ek

resist the templa-
the cows have been ? [d# ehe fe silent.) T hope
Ros, It lsn't ing time yet.
onr, Ohl

ros. I—1 only went to sece,

ong,  Of course, ** Thern's no clock here | "
Ro8. [loftily). Thank you; I have a rﬂit?i:eﬂhw *

Pleaso
excuse me—I'm going to the down now,
(ORL. Misx mlfnohn gone Lo dop.glt, I believe. Do yon
always work In pairs ?
Ros. Always. It's much the best way

Ort. [ fully), Yes, T've often th '
way—to wor hllmgd,m. and to Jet the m:umﬂm A el

do the heavy work.
I'm m obliged—but I haven't time teach
vunsbilled labourer, thank 1 [Hzmm?

C You
oru, I t that on myself. Now why | :
Qon’t T go after hor and make her taks it back ?©

(fazes in direction of ROSALIND'S retreat
('RL, [returning R.]. [Wﬂl‘ Ca I"Estrange, \
your Qu[Iet half hour yet ? mp't::\: m'ml; LS TOR S

OrL. (gloomily). Gone to help you with the 3
: mmr[?'o help me ! Why, we never do th.-tpllgﬂ
"

of thin
IRL. MﬂmlMIMﬂhEth

Cet. Eh? Oh, I It és y morning, isn’t 1t ?
Ont. I'm so haven't used all i
vou think could me a little ? o btz R
Ot Hnthtfm {'Wﬂmuht? I mi d
ng. and make fri (|
the plgs—that's all. Nice homely ﬁl'gltm. Ot L

Going 1.
fhﬂm You may try if you like. Yon won't mimm
ml

ORL, [returning). Then she didn’'t go to hel after all ?
m{m Yes, yes, she did . . . at Tlhemt

OrL. Perhaps she loat her way ?
CeL, Perbaps 8o, She—she's rather \
ORL. Everything on this farm seems to be conducted rather

vaguely, if you'll excuse my saying so. Well—I must e'en
try another beat. [Going R

CeL. Where are you going now ?

OrRL, I was thinking of loo up the cowsheds,
CrL., Following her about | ward |

OrL.  Cow-herd, did youn say ? Yes, I might take that up,
now you mention it

[Bxit R., leaving CELIA raging. ROSBALIND peeps
in from L

Ros, Celia, Is he gone yet ?

UBL. Yes—to hunt for you. [Ads ROSALIND enters] My
dear, you'll never shake that man off ; he's a perfect burr.

Ro8. An active burr—a burr on the hunt | Ugh | [Throwi
herself dowwn.] 1'Il tell you what, Celia, I'm gnttingf sick to death
of being chivvied about the place like this, milking impossible

O WE——— _
OBL. And rllﬂl.nﬂtim pigs. He certainly is wonder-

fully persevering. st seems o pity—— [Pavses.
What seems a pity ? .

CeL. That you hate him quite 20 much, dear.

Ros, I never said I hated him.

CEL. if you really like him——

Ros, 1 ‘t. I think he's a cad and a bounder, and I
daresay he's a bit of a liar as well—and I don't know nn!thin?
about

I never want to set eyes on hum again—but
don't go any farther than that.

CEL. Porsonally I should have thought you couldn't go much
farther.

RoS. [Springing up)l. I can though! And what's more,

I‘W"m ?
Ros, To town. I shall walk all the way, and 1 shan't

be back till after Captain——
CBL, Hrlall‘r. M‘:E‘uuboul He'll track you down at

"Bon. Then, % goodnoss® sake, tell me what I am to do |
¥ r A ]
Throws hersell down along the tree trunk.
CEL. I can’t think how it is, Rosy, but you do look most
awfully attractive in that dress. It docsn't suit me a little

L

bit.

Ros, [Starting dear, T've hit upon it at last! Look
hero, II.'[IU turns :T:]'muhg‘jﬁmt: detain bim a minute or two till
I come back, there's a ing.

CEL, Detaln him! What on earth——

going {] this time.
Ros, Hush! I'm hmgaolm':mmu w' -y
Cen, I told wouldn't find her in the cows ‘
OrL. No; nw,g:r handiwork though. They're jolly well

kopt, _
Yes. Rosalind’s quite geod at mucking out. That's

the part you wouldn't like.
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ORL, T seom to beo rithe |
r T
You am! AR incongruons person altoget b v

ORL. O, by the way, | came back to tell you that T found

“h‘;:f;“‘ ﬁir;hrmer field left open. 1 ventured 1o shut |

of you, I'm :
i mn,tl gt ;u 2 5 ;nru But how do you know
L never Hacd—biem —af ocoures. {1 was only a
CEL.  It's those children | * : E y're
ﬂ?}:{‘ la!l.’:ih Ay of Farmer William's again, They'n
~ o 4 AMin’t think for a moment that vou or your
eonsin “gtﬂ have been guilty of such urrh-n}-.zn
etk Well, upon my word! You talk as if the place
onged to you | Carelessness indeed !  Just listen 1o the man
OrL. I don't seem ve

ha e
Perhaps I'd better not talk af ol T T A
Cer. I thlil:i;*:un'd eartainly better not.

#ls dorven an one end of the tree trunk, facing

fo the back, ORLANDO sits dowen on the other end
P:w ﬂ:' audience. There iy a se. Each
Fig
ORL. You reatis as +f about to speak, and o themaelves

are delightfal company, you know.
Hl‘:‘ﬂﬁﬂ&lnw odd ! Its just what I wémlulﬂng abont vou,

CEL. T'd rather you didn’t think about me at all, please
Iu‘i;l:&‘l’urhtpl you'd rather I thought about lind

CEL.  Rosalind Sp indi
Ll Roﬂhnd!-_l [(Springs wp indignontly. ROSALIND enters

(ROSALIND signs lo her to keep gquiel, and adoances
mischiovously towards ORLANDO, who Mhas M
back to her. She iz dressed in fhe dirtisst of
overdlls and most ancient of felt hats and hos her

skirts full of swedes, apparently just pulled w
She gifs down mear ORLANDO . .

ROS. [to Cxuia]l. Catch, Celin! [Throws her a swede) [To
ORLANDO.] 1 say, would you 'ike to share a tumnip?

ORL. [turns round amd has the surprize of Ma lifel Swedes,
aren't they ?

Ros. My mistake! I thought you woulln’t know the
differencs. [Mover a little closer. ORLANDO moves o hitle away |

My gnod man, I've only been topping swedes,

OKL. Topping swedes ! Oh—ah !—yes—they are mther
tow. aren’t they !

Glad you appreciate our country produce. Have one ?

[ﬂm & swoede af Mm. He catehes of gingerly.] Don't you
ike them ? But perhaps you've never eaten one ?

ORL. I—er—should prefor them rather cleaner.

Ros, Oh, but these are new-laljd—I mean fresh ont. . . .
Comes on, Celia, help me to slice them.

CEL. [suddenly riming o the game]. I don't see why wo two
womnen should do al' the dirty work.

Hos, Dirty! D'you call this dirty ¥ But 1’'m sare Captain
I"Estrange will be delighted to help us. Won't you, Caplain
' Estrange 7

ORL. I should love to bhelp you if you'll make Miss Celia do
hor share., She hasn't been doing any work at all for the last
twenty minutes, and she assures me you're drviven like a nigger.

CeL. You—you worm !

ORL. The worm is turning, you see.

Ros. Oh, come on, you two, Don't quarre]l. [To OREAXDO]
Here, walt & moment, 1'll give vou a pinatore, [Throws kim «
horrible prece of sacking, which he distastefully over his
knees ] Now then—ono—two—thoee—holl tight |

[ Empties a shower of stoedes over him.

ORL, Thank vyou very much. I'm sure that relieved your
foelings.

Ros, My feelings |

OKkL. 1 fancled you might have some sort of grudge against
me, you know,

Ros. My dear man, I wasn't thinking of you. We're much
100 busy for that, aren't we, Celia. Come—bustle ap! I've
no time to lose if vou have,

OrL, Tell me what to do, please, and L'l do 1t

Ros. Do? Why,slice the jolly old swedes, of course,  Horv's
a knife, (A ke hacks at one delicately.] No, no, not like that |
Take the thing in both hands, man—it won't bite you, That's
better. Celia, old thing, where's the bucket ?

CeEt. Down by the pigs. It doesn't matter. This’ll do

ust as woll.
i (Throws portions of swede inta ORLAXDO'S hal,
which he has deposited on the ground.

Roy. Good egg! [To ORLANDO.] 1 say, you don't mind,
do you ?

Not at all, thank you—Audrey. [Slicea dilwgentiy .
e ¢ (ROSALIND beckona CELIA aside
Rog. No luek! I thought that wonld fnish him-—and

look at him |
j“(;lkm He can't keep it up. I give him another—ln i
minute, [Looks al her

wadch] Time |
ORL. hat for ?

CEL. [a ing him]. Arem’t you getting rather tired of
this, El.p"uln I"Estrange ?

Continued on page WG
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“England Expects—"”

x AOK ED—sacked for wing a {ool, a weaklin
beut. wias what the fariner had called her,and

helicved hersell to be, _ *
She hid her head under the bedelothes in utter misery. * Yes,

that's what you are, [rene Temple,” she told herself; * you're
s fool—think of all the silly things you've done. You're &
weakling—ocan't even lift a scuttle of turnips, and yon're a
voward—you whose father won the V.C., and died facing foarful
odds—ocan't even meet o cow unafraid, and daren’t go out alone
after dark'™ It was this Iast terrible, and not altogether just,
accusation against herself that hurt her most.

Irene was nervous, certainly, but she was not a coward., Mr,
Pearson, her employer, did not realise this, but thought her a
“ funk " and * useloss.”

To-day the inevitable orisis had come. She had confessed
hersslf both unable and afraid to feed the stock alone, It was
early in March and the lambing season was in full swing., The
farmer, who was short of labour, was attending to the sheep
himself, and could not spare time to act as beastman as well ;
and, in his runoyance, he had said things which were not true and
which he did not mean. In the end he had told her that she was
no use to him, and the soonershe left the farm the better he would
be pleased,

he had no panse to regret the parting. The work was far
beyond herstrength, and the cold and agony she could hardly
endare. But what troubled her was the slar she had brought on
the Land Army, for she knew well enough that Mr. Pearson
judged the whole army by horexceedingly low standard, and that
he would not fail to spread the information that ** them Land
giris iz no good. "

[rens had gone to bad early Lo avoid a painful intercourse with
the farmer, and fo try to get warm, for it was bitterly cold.

Outalde the wind was rising and it was beginning to snow.

Preasntly she heard the farmer come in and speak to his wife,
Her door was open and she could plainly hear what was said,

“ One of the lambs has got out of the cart shed somehow,” he
was saying, * aod it's snowing that hard you can't see nothing for

% and a coward |
hat waswhat she

Il-..”
Irens heard no more, the words had given her an idea. Here
was & chance to do something for the honour of the glorious

army she had disgraced., She would go out and find that Jamb ;
the would show e veryone the stuff that Land girls were made of |

To many people it would have been merely an incident in the

dny’s Wnri. but to lrene it was a terrible ordeal, and only her
rosolution to make good and her intense svinpathy for the help-
logs little crenture she was going to rescne made her face it,
Huddling on her elothes, she ran down stairs, tip-toed past the
kitohen door, and out into the yard.

A perfect barrage of snow and wind met her, but she battled

hravely forward towards the cart shed. She was too busy con-
tonding with the elements for loneliness to find a place, and soon
managed to feel her way among the famibar buildings to her
goal, [t wasas the farmer had sald ; blinding snow all around her,
and a black moonless aky above, made it impossible for Irene to see
anything, and though she groped all overin the region of the cart
shed the lamb was nowhere to be found: * Perhaps,” she
thought, ““it has got through the gate into the field ; I'll get over
ancd ave.”  With considerable difficulty she climbed the gate and
commaneced her search again, calling softly and making little
bleating nofses in the hopes that the lamb would answer her, but
only the howling of the wind made reply, and she wandered on,
hanting and ealling in vsin,

She had stopped ealling now ; somehow the sound of heér own
voice, small as it was amidst the tempest, startled her, and she
wandered on rather aimlessly, the only thought in her heart
being : “ I must not be a coward ; I must not go back |

She tried to pieture her father making his last gallant stand
against the foo, and choking down a sob she whispered : * Oh,
Daddy, Daddy ! T am 20 unworthy of you |" Then, biting her

lips, ghe d on,
At last she came to a gate and pansed. " This must lead into

the soven acre,”” she said alond, ** The lamb would never come

«0 far, I mun=t go back.*
She was turning to gowhen a feeble bleat reached her ears, and

her hands tounched a small, cold

stooping down with a cry of jo
something that was huddled at Lr feet. Very tenderly she lifted

the little wanderer and placsd it beneath her mackintosh., Then

ehw turned and struck out towards the centre of the field.
If only the blizzard could have ceased, and the black elouds

lifted for a fow moments, Irene would have seen that she had
wandamd roand In a ring, and had come back to the gate by which
she had enterad the fleld ; but, as it was, little dreaming of what
che was doing, she turned and walked away from the friendly
shelter of the farm out into the snow and the night.

For a time she plodded on, confident that she would soon find
the gate into the yard.

Now that she had accomplished her errand, and the lamb was
safely tucked beneath her coat, the cold seemed to make itself

felt zlhh double intensity, and she was growing tired too, for the
296

deep snow made walking difficult ; but she Boundere

ing Eﬁ second to mugw to the gate, d.on expeot-
Ten minutes, a quarter of an hour, half an hour, passed anqg still

she stumbled on, pausing every now and then to peer aroung ho
The storm was abating now, but It was still very dark, ang lh‘;

conld not make out anything. Horrible doubts be come
into her mind : was sho on l:;ﬁe right track after all ﬁ! tu?:, why

had she not come to the gate long ago ?

At last came the awful realisation that she was lost, apg
suddenly the night scemed very dark and thought of self refuseq
to be banished any longer. For along time Irene stood helplegs)
still while the terrors of the situation dawned on her, Theg ‘h{
began to call for help, but there was no one to hear her, and ghe
was too numb with cold to make the exertion for long, ﬁh; went
on walking again first In this direetion, then in that, in the Lo
she would find some familiar land mark to guide her, in
~ The lamb seemed a fearful weight now, but she could not put
it down afterall she had suffered to save it; besides, that would

have been a coward’s act,
Some famous words of Lord Nelson’s flashed through her ming,

Her father had quoted them when she had asked him if she might

join the Land Army.
“ May you, child," he had said, “ may you ? You not onl

may but must, for * hngltnd expects that every man will do his
duty.” ' It was her duty to carry that lamb while she had life
and when that failed they would die together,

For hours she staggered on.
The storm had ceased now, and the faint phosphorescent light

off the snow made it just possible for her to make out that she was
near the hedge and a ray of hope crept into her heart, for she
knew It she had only strength to follow it she must, sooner or

later, comé to the gate.
She had lost all feeling in her feet and hand, and the desire for
sleep became almost torture,

Then came the gate.
The deep snow prevented it opening, but she managed to drag
herself painfully on to the top rail, but the climb was more than

she could stand in her exhausted condition, and falling to the

ground she lay still, too spent to rise,
Then drowsiness averpu:mmd her and a{m slept.

The following morning Mr. Pearson was late to his work.
With the devotion shown by all shepherds and stockmen at such
fimes he had been ont consfantly to his sheep during the night
and had overslept himself in consequence.

The morning was very calm and still a sharp frost had set in.

The sun was rising behind the hills turning all the world to a
dazzling whiteness, as for the twentieth time the farmer left the
ninety and nine to search for the one that wu.astn{.

There was something awful in the thought of any living thing
being expased to the merey of such a storm, and it troubled the
big man,whose heart was far softer than he led people to sup -
As he did so he tripped over numet]ﬂn% and, ng, ki the
snow off the object to see what it was. Next instant, with a grunt
{frru surprise and dismay, he had flung himself on his knees beside

m;

“ Temple,"” he gasppd, ** are you dead 7 "' There was no reply,
and with a vagnaﬁzn that he ought to feel her heart he tore open
her mackintosh, to find hidden beneath it a small bundle of
wet wool that still breathed. _

:EEI he loosed the stiff cold fingers that still clasped it, and
wra

the lost lamb in his own coat.
n he rose and reverently took off his hat, for another geod

shepherd had laid down her life for the sheep: the fool, the weak-
ling, the coward had made good at last,
PHYLEIS PEASE,

For All the Roses on the Tree . . .
By Agnes Grozier Herbertson.

FGR all the roses on the tree,

There's not a petal now to see ;
For all the sweet seenta on the air,
There's not a fragrance anywhere ;

For all the sun that lit the skies
There’s not a ray to cheer the eyes ;
The bare trees whisper of the snow,

And north winds through the garden blow,

Then will T banish from my mind
Remembrances of things more kind :

The Summer’s tran%uu sunlit hour,

The rose-trees bright with many a flower,

The fragrant wind's reluctant noise ;
And, miﬁpinu from my heart soft joys,
Chive fo the day its sterner vow ;

The courage ol the naked bough.
i —-me'thr Daily Chrouicle.
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COAT AND
BREECHES £-3 '

(F.0.382) Instrong Kha-
ki Drill. Three sizes.
Usual price 21/9

Special Price lSlg

COAT AND SKIRT

(E.O 339) on right. In

Mole Corduoroy, with 2

large flap pockets in

Coat. Stocked In two

sizes :

Skirt, 26 in, waist ; Coat,
36 in. bust,

Skirt, 29 in. waist : Coat,
34 in. bust.

Either Size

Price 57/6
HARRODS LTD

A

Smart, yet business-like in a

being designed intelligent]
and the vagaries of our

-
-
-

BIB TROUSERS

OUTFITS

; ;;ﬁtzlaranc;, these garments are highly practical,
£ Fimge Mmade soundly to withstand hard wear
e. here are no finer values in London.

(F.0O. 368) Made in Khaki -
Navy, or Tan Drill, b

Forwork in the garage
oron the farm..., Price 5/11
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KHAKI JEAN SMOCK

(F.O. 427) Excellent Cloth,
in three sizes, small,
mediom and large. I

16 in.. 3% . long 7 11

COMBINED OUTFIT

(F.O. 417 onleft. Instreng
showerproof Dirill, consist.
ing of Coat, Skirt and

Breeches 26 in andl 29’6

20 1n. waist .. ;

Also in Mole 57’6

Corduroy ...
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IMPORTANT
TO ALL WOMEN LANDWORKERS

Now that Demobilisation is imminent, we feel it a fitting tribute
to your splendid work to safeguard your interests in every possible way,
Our aim, therefore, is to form a National Association of Landswomen—
an efficient and conscientious body of workers. * Unity 1s strength,” and
we want a membership of at least 8,000.

Membership Subscription, 1d. per week, payable quarterly in ad-
vance.

Our aims and objects are :

A. Advancement of agricultural efficiency among women.
S. Social and_recreative benefits.

S. Settlement on the land at Home.

0. Or Overseas.

C. Clothing, uniform, and boots, purchased in bulk, and sold at
rates within the reach of all.

I. Individual and collective effort to uphold goodwill between

employer and employee, and the prevention of hardship and
unfair treatment.

A. Advice as to conditions and possibilities of employment 1n
agriculture and horticulture.

T. Tramning facilities in all branches of agriculture and horticulture.

I. [Institutions or hostels for those who have no homes to go to In
times of sickness, temporary disablement, or unemployment,
for which purpose special subscriptions will be raised.

O. Opportunity for raising the status of the worker.

N. National comradeship of women landworkers both at Home
and Overseas.

This s your concern.
Every member has a voice in her own interests.
The Association 1s self-governing and self-supporting.

We are out to do our best in your interests. Join for your own
benefit and that of your fellow-workers. You will have the County
Branch to assist you locally, and the Central Council at Headquarters
backing you all the time.

(Give in your name without delay to your County Secretary.
298
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Dear Girus,—1 wished you A Merr

| y Christmas
on the first page of this wonderful Christmas

Number of your wonderful Magazine, but | savy 1t
again, and I should like to shout it to you, for my
heart is just bursting with the wish— '

A MERRY CHRISTMAS TO EVERYBODY.

| wonder if you all realise that this is the twent
fourth number of THE LANXpswoMAN—that we are
two years old. People talk sometimes about being
“gkittish as a two-year-old "—are we skittish *
Anyway, we just bubble over with happiness when
wo talk to each other once a month in our Magazine.
don't we? I {-xfpwt it 18 because we are all so
pleased to hear ifrom everybody once again after
four long weeks of silence. I am luckier than some
of you, because 1 have your letters to cheer me up
day by day, and however deep in the blues I am
feeling there is always at least one letter in Tor
LaNDpSWOMAN post which lifts me out into the open
again, where the sun is shining. Suppese you
were an editor—wouldn't you feel cheered if you
got letters hke these ? :— :

: i

“ 1 was busy sewing when the postman knocked last ew i ng,
and when I inquired if there was anything for me was told there
WAS A& paper !ﬂt_‘:king like TER LANDEWOMAN. 1 immediately
made a rush for it, and commenced devouring the news, starting
from the first page and reading straight through, thuos putting
agide the chemise 1 am making. My one fault to find with it is
either the month doesn’t go fast enongh, or rather it ought to

come oftener. I guess many who find it a true friend besides
instructor think the same.”

“ 71 would like to tell you how much I appreciate THE LaXD=-
woMAaN. and so also does my friend, Bertha Breookes, It seems
to get hetter every month. 1 lent a copy the other dayv to an
plderly fr.end whois going in for herb growing, and she i3 delighte d

with it. * Packed with interest,’ is what she says about it—and
that is just what we find.”

K, s

A Fireside Chat.

| Daily Graphe, Alheri

i l’lf"-' . ¥ "
L |Ju]'| i |[l']1|uha1 =i
couldn’t possibly do witha

l— a8 Wi

* THE LANDswWoMAN, will you
ut it."”

'*[. hear that the Land A Y is go'ng to Ye demebilied: 1co
;‘li:_"}'lf..l]ln!i' ”l;l.lf OUr Lre asnred IAgaz ne will not Ill‘{;lﬂ iITCI U=
l‘nfuln-' wgh we may b» only a few thousand strong in the

© But what girl (unless she has seme urgent reason) could giye
Up land work at pregent ? It seems awful to think of & to
when ome would have no cows to go after in the beautiful misty
Mormings, a time when oue could not feel the clean frosty wind
lowing across one’s face when working in the fields, There a1
O many nice partas of farm work which 1 comyen=e for all the
hard ]niﬁ one gets that it is quite worth while to earnty on. Last
E‘-" ek, lime "-'u-’t_'-luhﬂ the cowstall, I almost decided to gve upn

this beastly farm work ' ; this week, harrowing with the dearest
ﬂjnl best cart-horse that was ever bomn, I think I'll st.ck it till
U'm & hundred. What marvellons colours there are in the
autumn blackberry foliage ! and I belleve the colour ngs of an
autumn sunset are lovelier than at any other timne of year. Iut
éverything seems lovely in the country, from the old hen who
knocks about the yard to the furthest purple-toppcd sweed
In the far comer of the fleld.”

"1 will do my best to get some more subserikers, as T want
I'BE LANDSWOMAN to go on for ever.”

“1'm just writing to tell you how very. very forry 1 am that
the W.L A. i2 to Ye demobled in November. 1'm surs all the
gitls have been most proud to feel they telopged 1o the Land
ATMY, and If they feel ke me about it there niust ke a great deal
of f'“,.f]."“ in the hearts of the 1 avslen If{ TEVET. | -.'!f~| all gocal
things have an end, ro we must grin and tear it, and le content
with carrying on by onrselves. ot won't it secm strange at
nrst, *~[J'£";:i'|||k‘ to have no Comnty Cffices or anything And thi

County Officers will be m/ssed fearfully, for they bave been mest
Kind and considerate ™

" What a nice encouraging letter to us all Miss Talltet's wa
L intend to put it, with mv armlet and badges, ete., in a freame

when I am finished, and keep them like the Vietoran lad s
kept their samplers."

“ I liked the thought you gave us when you =a'd Ged brouvgln
us the gifts instead of rending them. When one thinks of it Like
that it seems to bring Hm #0 near to one's life. 1 was thinking
the other morning what a grand thing sight was when 1 saw thi
<1 rising behind & bank of clouds. a ball of red : and all the

clond=were tippedwith red tec—1t was a magnificent sighit
[ think somehow one can realise God more in the
country among the animals and out in the felds.”

“ If only vou knew how I long to return every time |
hear the threshing machine working. 1 feel I want to be
there ; I simply love threshing and nll the work People
can't—even father can't—understand what 1 see in

farm Lie 1 nn[}' know that I love it., and it '2 =econd
nature to me ™

T We found a sheltered place in which toeat our lunch

and then =at and watched the ever-changing landscapes
asthere and there the sun wonld break throngh the clouds,
brightening up A patch of tawny liracken, or a pile of
rocks looking in the distanee like some strange bulding
Here and there one conld see some of the wild Dartmoar
ponies grazing, some of them with rough coats, matehing
the bracken in colour, 80 that they were hardlv notice
able. Then across the hills, up and down, past the
Yarnet woods in gargeous autumn colouring, where 1 saw
a little squirrel leap up to a branch of & tree and scamper
off. down., down, down through the brown bracken and
{aded heather to a road we could see In the distance."

“ Every monath the Magazine seems to be mor
interesting than the last, although every number seems
perfection. 1 do love reading the lLittle bits you quote
out of the giris’ letters when I am alone so much, and
never see another Land gitl month in, month out
I don't think even you can realise how refreshing it
1w to know that there are others sharing the samwe
thoughts and enjoying and being thankiul to God for tlw
heautiful, happy, honest life which He has given us as
our lot.”
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You remember the charming little
nicture of the kittens in the November
LaxpswosmMAaN making the best of their
reduced ration. Here is a letter which
gives the other side of the story :

i We have six cata at the farm, and wlnle

the 'first cow Is being milked they all sit In a
littls group just behind her hind egs, gradually
drawing naarer and nearer as they begin to think
it's tims yvou flnished. When you emply yonur
milk Into the ompty pails they st their (ront
fsat Oon Lhe edge and balance. Sometimes the
smallest falls in In its greed. What is left goes
toy Iford, but they have the first helping. . .

I always love to hear all about your
adventures, exciting or otherwise,
which so often crop up ino the course of
your woTk. Here 18 one whu*h will
amuase vou all, I think :

" My friend and T had gunite an exciting time
a [ow days ago. Une of our young heifers had
strayod away with somefons olss’s beast atid
gone nine or ten miles away from home, 80 Ui
hoss sent us to feteh it back.,. We had to borrow
a pig float and bring it home in that

‘The float, we disgovered, was much
worse for wear, the shafts being very weak and
patched.

“We had a li;\ﬂ]}' JOY rides there ; p ople
looked very amused at us, carearing along in_a
float,

“ We arrived at the farm, and inguired at the
house whoere wa should find our lost one, Alter
v lot of knotking st the door, amd wvoioes
within—* You go: no, I'm not, you must  —a
head finally appoared, but the owner didn’t know
anything about Iit, As I was coming Irom the
door [ heard a voloe say : °* It's all right—she's
gone," Our boss told us that thes: people object
to girls in breeoches,

A\ fter loaking round the fislds wo founid U
wagdsrer and drove her into the crevyard, and
maagnged 1o got a halter on her ; my friend gof
ths fHoat agsinst the door and: we startad to
Ioad up. I'he pony relased Lo stand, BOD my
friend had to hold her, whilst 1 coaxed Topsy
in vain to got into the Hoat. Ono ol the old
furm hands came along, and said, * You're nof
going to take her in that—sho'll never goin.” »o
we informoed him we had had a bigger one in
hafora. * Ah, well,” he said, °‘they say them
Land gals can do things, and you're going o trs
to do what many & I1nan wouldn't take on'
Howewver, ha never offered to help, but a lad
camo along, and we soon had Topsy segurely In
and tied up. The ride back waz a dream. Woe
scarcely dare lot the pony trot for fear the loat
would tuamble to pleces ; nnd Topsy objected to
the ride, and tried to got out, bubt we arrived
hom® safe aftor & really enjoyvable afternoon.’

BT

[ know how pleased you will all be

to hoar that some of the D.S.B.'s who
have earned their decorations by their
anselfish devotion to their animals are
to be given also the medal or the
certificato of Merit of the Royal Society
for the Prevention of (Jrua.-]!;; 10
\nimals. Altogether 10 are to be
rewarded in this way., I am sure
you will agree that some of the girls
who have nursed sick animals at great
personal risk deserve all the praise we
can give them, Here is & letter from
an amateur “vot.,”" as she ealls herself ;
“ I slill love eows, and bere 1 am the amateur
farm vot. It is vory funny to think of all the
patients [ have had. First of all, a heifer cut her
loot very badly with glass, and it all festered, ete.
I'his was just before | came, and when 1 saw

it I immadiately volunteered my servioes s
*nuarse.”  She smight f havw contmeted blood
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ing, but with thr aid of lnseed, a4
L-ﬂh:gnltining. and by rubbing in vaseling ,pﬂ“k:; :Ir:n;: ::ﬁ
pound up wa saved her, and she Is now guite well “Flﬂﬂiving]a{,
ol milke

o Then T have a mare with Gstulous withers, and have
lier every morning. she is a dear, and "I“Y" "hhl‘;tt:]:: t[II:
out in the field, and 1 feel quite elated and whinney hack |

« My latest patients are six calves with
yuch as I love "y family * they are not very heuutﬂ:f“imni
nm feeding them on all the best cake, mangolds and hay that
can ba got, yet they will stay so thin, We are afraid to drench
them for push, as the ringworms are =0 catchi

ng, A
«hall parsevere with good feeding, and they will wh!n:f'h{
time. come

« At present 1 lm:'nk: hﬂl:r with a4 bad w
wil over some stakes, and caught one up ey
e bog, and miade a ferrible hash of it, he is yery i
tory and ungrateful at present, but I am trying to teach her her
manners, As an rmnﬁl;ru'Mn [ went to get her in with her

ho came for nw fu it and knocked me over, ,
Fni: a fiy’s eye out,” as the dairyman says, She $5e o

meaning she picks
« Just one more patient—ai cow with very warty taats
a caustic pencil on the i and then rub Ihﬂmt:rﬂ;h pgtmm:m ;ﬁﬂ
nut it needs & lot of care and patience, However, If the desired
end 15 attained, the means do not matter so much.

o Miss Brooke came out the other day, and said vo
Jove my patients ; I would love you to see them too. ke

“ THE LASDEWOMAN Is more scrumptuous than ever, and T
thank you ever so much for the nies things you said about that
poor thing that was =0 sarcastic about land work. [ expect she is
some aged frump that wears blue speetacles and erinolines and
high-neckod blouses, ete., and thinks only of being correet and
prim. Of course, we are awfully sorry for her; doubtless it js
a hopeleas case !

“1 hope to go to Auztralia either in December or January,
but if THE LANDSWOMAN continues I <hall always want & copy.

1t is the jolliest little mag. ever invented, and [ look {mffd
to mine more each month.”

ound, where she

[ know I have said it before, but I can’t help
telling you again how grateful I am to you all,
everyone of you, for the really wonderful way in
which you have helped me to keep THE Laxsp-
woMAN going all this time. Without your inspira-
tion and sympathy the task would have been an
impossible one ; as it is, it has been nothing but a
joyful service, and I thank you with all my heart
for giving me the ¢hance to know you all so well,
for we are all very good letter friends. and for
responding so spontaneously to any efforts which 1
have made to make THE LaxpswoMaN acceptable
to you.

Now, will you all help us to carryon ¥ It will
not be easy now that the Land Army is demobilised.
There will be noné of those faithful County Officers
to remind us that our subseription 18 due, which
they have done so regularly—not once only, but
two or three times. If TuHe Laxpswosmax really
means anythin% at all to us, we must remember
that it is our pleasure as well as our duty to work
for it. To get new subscribers—thousands of
them. Do you know that if we had fifty thousand
subscribers to the Magazine we should be able to
reduce the price to 2d., or even ld. ¥ Apart from all
its thousands of other readers, if each of you girls
who are remaining on the land after demobilisation
were to get ten new readers you could raise the
circulation by fifty thousand at once! Will you
try * I think if you really love THE LANDSWOMAN
as you say you do you will. Send the names and
addresses, together with 2s., the six months
subscription post free, to the Editorial Office as
soon as you can, so that we may know how many

extra ones we shall have to print for the January
18810,

THE ASSOCIATION.—Every Land girl I have
met lﬂtﬂ]y is just madly keen about the Association

THE LANDSWOMAN

of Landswomen, and o
who have not heen abl
1tself are delighted that
ton, they will be boun

ver so many landworkers
¢ to join the Land Army
at last, throngh the Associa-

, d together in one big family
with all of us who are interested in land work, 1

did hear that one county alone intends to get

% members. I should like each of you 1o
_5{4 yourselves: * Is  that my county ?—and
i not, why not 7 1s it Iy fault—have I done
my best ! Have [ asked everybody 1 know to
jorn, and not only asked them, but put before them
=0 well the advantages of Jjoining the Assoeciation
that they not only say yes, but are keen to say yes
%0 keen that they will bring new life and new
ideas with them that shall help the Association to
become really great ? " Will you talk about it to
B'II your friends *  Every time you say, " A Merry
Christmas.” will vou add : ** Have vou heard about
our wonderful Association 7°°  And if you will tell
them afbput it in that me Christmas spirit, the
real spirit of all joyous outdoor workers, they will,
I know. just hurry to become members.

Because, you know, it is going to be a wonderful
th:ng._ and we should like all our friends to
share it, shouldn't we * And think what a lot of
new friends we shall make —friends, because we
shall all be working for the same ideal, all travelling
towards the same goal—a happy and eontented
countryside, overflowing with that joy which comes
from helping to make things grow, and with that

perfect satisfaction which comes from honest hard
work well done.

SEWING CLUB.—I went into a big London
store the other day and, wandering through the
departments, [ came across a crowd of penfple all
gazing in admiration at a central display of some
sort. There was such a ¢rush that [ could not see
at first what it was that was attracting so much
attention, until my eye canght a large notice
suspended over the table w'hici said : ** Made by
the Landworkers of Britain.” And then [ knew
that it was your baskets that were the cause of all
the exeitement. 1 wish you had been there to
hear what they <aid ; but [ can at least assure you
that the remarks were all complimentary.

We have now got several new shapes specially
designed to hold boxes of choeolates, and we have
been asked to design and make complete window
displays for some of the leading confectioners.
One particularly effective scheme with black
baskets decorated with large bunches of mixed
fruits is promsed for next week. and will, 1 hope,
be a great success, People refuse to believe that
the beautiful little fruits are made by girls who
spend all their time working with their hands on
rough land work. [ love felling them that, in spito
of our breeches and the hard work., we still yetain
all our ability for definitely feminine arts. Good
needlewomen ave still wanted for making the fruits,
particularly those who could make a certain number
regularly every week for the next four weeks.

One of the Laxpswowmax baskets is to be
presented to Princess Mary on November 27th,
You will hear all about it in the January fomber,

If any of vou are busy making eivilian clothes
don't forgit to appeal to me if you want help.

SHOPPING CLUB.-—1 told wou some tim.;- AgO
that T had found some khaki shirt material al
1s. 10d. per yard, 30 inches wide. | was buyng
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some only this week for ono of you, and 1 was
really very pleased with it, For warm working
<hirts it 13 hard to beat at the price.

[ hope you will be interested 1n that very helpful
little article in this issue—'* Varionus Breeds of

Pigs.” It is taken from that handy httle book,
A Cottager's Pig, of which you will find a notice on
another page. 1 was talking to a L.A.A.S. who
looks after hundreds of pigs, and I told her about
this book. She was one of those who thinks she
knows all there is to know about those animals,
but when I tackled her on the breeds she found she
knew very httle indeed, and I hope she will be
better informed when she has read this article.
The book costs 2s. 6d., and if you cannot obtain 1t
locally just let me know, and I will send you a copy.

When I was at the Dairy Show 1 was very
interested in a new dnnking trough for cattle which
was displayed there. By using this form of trough
every animal has perfectly clean water to drink, and
knowing so woll how keen you girls are on perfect
cleanliness among your animals I feel sure you will
bo interested in the Autocleer Patent Watering
Trough.

COMPETITIONS. —A farmer who has always

taken a great interest in our magazine wishes to
offer two prizes for the best ploughing photographs,
both horse and tractor. The competition will be
open till next March, so you will have plenty of
time, and I hope we- shall have somo excellent
photos sent in,

Prizes will be offered this month for the best
Limerick which has the National Association of
Landswomen for its subject.

We are going to press a few days before our
great Land Army Farewell Party, when Her Royal
Highness Princess Mary has graciously consented
to present the D.S.B.’s to those girls to whom the
have been awarded. How I wish you could all
come ; but I think you will agree that a party
with more than 7,000 guests would need a hall
larger than we can find, even in London. So we
bave been obliged to limit our invitations to two
L.A.A.S. from ecach county, who will be chosen for
their long service. The programme of the whole
procecdings will be found right in the middle of
this Christmas Number, but a full account of all
that did happen will appear in the January issue.

The Master and Wardens of the Drapers’ Com-
pany have very kindly invited us all to supper after
the meeting, and we are all so pleased because our
Princess has gmciously promised to stay to supper
with us, and perbaps to be present at the concert
aftersupper. This s the first time that such a thing
has happened, and we feel very proud that the Land
Army 15 to be honoured in this way. And to thoso
of you who will not be there I would say, don't think
you are forgotten ; we shall all be thinking about
you, and wishing you were with us to share the
glerious time which I am sure we shall have.

Onee again—A Merry Christmas to Everybody.

Your sincere friend, Tue EpiTor.

NOTICE.

Six-month subscriptions for 1920 should be
sent at once to The Editor, Stone Field.!Kid-
brook Grove, Blackheath, S.E.3.
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First Prize Verses.

“Cats”’
By A Victim.

HAD a beauteous garden,
An Eden, small and fair,
Wherein did grow sweet plants and herbs

And flowers rich and rare,
And I loved that small, wee urban plot

Till so-called fate destroyed the lot.

For in the merrie springtime
I tended 1t with care,
And it grow apace and prospered —
A gladsome, wee affair.
But a cat of eolours strange and various

Ato & whole row of calceolarias,

But I would not be disheartened,
So I bought a lot more seed,
And watered it with diligence,
Which 1t seemed to me to need.
Then my neighbour’s big black Siamese

Abolished all my best sweet peas.

Still T worked away in patience
And not without all hope,
For | never find 1t any use
About spilt milk to mope,
Until two horrible blue Persians
Buried my choice Tom Thumb nasturtioms.

e d

With hope all gone I still worked on,

But a dull and deep despair
Blighted my soul ; the next blow fell,
I scarcely seem to care—
A once white Manx of moderate bigness<

Killed my nemophila insignis.

I ceased to care for plants and flowers.
But all was not yet o’er:
The last and most unkindest cut
Of all was still in store—
A tabby Tom, with one white sock
Slept in my sweet night-scented stock,
And I found that a clump of dead montbretias
Was all that escaped the confounded creatures.

‘The Challenge

HAT brought me to these labours,
To these hard but happy hours ¥
Not the sounds and feel of spring-time,
Not the scents of growing flowers.

It was not the summer’s radiance
As 1t sang its glad refrain,

Neither was it tinted autumn
With its stores of golden grain.

But the winter sung its war-song
In the blinding snow and sleet,
And the tempest hurled the gauntlet
At my half-reluctant feet.

"Twas a war-cry, not a summons,
"Twas a challenge, not a call.

And I rose and answered fiercely,
“1I_will conquer, or I fall ! ”
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m of taking book and writing-block out of

:,}“;rrl.l:tw"h and this Sunday had climbed 5 hﬂ::rwf.tn;;rrh
the hay-barn and nestled down near the edge of the stack n;t
peace With all the world, too contented to do anything ’hut
dArink in the l!'“'“lr of her h"‘?“‘d E"““"-T m s somt of m‘nt
solours, .Iﬁ‘l‘llnl'ﬂﬂ In the sunshine and st of a e riect ‘Mﬂ"rj;'
day. She gazed on mmim Ull her eyes filled with tears at s
very loveliness irn:d the Intensity of her affeetion for i How
qlulli'f it was l I'he ﬂ'ﬂﬂhﬂ couple indoors would, she Knew
Iys almost or quits asleep by this time, one each sige 5e o
Tha ghildren had just =t off down the road for Sunday ”'huﬁl.
and she waa the only Uving soul about till a eyolist CAME into
sight, Bylvia watched him idly, and not till ?p' slowed dowy
aneertainly and flaally dismounted did she recogmnise DT Da'e
friend. She hurried down the ladder, vaulted the stackyand
oncn, and ran, Arriving breathless just in tine to prevent him
ringing the Irnnl;-:lﬂpr baell,

“ Pon't ring if it's only me you wanted ! she oxclaimed. |n
I uuﬂrmhlmlfifml, natural ﬁfﬂﬂ'r (ashion that {‘ImmMn;.d
ner. * They'ro aslesp, and It's nothing short of sacrilegs to
wake the poor dears on & Sunday afternoon.””

o [t was you, mrmlnli;t” aadd Philip, He waa looking better
and his bluo eyes laughed back into her gmy ones. 80d she
docided that she had not been mistaken in the darkness. b
st she liked him even better now she waw him by *llj'hghlf ¥

\nd as Sylvia shook back her hair, which was bobbed.” and
dark and curly, from her littls sunburnt face, rosy with running
Philip was not slow in coming to a similar conclusion '

she took him over the farm, comparing notes, telling him
the names of her calves, hearing about his family and his X -
ences, discovering that they possessed a common ambition—
pamely, a small holding—and the afternoon went by with ¢ xtra-
ordinary pleasantness. As neither had heard tlwe other's sur.
name they called each other Sylvia and Philip,

“ Aren’t we naughty | " said the former. . . .

Sylvia is very busy in these days ; her thimble is s=ldom off
her finger in her spare time, unlesa she Is crocheting.  PBooks
and musie come in for scant attention, while her Writing-pads last
longer than of old. She thinks no shame even of stowing her
embroidery or whatever work she is doing into her smock pocket
on a Sunday aftornoon, =0 as not to shock the good folk indoors,
and taking It out again when safely installed beside Philip in
tir: saddle-room,

For Philip comes every Sunday now, and, if he has anvthing
viery important to say, on week-day evenings as well, and th
saddle-room 18 Sylvia’s castle, where shé entertuind him right
rovally.

The idea came to her one wet dav when she was whitewashing
it, and with customary energy she st to work in spate moments
to transform it, till the result more than satisfied evengher
fastidious taste,

A little pot of green paint expended on the window, cleaned
inside and out, and the mantlepiece , a vard of green casoment
cloth made a curtain to mateh ; floor swilled till the long-lost
red of the bricks reappeared ; covers of Sylvia’s past wnting
pads—cats, dogse, and horsss—nailed up on the walls . the old
fireplace cleaned up and permission obtamed to Dght a fire
whenever she Liked 80 long as she only used wood ; a milking-
stool each side the fire, and the firclight twinkling on the harness
brasses—what more could anyone desire ?

How Sylvia and Philip will remember those times | Tn a little
cupboard he helped her make, Sylvia keeps iscuils, apples,
chestnuts, or anything else she can get hold of, with two cups
and & tin of cocoa, and they boil a little leaking kettle on the
fire, and enjoy themselves like the two children thev are.  Plulip
never takes his eyes off the little figure opposite i, sewing so
diligently, and Sylvia knows without looking up that he moves
surre ptitionsly nearer sometimes. She sews demurely to teass
him, but when she thinks it is time she smiles wischievously,
gats up and draws the green curtain, and they sit side by side
in the firelight and build castles in the a'r. =2

“England ”’
Br 6 J“dy."

H beauteous isle ! Set like a gom

By God amidst the azure seas,
’C:ﬂn ought on earth compare with all thy charms *
Can other lands their rivals show to these ?

Lhy rugged cliffs and wooded hills ;

Thy sparkling lakes and shady dells ; '
Thoss heath-clad moors that seem to streteh to Heav'n,
The sun-lit sea, the downlands and the fells,

Did some Enchanter, wise and kind,

Weave over thee his magic spell 7 ,
But no 1§We know that thon wast made by God,"
For His good pleasure and He loves thee well, )

THE LANDSWOMAN

a Prince. Joey. A " Landswoman'' Reader
Two Wilts L A.AS. in the lropics,
One of Our Readers My Calves.
and Her Pal My Favourite Horse.

Another LA Wedding
A West Kent Threshing Gang,
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Various Breeds of Pigs— Contenued from page 2%
[he kg ahould be short, et well apart, and the hams deep,
thivk. ampd rapn well np the hack. _
The neck ought to be short aond broad, and the jowl full,

i1t ot heavy
The hack shiould be absalutely level, moderately long. broad

across the loins, and, at its junction with the croup or hams,
thirk

Fhe wellsprung ribs, the deep sides, the broasd face (well
dislhwd between the eyes), the medium-sized ears, together with
the supple skin and fine hair, constitnte the essential features
of & well-hred Borkshire pig

oth the hacon and the pork are of fine quality in the grain,
consequently there is always a ready market for the Berkshire
either as a carciss or in it= live state, They are good thrivers,
grow well, but pot rapidly, and attain a size very popular in
£ he market

Mareover the Berkshire |s in great demand for eross-hreeding

wirpames, and moates very well indeed with the Middle White
{nrk-, the Tamworth, the Large White, and the Lincolnshire
Curly \ny temwdency towards soltness of constitution in the
Herkshire can e el juste by the last-named cross, or with the
Famworth, For a geptleman’s establishmont (where 1E 38
desirable to keep a few pigs for family us»), the writer has every
confldence in recommending this hreed, more especially where,
ns previously stated, there i= facility for grazing, as the pigs will
then v wbile to obtain quite half their iving., Apart from this
we feel bound to way that the Barkshire is truly entitled to be
called the rich man's pig and the poor man's piy, and seldom
will It disappaint either, provided that it is kept under proper
conditions,

The Herkshite will cross well with soveral breeds.  Porsonally
the wriler prefers to cross a Middle White boar with a Berk=hire
«ow_ and the resalt ix a one-cross bred pig of the finest -|tl=1|'-T} .
quiek to mature, vielding either bacon or pork, having a good
proportion of lean meat, with fineness of hone and offal. Plgs
of this class will weigh when eight or nine months old, Trom
200 to 2/M) 'H,.”"]_ rp-““”“ﬂ in the 1|.rn|||||*1hm of a carcasz ol
the finest pork obtainable. One of the reasons why HBerkshires
do ko very well 15 because they are usually very good-tempered,
have good apypetities, and rest and sheep well, all of which are
tmpaortant factors in g hﬁ.‘{'llll’i}:-

GLOUCESTER OLD SPOTS AND THE SUFFOLK PPIGS,
e Gloucester Old Spots is 4 breed of plgs sad to be 1n-
digenous to the county, and one that has during these last f=w
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THE COTTAGER'S PIG

being a practical treatise
on Pig-keeping for the
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Dogs,” ete.) With Diagrams & Hlustrations.
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“
We Apologise

—

most humbly to the many, many thousand,
of disappointed well-wishers who are daily
sn}fing = CLARNICG. plenle = '_"ﬂln.l ] in

vain! But we simply CANNOT keep pace
with or catch up, under present manufactyr.
ing difficulties, the almost hewilder;ng

demand for

CLARNICO CONFECTIONERY

This is not an advert sing * Stunt "' byt the
plain sobsr facts of the situation. So don’t
blame our mutual friend the retailer. He's
done his best for you—as we know ! |

CLARKE, NICKOLLS & COOMBS, LTD.
VICTORIA PARK, LONDON, E.9

vears undergour & degree of revival, various herds of them
boing seattered m different parts of the country,

Mhey are quite a useful variety, and held in high esteem
by thoss who are supporters of the breed.

There ix now a stud-book for the registration of pedigrees,
g0 that o mora sy=t>matic system of breeding can be maintaimed.

It is o whitr-skinned variety, with black patches, markings,
or spots upon it,

Regularity of spotting 15 considered one of the chief essential
points, =0 far as markings are concerned.

Lik® th* re<t of the breeds, the Gloucester Old Spota are a
manufnetured article, possibly with grossing the Yorks and the
Large Black, and subssquently using ths pigs of this alliance
(portraying the greatsst degree of regularity of markings),
until a fixed typr was obtained, and claimed by the county pig-
breeders nnder its present title,

[ho title ** Gloveester Old Spols " confers on the breed the
necessary degree of antiqunty 50 far as piggy lore s concerned,

Tiese pigs are hardy, good growsrs, docile, and the sows
make excllent mothars, Both the bacon and pork are saul
to b of first-class quality and n good d2zmand in the markets,
either in the live stata or in the carcass,

e Sutfolk pig & popular in the county from whenee it hails,
hut it possssses nothing remarkable or distinctive bevond its
black colour, though some Suffolks are white. It is & good
breed, and makes a porker of very marketable size, so that
butchers are fond of thess pigs,  When fat a Sutfolk pig will
wirigh about 165 b,

I'n*v ars hardy, quick grow:rs, whilst the bacon and pork
are of first-class gqualty.

THE TAMWORTIT,

[t 1% quits an easy matt>r to recognise this breed of pig
either as the pore-bred ammal, or one that contains sorw
Famworth blood in it

The sandy or golden red hair on the flssh-coloured skin is
vory characteristic, The snout is long and straight, and the
oars large and erect.  Thers should h» no black hnirs or black
spots on the skin, nor vet drooping enrs—all faults so far a4
purity af braed is concerned,

'hy Tamworth is a hiardy broed of pig: a good forager, and
thrives very well nader the so-called store conditions—never
an economical procsss. It has baen largely employed for eross:
breeding, esprcially to strengthen the Berk<hires, and can often
bs wdvantageonsly ussd with other broeds—eg., the Yorkshim
and the suffolk. .

llease meniion THE [LANDSWOMAN when wrifing te Advertisers.
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'THE BOOT FOR
L.ady Land Workers

\We are now in a position to aga n supply the Ladics Field
Moot which has so delighted thovwsands of Women \2rie ”“Lﬂ":;]
VY or £ eI,

[o those who have never seen this (amous mode] we Make
the following speclal offer. Simply send us yoyr full u-:‘--r;-
i address and we will send a sample boot for Vour Iu_-rw.:p” |
”“Lwr“{'-” .ill-".l."' "IH“E: l:" four I]-I"fl. free -II."PT*!"-';ll, .

SEND N MONLY until you have seen the bool |
| voureelf, then, and only then, if you are satisfied remis the

yrice and the fellow boot will be sent at onee, On the other
hand, retorn the boot to us carefully packed and be 1
f roimn ufllH{-‘i fion.

This popular model for country wear has withs od the
motet SevVers test 10 the hardest weiather ;
recognised as the finest “ bad weather " hard wearing boot
obtainable, At our " All British'" FACTORY price
will malke a {'I"%[lﬂft Kl in h'l'l'l,h maoney Al '!”"Iil"-r.

Cingle Sample Boot sent on Free Approval for Four Dayy

Oor
iree

» 307 1% universally

YO

We Fave a limited
namber of Ladies
Land Cutfi s which
we ure offering at
an attractiveprice
Particulars on ap
plication.

SPECIFICATION.
Stock No. 36156,

The uppers are of a
magnihcent qualily of hide—
smooth, stout, and eaceedingly
phable. Its durabilitv is extra-
ordinary, and the stitching and
workmanship throughout are of
The "lee " is high cut as illustrated,

¢qually high grade.

there is a watertight bellows tongue reaching above lace
holes, leather lined quarter, carefully machine-stitched and

well resnforced—enabliug it to resist heavy strain, ** Field
cot™ pattern, with adjustable straps as illustrated, The
soles and beels are of extra stout solid leather of the very
best quality, nafled flush with steel slugs, which snormously
mcreases the * lifc * of the sole, Stocked in all usual Ladies’
sizes, full Atting only, 26/« Carriage Paid, Sire 8 1/6 extra,

"Model de Luxe’’ Field Boot, A furtherstvle of our field boot

—Just a little more elaborate and of a distinct style, speciatly
macle for best wrar, Description: Uppers, dull calt, fully
chrome tanned; full bellows topgue to top; long jockey out-
Side back strap. Made on the hand sewn principle, giving
€ase and pliancy. Soles of best quality leathcr 5 in. sub-
stance. ice 31/68. Size 8 1/6 extra.

Ilustrated Catalogue Free on receipl of a gost card,

ERNEST DRAPER & CO., LTD.
(Dep'. L.W) * All-British " Works, Northampton.,
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& CO. LTD.

67 & 68, King William Street,
LONDON E.C4

Please mentton THE LANDSWOMAN when wriling fe Aduveriisers.



THE LANDSWOMAN

Rosalind of the Farmyard—Continued from page N,
(R Pretiv well. 1 shan't do more than another hour or
two, 1 expect [CELIA retires baffled.

Ros (amde o Ceria). T thought the first sight of me would

ve done (1. but he doesn’t seem to mind a bit. _
mi Hd lIl‘ [ were you, I'd give him his chance and get it over

You‘ve only got to refuse him, : |
I'm not afmaid of Awm,

HII[“ \.I""fll I .L'ﬂ!'ll“- - 1 =
CrL. What on earth are vou afraid of, then
Ros. Myself. [As CELIA stares af Aer 1—1 might aceept
him nstead. aaay @ I
CRL. [reproacfuay | RY I _ - |
Ros  lalowdl. What ho, Angelina! [Coming forward and
\ | suppose you Hatter yourself

purveving ORLANDO eruvenliy].
that vou're doing a good day’s work ? _

ORL. Not at all, I flatter myself that 1'm saving two idle
voung women from dirtying their fingers,
" Ros. Ol pray don't et us detain you. As a matter of fact
vor're not doing the job particularly well, you know,
" ope. 1 assure you I should be delighted to get up and go
awny at once—but, unfortunately—I1"ve no hat. _

Crn. RoS. [togetherl. Oh, if that's all— [They make a st -
rameons grab for the hat and produce a ludicrously battered and
dirty obreet,] Herv it s |

Ont. Thank von, but T can’t very well wear it into town.

CrL. It's no worse than the rest of yon. You and Rosalind
are A perfect matoh.

ORL. (bosingl. That's my only consolation.

Ros. [hostedy]. Well, 'm sure aold Mr. Boys would lend you
a hat if yon were to go and ask him.

Ol  Excuse me—but Miss Colia has gpoilt my hat for me,
ard 1 think the least she can do under the circumstances is 1o

go and get me ancther.

Cer. Oh, T°U go with pleasure———

Kos., Celia! You're not going—do you hear ? 1 shall go
ryaell,

{ VILL I-:.FI i k!lu“'. I t]l!ﬂk H!\ﬁ {‘*'].JI'-“-EH Eﬁ.

CEL. [Aesitating], Of eourse, 1 don't mind going, but—-

Ros. Very well * we'll both go together,

[Links her arm in CELIA'S, buf finds ORLANDO
unexpectedly confronfing her,
ORL. Look here, Miss Rosalind, I alwavs suspected that
you might have vour faults—but I never thought meanness

war one of them.,
Ros., Meanness |

LIPTONS take a personal
pride in the excellence of
everything they supply
for the table. QUALITY
FIRST is the principle on
which Lipton’s business
is conducted. Judge for
yourself how well that
ideal is maintained in all
you buy from Lipton’s.

Liptons,

The largest Tea Disiributors, Manufacturers and
Retailers of Food Products in the World.

Many thousand employees are engaged on Lipton’s
Tea and Coeca Estates, Ceylon,

Tea Merchants by Special Ap tment to
% H. M. King om..'ﬁ’f"

Head Office: CITY ROAD, LONDON, E.C, 1.

| Branches and Agencies throughout the United Kingdom.
LIPFTON, LT,
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Meanness isn't the word for it! First
wition in onder to get me off the {n;lllg:"tl:";ﬁ ntg
it, vou coolly propose to walk away, and Whey,

Bat I'm not going to be eft (n the mx-ﬁ

(RL.
an impossible
vou find 1 stie
tme In the lurch,

= i b ;
MRE'::‘ Not going ! Celia, just listen to the man |

ORL. [quister and quicter]. Miss Celin can leave gy,
you're going to do the lstening this time,

" Ros. Celia, don’t you dare——
CiL. Yes, yea—I'd belter go,
of work for th;l'l:ﬂt half hour. S

Ros, Coward | 21t CELIA Aoas

Onrn. That's better ! Shall we sit down | [After o m’:":ﬂ‘mf
hesitation ROSALIND follows him to the tree trunk, They !I
Now then, Miss Rosalind, perbaps you'll explain why !f'llll:l".]
treating me like some sort of a~—hetn—tame wild beasq ¢ I
You look mather like one, don’t you ?

I thix

I—I haven't done 4 stroky

RS,
OrL. And what do you think you look like ?
Rox. T don't care—not one little bit |

OrRL. Well, then, T do. Rosalind, I've ecarod—rather
than a little bit—ever since the Arst day L TEREN

I saw vou, .
vou give me a chance to show it ? y Won 't
" Ros. If you mean to show it by following me about eyery.
where against my will 4 .
ORL. Marry me, Rosalind, and I'l promise never fo R
vou abont again. fAs she staris up.] Oh, 1 say—T didn 'y Mean
that. 1 only meant—I1 should always on the spot, Yo
now
: Rog. That's exactly it ! And how do you imagine I'm going
to get through my work with you always on the spop ¥ 1t

simply can't be done !

ORrL. Oh, hang the work !
Rog. I've promised old Mr, Boys to stick to it, and I meap

(0 keep my promise,
- nh.IiI that's all that stands in the way

ORL.

Ros. Well, then, It ism’'t, 1've never cared for anybody
like that

ORL. Good | -

Ros. And, what's more, 1I'm absolutely certain I Bever
shall.

OrRL, But— ”

Ros. Oh, do, for goodness® sake, let me go and get on with
my job,

[CELIA rushes in from 1.
CEL. Rosy, Roay, come quick! The pedigree bull's got
out—Chinaman, He's somewhere close here——

Rog. Good gracious! Someone must have left that gate
open,  Where did you see him ¥ Which way did he go ?
[Piwcks up pitehfork,

CEL. [pointing of R.). That way I think. Oh, hurry up,
do ! [H.inﬂ RoOSALIND R. As ORLANDO s preparing (o follow
her,] No, no, try the otherside, You'll get a chance of heading
him off between you. [Calling after dm,] And mind what
vou're about! He's as fierce as they make them |
: [Exit ORLANDO L. CELIA peers anxiously round

her, then gets down behind the tree-trunk and

camouflages herself with straw. A momend or
fwo later ROSALIND relurns R., dressed as af
beginning of play. CELIA peers out cautiously.

Ros. Bravo, Celia, you came in in the nick of time with that

cock-and-bull story | My dear, he'd actually proposed to me.
u}_‘}.'ll:.n {dmruughlfr], The bull? Oh, what are you talking
about.? Which way did he go? Did you see him ?

Ros. Who? Captain I'Estrange ? say, how did you

manage to get him off the scene so neatly ?
CEL. Hn! went out that way to see if he could head off the

bull.
i Ros. Gone to head Chinaman off ! I1'd like to see him try |
Why, I can hardly manage him, and we've m:ﬂtmrﬁ

to speak. [Throwing herself down beside CELIA,
milhpemord de mugmﬂdemﬂlt That was the finest piece of

stage management 1've ever seen. You did it simply splendidly !
W?F; goodnggsﬁ me, child ! you look positively Iﬂqhtunndl
L. But I am frightened. Rosy, you don’t think—he

couldn’t be coming this way, could he ?
Ro§. My dear thing, Captain I"Estrange is fm. 1 tel! you.
CEL. [gzmpinp upl. Captajn I'Estrange But I'm not
talking about him: I'm talking about the bull,

RoS. The bull? Celia, you don’t mean to tell me

Chinaman has really got out—— *
IUII.. Of course dgu. It's what I've been telllnf you all this

while, only you wouldn’t believe me. Ha’s probably out in the
road Ly now, while you're sitting here talking. "

Ros, [springing up). Look here, Celia—which way did he
go ?

Cer, Chinaman ?

Ros, No, no, Captain——

CEL. This way . . . no, that way. . . . Rosy, you aren’s
going after him ¥

Rog, I'm going to stop him before Chinaman has a chance

of killing him.
Cer., But Chinaman—he’s loose——

Ros, Hang Chinaman !

that

(Exit at full speed L.
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Rosalind of the FlrmfﬂrHﬂHH!”l”f from paoe

oA ' - ther hour Or
ont Pretiy well, 1 shan't do more than ano
'["ih’unil i !I.I'n"l‘l' I[‘I';I.T'l relires fﬂlfﬂﬂf.

Ros. (asde fo Cerial. T thought the first sight of me woukl

have done {t, bal he doesn’t se=m to mind & hit. wire
Cxl ‘Il‘ [ were you, I'd give him his chance and get it over

You've only got {0 reluse him, 1 :
I'm not afraid of Awm,

H||:|.'. \'f'f'l. I _L]]-q'h“- : .
CFEl What on carth are vou afmaid of, then *
Ros. Mwself. [As CELIA stares af her | 1—1 might aceept
him 1nstead. y n '
CRL, [reproachfuiiy) Ry _ - :
Ros. [alowd]. What ho, Angelina! [Coming forward and
| suppose you Hatter yourself

sureeving OBLANDO erdienliv].
that vou're doing a good day’s work ?
ORL. Not at all, I flatter myself that I'm saving two idle
voung women from dirtying their fingers.
Ros. Ol pray don't let us detain you. As o matter of fact
vort're not doing the job particularly well, you know,
: | assure you I should be delighted to get up and go

(RL.,
but, unfortunately—I've no hat.

awny At Onde ' .
CrL. Ro%. [together). Oh, if that's all— [They make a st -
ameons grab for the hat and produce a ludierously baltered and

dirty obwel,] Herv it is |

Ont. Thank vou, but T can’t very well wear it into town.

CpL.  It's no worse than the rest of yon. You and Rosalind
are & perfect mateh.

ORL. (boseingl. That's my only consolation.

Ros. [hastedy). Well, 'm sure old Mr. Boys would lend you
a hat if von were to go and ask him,

Okl Exeuse me—hut Miss Colia has gpoilt my hat for me,
ard T think the least she can do under the circumstances is to

go and get me ancther.

(kL. Ol T°U go with pleasure——

Ros. Celia! You're not going—do you hear ? I shall go
mysell,

ORL. Do von know, I think Miss Celia will go.

CEL. [Mesitating]. Of eourse, 1 don’t mind gong, but——-

Ros, VYery well; we'll both go together,

[Links her erm in CELIA'S, bu! finds ORLANDO
unexpeciedly confronfing her.
ORL. Look here, Miss Rosalind, I alwavs suspected that
you might have vour faults—but I never thought meanness

wak ane of them.
Ros., Meanness |

LIPTONS take a personal
pride in the excellence of
everything they supply
for the table. QUALITY
FIRST is the principle on
which Lipton’s business
is conducted. Judge for
yourself how well that
ideal is maintained in all
you buy from Lipton’s.

o e '
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OrL. Meanness isn't the word for it!  Fimst you
an Impossible position in order to get me off the lw“ﬂ:";';;ﬁ ity
vou find 1 stick it, you nznll}’ propose to walk awny, el :L"'“
tme In the lurch, Bat I'm not going to be eft {y ¢, |u;::

his time
Ros., Not nnlnﬁl ol
ORL. tefer and quieler|.
Lom to do the lstening this time,

Celia, just listen to the man |
Misa Celin can leave ng, T thing
i

yott ‘re gOINE
Ros. Celia, don't you dare——
CiL. Yes, yea—I'd better go. I—I haven't done o Sk

of work for the last half hour,
Ros, Coward |

[Eeit CELIA A
That's better | Ostily 1.

Shall we sit down | [ After o e 5
Ny

ORL. _
hesitation ROSALIND follows him to the tree trunk, 7
Now then, Miss Rosalind, perbaps you'll explain why }'DIT':;J

treating me liKe some sort of a~—hem-—tame wild beasy 9

You look rather like one, don’t you ¢

ROS.
OrL. And what do you think you look like
Rog. 1 don't care—not one little bit |

ORrL. Well, then, T do. Rosalind, 1've cared—rather
than a little bit—ever since the first day LU TEIRR

1 saw vou, .
vou give me a chance to show it ? you. Won't
" Ros. If vou mean to show it by following me about tvery -
where against my will :

ORL. Marry me, Rosalind, and I'l promise never fo follow
vou about again. [As she staris up.] Oh, 1 say—T didn't Mean
that. 1 only meant—I1 should be always on the spot, yoy

know
Ros. That's exactly it! And how do yvou imagine I'm 2ol g

to get through my work with vou always on the spot ¥ 1t
simply can't be done !

ORL. Oh, hang the work |

Rog.  I've promised old Mr, Boys to stick to it, and I meapn
10 keep my promise,

OrL.  Oh, if that's all that stands in the way

Ros. Well, then, It isa't, I've never cared for anybody

like that——

ORL. Good !

Ros. And, what's more, I'm absolutely certain I never
shall.

OrL., But

Ros. Oh, do, for goodness® sake, let me go and get on with

my job,
4% [CELIA rushes in from I,
CEL. Rosy, Roay, come quick! The pedigree bull's got
ont—Chinaman., He's somewhere close here——
Ros. Good gracious! Someone must have left that gate
open,  Where did you see him ¥ Which way did he go ?
[Picks up pitehjork: .
CEL. [pointing of R.). That way I think, Oh, hurry up,
do! [E«it ROSALIND R. As Dnz:mu 8 preparing (0 follow
her,] No, no, try the otherside, You'll get a chance of heading
him off between you. [Calling after dm.] And mind what
vou're about ! He's as flerce as they make them |
[Exit ORLANDO L. CELIA peers anxiously round
her, then gets down behind the tree-trunk and
camouflages herself with straw. A momeni or
fwo later ROSALIND relurns R., dressed as ot
beginning of play. CELIA peers out cautiously.

Ros. Bravo, Celia, you came in in the nick of time with that

cock-nnd-bull story | v dear, he'd actually proposed to me.

CEL. [distraught]. The bull? Oh, what are you talking
about.? Which way did he go? Did you see him ?

Ros, Who? Captain I'Estrange ? say, how did you
manage to get him off the scene so neatly ?

CEL. He went out that way to see if he could head off the
bull.

Ros, Gone to head Chinaman off ! I'd like to see him try |
Why, I can hardly manage him, and we've grown :ﬂtﬂﬁhf,m
to sperk. [Throwing herself down beside CELIA, regards her
with more and more bewilderment.] That was the finest piece of
stage managerent 1've ever seen.  You did it simply splendidly |
Why, goodness me, child ! you look positively Iﬂqhtanudl

CeL. But 1 am frightened. Rosy, you don’t think—he
couldn’t be coming this way, could he ?

Ro§. My dear thing, Captain I’Estrange is gone, 1 tel! yOu.

CEL, q:;mfing upl. Captain VUEstrange! But I'm not
talking about him: I'm talking about the bull,

Ro8, The bull? Celia, you don’t mean to tell me that
Chinaman has really got out——

CEL, Of course 1 do, It’s what I've been telling you all this
while, only you wouldn’t believe me, He’s probably out in the
road f:r now, while you're sitting here talking.

I;os. [springing up). Look here, Celia—which way did he
g2O

CeL, Chinaman ?

Ros, No, no, Captain—— b

CEL. This WAY . . . RO, that way. . . . Rosy, you aren's
going after him ¥

Rog, I'm going to stop him before Chinaman has a chanoce
of killing him, s
CerL. But Chinaman—he’s loosé——

Rog, Hang Chinaman ! (Exit at full speed L.

1
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will gel the Chicks—

will hring them out fro;
in all respects as chicks
chick mortality must b

?hﬁ: ﬁrwt ‘W’L‘Ek or two apﬁ”w ﬂlil[”"t Or succes:
1s assured by the adoption of the g
system recommended after I
Patent Limited, and kn

n the shell as sturdy and strong
hatched by the brood hen. But

¢ guarded against, The diet of
Success
cientific feeding
much experiment by Spratt’s
)wWn as the “ Middle Course.”

The “MIDDLE COURSE" will

Spratt’'s
Chicken
Meal

&

Spratt’s
“ Chikko ”’

bring them to vigorous maturity

The Middle Course combines the advantages of both
- : - i “t : = e =
all dry” and “ all soft reeding systems. It has the

dlSﬂdVﬁﬂthCh of neither. It consists of giving

as an early morning soft warm feed. mixed to a
crumbly moist consistency. This—a cooked food
containing “ Meat-Fibrine " —is stimulating, warming,
and easily digested, and its quickness in assimilation
makes its growth-increasing  properties  almost
immediately effective.

The No. 1 dry feed—a mixture of best grains, ants’
eggs, and other insect food—should form the afternoon
and evening feeds. While extremely nourishing, this
food being uncooked requires more digesting, and by
steady exercise of its digestive functions the bird builds
up a Vvigorous constitution which makes all the
difference in its condition at maturity.

SPRATT'S MIDDLE COURSE IS “SUCCESS MADE EASY.

For more information write for the valuable Brochure

—The Middle Course—free on I'EL]UL“:-TE {to—

SPRATT'S PATENT Ltd., 24, Fenchurch St., E.C.3.

Please mention THE LANDSWOMAN when wrifing (o Advertisers.



THE LANDSWOMAN

Opr. Oh, dear, oh, dear! Now Chinaman will go for tiwm

I ki il f.
ffc vlrs ru;.‘.rrf:;-. LIS HI!II."#H."J‘;“II-’} ”_.ﬁf -fn!f.t'r",i M i

horal 1w ORLANDO ewnters E.. coat aid hatt af).
i i firrai r.i'.nrf +.l't_!h.r"l-'.r"f-".-'ff f'r;:rfhhuh
CrL  soringing wp]  Oh, there vou are . hank goodness
TN L 1 fe She's Just gone after you

(RL Jt's all nght I gt Chinaman back into the fie il
[lad the deuwce of a Dother though—

ET I'hat beast™s nor safe—1 told yon hee wasn f. .
O ! vour arm’s bleeding—irightiully |

Ort Stapid of me ! The beast made a rush . it's not
work Ior girls—that

{ EL Oh. Hosalind wonldn't have turned 4 hair; you onnglhit
sy have left it to her. Oh, dear, oh, dear! 1I'm not a nt ol
goonl at fArst a'd.  Ought I to suck it, or apply artificial what-
,|;..1._|'q'||r [

Ot vn ordinary hundkerchilef would be more to the point

LKL,  prodacing hers ) Will this do? ['m certain T ought
by bie holding your arm up—or is it down 4

ORL For goodness” sake. don’t hold anvthing ! Sorry, bt
[ can do it better myself Applies bawdage.

Enter ROSALIND [

Cer. 1 do wish vou'd leave it to Rosalind ; she's passed all
her First Ald exams—

Ot lrising!l. Thanks . I'm quite all right. I think I°ll be
setting down to the house, iT vou ll excuse me,

CeL. Down to the house ! [Breaking off.] Why, 100K at
FLoesalinpdd . ROSALIND Aas n'-”-rl'pif*rf i pran the tree trunk.]  Rosy,
IL ey whatevers thw matter *

(IRI] hesude her, full of sofiedtuile| My dearest girl, what s

it » Look op—spesk to me—Ilet me get yvou -

JLins No, no—it's nothing. Oh, are you sure you'ré not
||_:ng|‘ J

ORT Yot a bit of it! The brute hardly touched me.

CFL Filybeer !

[2iis Vou onght to have lett it Lo me ; it was my joh,
(ORI | diad i, though. Chinaman’s shut up all right

ko< [ simply hate to think of your taking the risk——

(R Uisk ! Stuff and ponsense | It was twice as risky
1Or vl

o (Oh, no ve been on the farm two vears—

(YR] Aiied 1've been on a fnrm—all my life,

Ros CEL. (together) ot !

Rl Barring some recent fighting in France,

(¥L, Then vou mean to tell we you were only blufling
wlitn vou sl

Ort. 1 sald 1 knew nothing whatever about the farm. |1
don't ["vie heen away from il for mmore than ten years, and my
father's made a lot of changes

e But—but old Mr. Bovs

(JE1 (Md Mr. Bovs Is my father, [As they exelaim ] 1
Hhounght yol Knew | took on the other nmmne for the IDevon
LTore rey

(KL [hen you're the som who——-

(R Lxactly | T've come back to take Miss Rosalind s
! I thought perhaps she bore me a gradge for it

CeL. Dinking her arm in her eousin’s].  Rosy, do yvou under-
fand * Our jJob here's ol an end

H (s Yes, | understand. My job's at an end

OrL. Of course, yvou're relensed from any obligation you're
under to stay with old Mr, Doys

R.s Yes, 1T quite see that, thank you. Perhaps yvou'll
#tthe it up for me with Mr. Bovs DPrepares (0 go.

OrE. One mombpt ! ' Ske furne] That being the onse,
may | ask whether yvou are preparcd to aceept another engage-
ment—on the same tarm ?

QUICK CURTAILS
| The Uwrtain riges g, .ﬂ.\‘;rm'lm,' [y} f;;hh-mj after the manner
of " Ae You Lake IV—CELIA jowiing the hands of ROSALIND
e ud ORLANSDO wilh hearty govdunll |

FINIS,

MODELS OF A LAND
ARMY GIRL.

Plaster, 21/- Bronze, £8, £10.

Apply :—
Miss WRIGHTSON, 56a, Bedford Gardens,
Campden Hill, Kensington.
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Cadbury’s

Cocoa
Chocolate

MADE AT

BOURNVILLE.

See the name “Cadbury’’ on every piece
of Chocolate.

This Dainty

Cream
gives added

Charm

to any face.

ero
Day Creaz{

' I 'HE vanishing Cream de luxe. To cool
the cheeks and keep them soft,

smooth and fresh, just a morsel of this

fragrant cream—nothing more. It can be
applied at any time with most refreshing
and beneficial results.

2[6 and 5]- Vases. Of High-class Chemists and Perfumers.
Mrs. POMEROY, Ltd., 29, Old Bond Street, London, W.
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WINTER ON THE LAND

The grass hanging with wet L
dripping, and the ground cold and s:cci]g::
with rain, all tell of the need of a stron
waterprﬂﬂ{ bO'Ot " wet penetrates thﬁ
boot. cold feet will be the result, but ](:Ep

the feet dry, and a comfortable glow will
infuse the whole system.

These boots are made like our Officers’ Super Field
Sﬂl‘i'lﬂ'-' BO-DH, Whlth_ were Ef!-l fnnuntu wnh our
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MAY FLOWA

LANDWORK & SPORTS
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E THE GIRL WHO LIVED IN THE WO0O0DS

By MARJORIE BENTON COOKE, Author of “ Bambi,” etec. E
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CHAPTER XXVL
THE WATERS OF REFRESHMENT.

THF.‘ day after the Judge's return Cecilia began to try her
strength in short walks about the garden,

After a while she went out and wandered toward the big house.
All the times she had gone along that little path camee back to her.
The cold winter days when she had tramped through the snow,
the wet spring days when the gronnd was soggy. She thought
of the games she had plaved with herself on the verandah.

“ What a child 1 maust have been then, Omar ' "

The big house loocked deserted, its doors and windows all
hospitably open,  She climbed up to the studio, with a sudden
Jonging to see her unfinished work. It was a jar climb, and she
had to sit down twice and rest. When finally she reached the
workshop she sank down on the couch, worn out.

Nothing bad been touched there, everything was as she had
left it—her apron on the floor, her brughea and palette on the
table. She sat a long while looking at her uncompleted work, In
u sort of languid way, as If she were an outsider. She felt none of
the throb aod pulse of creative force within her, none of the old
longing to be up and at it again, A vague feeling of wonder came

over her that she had done this thing,
“1 think T shall never want to paint any more, Omar,” she

assured him

She stretched out on the couch, her head on her crossed arms,
and studied her work. Omar lay at her feet and walted., Art

hored him. Through the open windows the sun streamed in,
and the late summer sounds of locust and cricket filled the air
drowsily., The pictured hosts on the decorative frieze grew
fainter and fainter to Cecilia’s eyes, and finally disappeared
altogether,

Half an hour later the Judge, who had given up the trip to
town at the last moment, came out of his study and met Omar
on the way downstairs from the studio. The Judge had spent
an unprofitable hour in trying to read a legal treatise, and had
given 1t up.

“ Where have you been, Omar ? * he asked, glancing up at the
studio staire, Omar went on down and the Judge paused before
he followed him, He had never been in the studio since Cecilin
ift ; he eould not bear the thought of the place without her, but
to-day he felt an impulse to go up. Perhaps up there he could
sammon the old, the vanished Cecilia.

He marched up, and got well into the middle of the room
before he saw her there asleep. He turned to go away, changed
s mind, and sat down on a step of the ladder that led up to the
trestle, EHe sat where he could see her face clearly, and he gazed
at it & long time, wondering if this could be the passionate
boyish creature he had found here a few months before.

T'he girl before him was in the first bloom of early womanhood,
when the chrysalis of girlishness, “* like the winter garments of
repentance,” has been cast into the fire of spring. The long,
sinuous lines of her figure were revealed by the white gown she
wore., Iler face, which a few months ago was startling in its
look of execitability, had been smoothed out and softened. These
weeks of tender care and devotion had brought an expression of
gentleness that was very sweet,

She was beautiful, this girl-woman, the Ju thought. Her
hair curled ro softly back from her brow, and the fever had left
her skin white, tinged with faint pink. Her lips were parted in a
half-smile, The Judge dropped his face on his hiands and sat so
for awhile. Then he rose to go.

“Id bettergat away,” he whispered to himself.

At the sound of his moving Cecilia opened her eyes, She did
oot gpeak or move, she lay still and looked at him, as he stood

and looked down at her, Finally, she could bear it no longer,

and turned her head away from him.
“ 1 have come up for the first time since you went away,” he

sndd,

“ Why did you come to-day ? ”

“1 came because the old Cecilia, who came u& here to paint,
belonged to me. Bhe was a of my life. I thought perhaps
I might summon her back. The new Cecllia belongs to ——"

“ You miss the old Cecilia 7'

“ More than I can ray."”

There was silence between them for several minutes,

“ I shall never finish it,"”’ she said, indicating the frieze,

“ Somehow I should not want you to finish It now.”

ol "Whr n“t ? L
“ Oh, well, Ywuhiy Saxton will not want you to paint,” he
4

replied evasively.
“ Saxton, Saxton, always Saxton,” she muttered.

310

“What did vou say about Saxton %" '
Etﬂn?i:}:}g. . : L he sald, not Under.

“ What is there to say about him ? I never cap
from him, and when he goes away for a day, a -
?ng!nll of you ﬂhl'l his ?Inﬁm I'}x lgoean.“ i ﬁ

She rose angrily, and the Judge stared in amaze

“ Why are yvou g0 determined to make me marryﬁ:,t}
have I done, that T must be disposed of to somebody ? What
lm::it ?s much mratilli; as %rer, j&m as able to make m?rﬂwn! ‘:m
and live my own life. W o yon all | ay
Saxton ? 4 = ’ SISt on giving me fo

“ Cecilia, 1 thought ——"" began the Judge,

T whnit&diﬂ'nrenfe ltilmah!t. minke what I want ? You none of

ou consider me at all. Here is a man who } ;
ﬂim 1 must, willy-nilly.” Ve 1y marry

g Fectlla, whathnni on my:ng o

“ 1 am saying that I cannot stay here any lo
all forcing me 10 go away. T Pni:lfutand How ;ﬁﬁ?iﬁﬁi' £

on't see how you could feel any other 'l
danghter.” ‘ 2 Wy about Giron’s

* E‘h;t has GIE? mtdud“;'til ic1”

“ He has everything to do with it, hasn't he ?
everything between us.” He has changed

“ Giron ? Between you and me ?  What do you mean 7

‘“ After what he did, after the revelations that day in court !
imem&nﬁ why you “t::ti nwa?hr the day I came back to the

re. w you wanted me to see that thi |
be the same again ——"' NP CORI0. never

The Judge stopped her, his face white with feeling.

“ You mean to say that you thought I went away because of
Giron ? You mean that you did not understand why I could not
be here when you came ? ™

" But I did understand, and I knew you were right.”

“ Cecilia Carné, 1 went away to give Saxton his chance *

*“ To give Saxton—his—chance ? ** she repeated dully.

“ He loved you s0, and I thought you had grown to care for

him."”
“ You went away because Ad :
“ Because I loved you so that I could not bear to be here and

see your happiness.''
She faced him, her eyes blazing.
" And you helped try to marry me to him. You have made me
endure the agony of this week.”
“1 thought you wanted him, I wanted only your happiness.*
“ And you never would have told me—you would have stood

by and let me marry him ? >’

awa
Iny 'll'f:l‘lri

“ My dear, you are twenty-flve years old and I am forty-five. °

What have I to offer a girl ? "
“You have the Kingdom of Heaven to offer her, in your

IDW ! B
“ Cecilia, Cecilia, are you telling me that you would listen ?

Are you bound to Saxton now ?
“ 1 have never been bound to him. I have told him again
and again that it could never be, that I do not love him, He

understands,.”
The Judge put his two hands on her shoulders and looked into

her eves.
*“ Qecilia Carné, from the first moment I saw you, you have
been the very vein of my heart | -
er

She tried to speak, to answer him, but she could not.
hands creﬂt- to his shoulders, clasped behind his head. He
kissed her hair, her brow, her lips, her eyes.

* Cecilia, Cecilia, is it true that life holds this wonderful thing
for me ? " he whispered.

*“ Say for us, Judge Peter! I love you so! I love you =0!
All this long dreadful week I have thought I should die unless I
could tell you how I love you."”

“ Beloved, and I have spent the week trying to steel myself to
the thought of you as another man's wife.”

“ Blind, blind Peter ! How could you have looked at me and

not known ? Why, even Omar knew."”
“* Dear old Omar ! he sent me to you.” And he told her of the
meeting on the stairs and how Omar had sent him to the studio.

“ We will make a wonderful studio up here, heart’s dearcst,
because I found both my Cecilias here, the old and the new.

" And both Cecilias Jove you, love you! You have to love
me, Judge Peter, because I am a thing of your making. Do you
remember what you said once about love being like a pool, ﬂl'r'"i
all the world could come and be healed ? ‘ The waters ol I¢
fﬁﬁ!;ml;nt.:irlfu ;.'-lllﬂd pit ..

ssed her for reply,
“ I remember I resented the idea, because I thought it pelittled

Love and made it commonplace.” y
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to More Eggs !
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you could be. To induce you to put the “ Laymor” and “ Mebo" method to the
test, we will pay part postage on a sampling order, and send a
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* And now, beloved 7™ .
“ Now, 1 want to share this glory- with all the world, as 1
would & sunrise, 8 mirage, a comet. Miracles are for the many,

not the alect™
“ Love is the greatest teacher of them all,” sald Judge eter,

tenderly,

.Utrrrn long time they went downstairs, and the Judge tele-
phoned to Anne that Cecilia was to take lunch at the big house,
and asked her to join them. She begged off on plea of some
special duties, and warned him not to let Cecilia get too tired.
When he came back his face was beaming.

* 8he can't come | " he said trinmphantly.

Cecilia laughed gally.

“* Inhospitable man | *

“ 1 need one day to get used to this * wonderfulness,” one day

with yon, Cectlia.”™
They lunched together merrily ; at least food was put before
them., They were too absorbed in one another to notice. They

spent the afternoon in glorions dreams for the future, and then
wandered over to the iod.gt- to invite everybody to dinner at

the Judges.

“of course we'll come,” Anne said., “ It's a shame Saxton
can't be here, He's got to stay in town : he's sending ]?:nhh;'
out with Richard. How much better you do look, Judge,” she

sald, suddenly struck by the new look of youth and vigour.

1 feel so well, so content with the world ! 1 am just about
Bobby's age | ™ '

“ Tt s wonderful what Hillerest does fnrcgufflf-. You looked
a million years old when you went to Fren ck."

The Judge langhed snd left her. She ran up to Cecllia’s door,
but there came no answer to her tap; and when she peeped in,
ghe heard Cecilin's regular breathing, so she backed gently out.
The minute the door closed the sleeper sat up, and wafted her a
Kiss,

“1 could not haye kept it from you, you old darling, If you had
come In : and we do so wsnt it a sarprise for dinner,’

She bounced back on her pillow and tried to rest, but her eyes
were wide open, and her lips were curved in a conlinual smile.
When she came down later, dressed for dinner, Anne stared at

her,
“ Cecilia Carnéd, you look like another woman. What have

ynit done to yourscelf 7

** What's the matter with me ?*

“ You've looked so =ad lately, and now you look s0 blooming
and so happy 1 ™

** Life at the Lodge, dear.”™

Kichard and Anne led the way, arm in arm, and Cecilia and
Hobby and Omar followed.

“ Cecllia, I suppose you won't be able to eal a mouthful
Leoause Saxton isn’t here,” Richard teased her.

“ Richard, I won't have you make fun of him, dear old thing.”

“* pear old thing *—did you hear that, Anne ¥ He's staying
In town because she’s been abusing him ; and now she's sorry.”

" Bldgie says you're doin' to mawwy Gwavey ; an' 1 said no,
you was doin’ to marry me an’ Omar,"

Their shout of laughter brought the Judge to the steps,

" Isn't he stunning ? " Anne asked,

“ What a cheerful party I have | ** he called to them,

“ We are probably the most cheerful, egotistical, stuck-on-
oorselves-and-each-other set of idiots this side of Crazy Crags | ™

Richard answered.
“ Where Is Cwazy Cwags 7 "
“ The home of loony, my son, the bailiwick of the half-

wits ™
They chafled and they laughed until dinner was announced,

and #ach one privately decided that the others were all at their
best, Oecllia was the merriest of them all, and Bobby nearly
threw them into hysterica with an account of his dn{ In town.

When the coffee was served and the servants had left the room,
tﬁllJ udge turned toward Cecilis and she nodded to him, blushing

vidly.

"gnr good friends of mine,” their host began, “1 have a
secret, a wonderful secret, which I want you to share with me.
It is one I cannot keep, and yet I find it difficult to tell. The
wost delightfu! thing is going to happen at Hillcrest | *

“ Judge, you are not in Jlove ? " cried Anne.

“ There you have it in a nutshell. T am most utterly in love,
and I am loved. 1 ask you to wedding, here and now."
“;tldiowhnuwthehdy,.l ? Who is she 7" Richard

“ Who Is she ¥ Who should she be, but Cecilia ? ™

“ Cecilia ? "' came the astonished chorus.

Cecllia went and stood beside him.

“ I'vo always loved him, but I found out only to-day that he
had always loved me.”

“ But ton ? "' sald tenderhearted Anne.

“ Saxton knows, [ told him I loved somebody else. He has
been so fine about it, dear old Saxton | ™
“ 1t Is 80 much too good to be true that 1 can't believe jt ! ™

* To think I didn't see it ! * Anne lamented.

December, 194

“Not the "fwald lady any more, boy :
name for me.” fmid ¥i YOU must find a ney
i
“* Mrs, Ju ri" she . an i
It was indeed a cheerful party that “ﬁtﬁ&“t:h:hl:u h,
late that night. Richard carried Bobby, who had stayy . £
by special dispensation ; Anne walked with her armp a yed up
husband’s shoulders ; Cecilia and the Judge brought u ?ﬂ’ her
The whole procession was lighted on its way l,,uﬁ,, “In T:'lr.
moon." " X g 45 e d Constant
Cecilin whispered some
o 0 TR e
g r am to »
leaned over and kissed her. koing to marry He
‘“ The waters of refreshment and the fountain of youty ATe one
¥

beloved."”
“ They must be held in the hollowed hand of God 1 » Cecllia

answered him,
THEE EXD,

Eggs

TgGs wrtHh MUSsHROOMS.

PUM‘H the required number of eggs, trim cach neatly, and

place on squares or rounds of fried or toasted bread. = Py
over each a tablespoonful of white sauce, mixed with finelv
chopped preserved mushrooms, Dish up and serve hot, )

LEGGE WITH SHRIMP CREAM,

Poach the required number of cggs, trim them or stamp out
and place each on a round of toasted buttered bread. Dish
up and pour over each a rich white sauce, mixed with shrimp
paste, and a few drops of anchovy essence,

STUFFEDP EGGS, TARTARE SAUOE.

Take 4 hard-boiled eggs,  ounce butter, 2 raw yolks, 1 fea.
spoonful tarragon vinegar, 1 teaspoonful chili vinegar, § tea-
spoonful malt vinegar, 2 teaspoonfuls anchovy essence,
teaspoonful Woreester sauce, 1 gill salad uil,? ieumuu‘
chopped gherkins, 1 teaspoonful chopped capers, seasoning
round fried croflitons.

Mix the yolks with the butter, amchovy, Worcester sauce,
and season the mixtures carefully. Replace the mixture in
the halves of the eggs, and make them stand cotting off &
little from the bottom to make them flat, Stand each half-e
on 4 crouton, and pour a spoonful of Tartare sauce over each.
Serve with salad arranged round.

FRICASSEE OF Eqas,
Take 6 hard-boiled eggs, ¢ pint beehamel or other good white

sauee, salt, pepper, grated nutmeg, potato uets for garnish.
Cut the eggs into rather thick slices and ce them into a
sincepan containing the white sance, add the seasoning and

cook very gently for 10 minutes, taking care that the contents
of the pan do not burn. Dish up neatly, surround the base of
the dish with small fried potato croquets, and serve.

FrRIED EGGs oX RICE CROUTES.

Wash 4 oz. of Patna rice and cook It in seasoned stock till
tender : it must be reduced to a fairly finm texture and seasoned
rather liberally with paprika. Spread it on a greased dish and
set to cool. Stamp out six or more rounds by means of a paste
cutter, then egg and crumb them, and fry rounds of rice
in clarified buiter, Melt } oz, butter in o f pan or large
omelet pan, break in six fresh eggs, season with salt and pepper,
and fry till just set. Then cut out the eggs with a paste cutter
and each with y and serve. The rice crofites can
tw baked crisp in the oven if liked.

Eca AND HAM TIT-BITS.

Line ten or twelve tartlet moulds, with puff paste trimmings
or plain paste crust, fill these with the Iaumnm ration -—

Mince four ounces of cooked ham and threo -boiled Eﬂfj
finely, Mix with three yolks of raw epgs a little cream, &i
season with salt, pepper and grated nutmeg, Fill up moulds
and bake the patties in a moderately hot oven, dish up and serve
with some piquante or tomato sauce,

Eaas A L'ORLY.

These are egg fritters d by di i.e,, coatin
—poached egg well tmmﬁdn ned into a
Then drop each carefully into hot fat and fry to e
drain on a cloth or paper, Dish up and serve witha well

tomato sauce, ¢. T, SESN.

g neatly
hatter.
M '
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Safety Fountain Pen

Patented 1n all Countries,

ADVANTAGES :

[LARGE INK CAPACITY. STRENGTH.

pPERFECT FLOW. CAN BE CARRIED

IN ANY POSITION. FITTED WITH
NIBS TO SUIT ANY HAND,

«RECORDER ” STYLO PEN 10/6
To be had of Stationers and Sole Makers -

Jewel Pen Company, Ltd.

76 NEWGATE STREET, LONDON, EC.1
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This is the Watering Trough which :—
Is Practically Infection Proof,
s “chr I oul and Slagnant
Induces Animals to drink freely.
Is Simple and Inexpensive,
Is Durable and Labﬁur qaﬂng

Agncultu ra.l En gn';een .E

BRISTOL.

ODONTASE

DENTAL CREAM

| —

== Keeps the mouth in
a hygienic condition.
Send postcard now
for generous sample

to 37, I..omhard St-i

LLEN @

LONDON
PARIS

E.CLI.
[kﬂ BURYS L
TORONTO
SYDNEY
SHANGH A

is 2 concentrated Food Exrract. delicious in
Ravour, with the mazimaom vitamine slameant

MARBRMITE s incomparably
malnotrition to any cther F

MARMITE is the epitome th and owing to its
special stimulating proper! is more easily digested
and more completely assmmilated than any other
preparation

sSuDETIOr 1N of

)l EXtract

Case

of streng

T 1t

MARMITE imparts sirength and flavour if mixed with

other foods.
of ETaVY.

It makes a success of any soup, stew, sance

Obtainable from all the leading
Stores and Orocers throughont
the couniry

Sole Manufacturers :

The Marmite Food Extract Co., Ltd.,
59, Eastcheap, London, E.C.3.

e e I—

ﬂUHBﬁ.H

Please mention THE Lmnswnmu

when writing lo Adverfisers.
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The Cow Girl—wny and how she is superior to the Cowman By a Country Woman

OMAN'S wonderful * way " with the cow
\'Vi'- almost historical, yet, marvellous to relate,
there are still people about who view with wonder
the revival of this time-honoured occupation and
woman 8 natural aptitude for i1t ; and when I went
to the Dairy Show [ could only find just one woman
i charge of the ' beasties,” as distinguished from
the i'lll”-:l"l'ja’lh!'-'-.

Everybody knows of the
rmilked the cow with the crumpled horn Now, if
this marden hadn’t had a wonderful ** way " with
cows she certainly would never have tackled a cow
with a crumpled horn.

LC'ru m]rh*t! horns do not add to the i‘r‘ulndl:,'
appearance of cows, even though they may not
signify bad temper. The crumpled effect may be
due to worry, but on that point [ am not at all sure.

There 15 no man contemporary to the aforesaid
maiden, whose reputation in dealing with cows has
ived to our generation. It is, therefore, pretty
plain that women are the people for cows.

Wosey LeaD: MeNx FoLrLow.

matden all forlorn who

take any notice of them, it was only with a Boruit
cXpression,

There is, indeod, a great deal in the woman's way

Again, the man, when it was NeCessary to drive
the cows home, would beat the top of thr:gah:*r with
his stick and ghout ** Coop, coop!” and make %0
much commotion that at times one falt qui.lu
annoyed with the cows for not ** jumping to it

Tur FriexorLy Cow Herp,

Here also the woman's methods wepe different
She would stand on the second bar of the gato mn—i
call one of the cows by name, Immediately 4
of the cows would make for the gate and follow hey
sedately home. Note that the woman led the COWS :
but the man always drove them. ;

[t iz intoresting to relate that this herd was nearly
doubled during the war, but there was Never more
than one woman in attendance when t]lﬂ}" changml
helds.

Yes, there must be more in a woman's way than
meets the eye. Perhaps it is that they don'y
hustle about like men and take things more quietly,

or it may be that the average farm hand’s notion
that he is not getting on with his work unless he js
shouting puts the cows’ backs up and makes them
obstinate. Very few farm hands had been in the
Army prior to the war, so the Army cannot be held
responsible for the objectionable habit of making
the welkin ring when yon make up vour mind to
do a little work.

Cows that are hustled or agitated do not give as
much or as good milk. Women never hustle cows.
When did you ever see a man walking about with
his arm round a cow’s neck ¥ But my friendly cow
girl used to! The cows loved her.

In India they are far ahead of us in the matter of
cow girls. I don’t suppose we shall ever take special
care to select beautios for the business, as they do.
Our cow girls usually get their beauty after they
become cow girls. In India it is different—beauty

opens the door to this oceupation.
B.M.H. (Daily News).

Many women were employed as cow girls during
the war, and these often took over entirely a man’s
work. One herd, under the care of a man and
alterwards under a woman, I particularly remember.
The man’s and woman's methods were entirely
different, as the following will show.

Every day the cows were driven about a quarter
of & mile along a country lane to graze in some fields
there. The man, in his time, always drove the
cows before him, and, with a herd of about twenty
animals, invariably managed to create a Wild West
atmosphere, He would shout, erack odd ones over
the hindguarters, and quite upset the peace of the
countryside in his efforts to get them to the promised
land. 1T a motor met the cows, you could rely on
hall a dozen going up the banks at the side of the
road, and on several suddenly deciding to go home.

Poorman ! I usedto pity him ; he certainly never
s parod himself—nor the cows either. come to that !

When it was moote that a woman might take
over his job, he shook his
hend sadly and said it
wasn't a woman's job
getting cows along a lane
ltke that with ** all them

motors and things about,
Now, if it was only
milking-—well, now you're
talking."

But the woman came,
and proved suecessful from
cvery point of view.

Tne MissiNg SrtIicK.

Imagine my surprise
when one day 1 saw the
cows coming along the
lane, with the woman in
front of them, and—
wonder of wonders—she
was not carrying the cow-

man's usual insignia—a
stick.
With her at the head

of them, the cows would
pass ‘" motors and other
things © and if they did
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Good Service Ribbons
Bucks

Cheshire

Northants
l".l'"“rt Tl'rﬂ., iim. E‘- M .lt.- J!II,' H_ Ml’-.]m

X, (iregory- Carnarvonshire

e Willlams, Kata Griffith Owen, Margarst Barpe.
g porothy K. Groen, Mary Flomnce Earnley. @ 08

izab Iy Weston.

~wilnn.
Q. il oW

Anglesey
\gnes Bulloek, Annie Margaret Roberts, Gwlady« Hugiy.
Somerset
. ars, M. Daon, Mrs. Hooper, K. Bromfield, ;. Pt
u“.rnif;ﬂ, k. Holness, A. Clapp. Uman,
Flints

o Biekers, Mary Davies, Winifred Jo ves, Charlottee o

K :HITT" Holden, Mrs, Maxwell, Harriet Taylor, Matel Bn?lf
Nargaret Humphries, Nansi Evans, Maggio Povah, Florenes
uregory, Bertha Wilcockson, Bertha Schone, Da'sy Shepherd,
Annie Dora Weigh.

Berkshire

Lmy Bowman, Eame Burrell, Emj Carey, Gladys Cooper,
Humljlm-w. Alice Edmunds, Muris] mecm, May Gibbops,
Daisy tiirdler, Kate Green, Gertrude GMH‘M, Alice Hatherall,
Queenit Hellmuth, Mrs, James, Mrs. King, Kate King, Mary
Laney, Alice May, Mrs, Mead, Rhoda Newell, Kathleen Pead
{vy Powell, Agues Queanan, Richardson, Faony Rogers,
Pessie Stacey, Alice Taylor, Thomas, Emily Thame,
Ethel Wagstafle, Isabel Wilkins, Ellen Wilkinson, Maggie

Wilkinson, Alice Williams, Mrs. Woodley, Hannah Wornhan,.

West Riding
Florence Hughes, Violet Turner,

Potato Picking at Chartley Park
Farm, Staffs

TE:‘; smiling faces greet m= as I tarn the corner of the stables,
“ (iood morning, Mrs. Smith | " comes the chorus,
“ (yood morning, ﬂfl: where is Alice 77" T ask.

Gions to feteh the horses out is the reply.

There 14 a tramp of hoofs, and, ducking beneath the Lintel of
the stable door, mounted on Grey Dick, comes my missing lamb,
and in groups of threes and fours we trail off across the park and
the day begins. Very soon the “ di

gger ”’ is whirling clouds of
fine soil into the alr, and the white potatoes, with their pink
markings are being piled in baskets and carried to the * hogs."”
dotted here and there along the fleld.

Ii*fore very long some one strikes up a song (* Where the Black-

eyed Susans Grow " is & | favourite), and there is a shout of
laughter as someone ove s and tumbles into & hamper.
When 12 o'clock sounds there is a

scramble, everyomns
tries to secure & horse on which to return to the farm, the men,

the rightiul waggoners, go off shrugging their huge shoulders,

while their chargers fly down the roads of the park, laden
sometimes with one, sometimes wig two landswomen with
fapping overalls and gradually sli back hair.

wn comes a pi ue e all horses, men, and girls
#0 down to the watering and while the horses drink, hands

are washed, amid much splashing and laughter, dried on hankies,
and by wafting in the mhl how quiet ! everyone Is
busy. Tongues and teeth have too much to do to talk. But
Wwait & bit | By and by there comes & hum of talk, then a reguiar
?m;?nf hummi ulmmTt]ﬂm lntf:gtﬂmmuhﬁ
Or A4 new step. plod onsly up an
down the stable with . . s b

grave faces down bent and everyone Is
thzlply uterested until—* Oh | my toe ! You clumsy thing!"

and a howl of derisive laughter from the onlookers.
o Elmal "calls a voice at the door, and there is another dart

F horses, Once on the fleld and merry tongues and quick
ﬂnfm are busy again until the sun begins to in the west,
ote

Llive o long sigh and & great :temt COVRTINE ugeoi skips,

7o nd another nine tons of potatoes are ready for the market.

wl GW&nlght, all 1" and ncross the rolling country side,

ere. b n I8 golden brown, and mists look like friendly

fﬂf‘f"‘ coming to meet us,; go pairs of white overall-clad figures,

“wl‘!w#a, but not so nolsily now. Stand a mﬂ:tn E“udt
a Perfect Di;gmﬂm is singing ** When you come to the én

" Good-night, all 1 PryLLS M. SMITH.

THE LANDSWOMAN

AAS, g
striles, bat, for e D04 10 by pretpoged

comint ATTan gy
wlpted  gwy 4 ea

BE 10 the railway
bﬂmu ’ Wk {or fog etor, was
'q kind Mrm::;d By cAoter 14th, at e Pk i
. O FIohn Cotterell, |44 ome Farm,
afte T, and M ¢ : )
nd some yiord, who was
Wednasda 10 comtinue the test
dsvoted to fortt Thursday, Octs RS toere.

it 15th a -
Canvewny Parm, mon ok 304 milking.  Mr. Clutteriich, o

» Ulutterhuck, of
mﬁﬁ uts and h'ﬂ" @ LeMmusiy
and Me of the milkars, Mr Aran . Ns Hiutos Farm

¥ l‘ﬂdﬂ."‘. of Buu}n.!hl
Mr. Millichamp, of Pogt s [0 4t a8 honorary examisers
sod My FE:“' lent the horse and cart for the
COMPANY Prasent to tas oo WADSMD very ki

. ndly invited tl
el st ¥ e i ;

I & distance par-
" w‘u!ﬂ:«'r{t;mt 'ﬂi hold ot Friday, Octotmr 17th, at Mr, Barnett's
o nmtruu' buty, whare no troable had hesn spared Lo
ol A8 10 readiness for the Inspectors’ ‘werival The
o t.mmE:m' passed off vory suocesafulfy |
i conslsted of ¢

rooming, g:aring, putting 4
cart, taki 5 ng e
e, W T Ao, s iy e T

taking him to the stabies to
or the milking test the girls

had to milk two cowa
practical work 1 wa.  Aftet the
I'he results :.g:; ﬂ“ﬁulmd Sach girl was questionsd privately

Miking, Horsework.

follows -—

P*T oAt T Grmt.

B hiager . 96 "did oot enter.
Miss Child . » gi
Dotis Pattinsos -- o
Franoes Trigg _ ,,;; i
Annwe Hadham __ 9t
Emily Hatton o —
Jramica Wanl 95 90
Minnse Lot , Wy ' .
Fiorense Ketlam — =4

. &5 .
H. Jamwson o . —
A 1!‘I'i..u. . .o B3 : b
A, Meles : RO - . ; .-
Dedly Hirg :'f T8
Teresa Speake . . & =
Edith Jonnss : , B9 : -
Margaret Wargont — L
Margaret Evans . o8 =3
Florenes Herdmon =2 —
Miss Surridge . L 49 . -
Doris Jones - . . 83 —
Nelliwe Harding w2 -~
Nellie Watkins e B9 8
Mary Aun Lee . — 3.
liridget Conalley ) L)
Elizabeth Simpson : S8

LML M MEISON, W.A).

——

=

There was an animatd s at thy LA A S Clnb, Herelonl
og October 11th, when about 100 girls met to do honour and
wiake 3 prasentation to Miss Maddison, our lat= C.O.5., on th

, occasion of her marriag* the following Tuesday. Dy 4 o'clock

all had assembled m the club room, eautifully decorated for th
ovcasion, anciously awaiting Miss Maddson's artival to gree!
har with a hearty cheer. A dainty tea provided by ber opeued
the proosedings, during which pano and wiolin slections wen
plased by Miss Cooks and Miss Weller,  Afterwards the presenta.
tion was mads at the hands of Miss Wargent (Group Leader and
Miss Abererombie on behalf of the girls and the staff. The presents
consistad of two Shoffield plate tea trays, suitably inseribed,
and & framed illaminated address inscribed as follows Pre
wnted to Miss Mamddison with the accompanying silver Lrays
apon the oocasion of her marriage, with hearty good wishes of the
arefordshire LAAS, !imf t:rnd 1:&11_1;;1_‘_‘ Plwe  Hlasinated
: s O =il A '
M%E;f: ;?:“AE?;: fj:hm eome down from London purposely t“.
<k to the girls, gave (iood Serviee Badges to it f‘:'“i“"i:"lit
alsy Board, Kmil I.-l’i!l!lmp*JITlldn g;ﬁ; }1}; ;f;ri‘a,l:rh .}}-.wg: :l;ﬂl;
Daviex, Nellle Fdwards, Jane 5y s B i
| ily Greenhalgh, Annie Heywood, Nelil
ﬁﬂlﬂng . Hirﬁimﬁltﬁ:‘ \flnlct‘ Lindsell, Dorothy Page, € t:' istinm
pathell, Marina Pl JMortns JCCRT i, ot
: [ = ' : al, Y
#ﬂmf’mﬂ:ﬂ: }Eﬂ: . Lily Jones, and aﬂ{frw;m'h arlel reesed
th» Iiﬂs at soma length in reference to demolilization

3t
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Landswoman Excha ﬂgﬂ Column Miss Talbot would like to have an ex-Land Army

Land Army Ties and Hatbands still available. g}rl as cook.—Write ..%'I',L'T" Stone Field, Kidbrook
Jean Hewitt has been obliged to raise the price Grove, Blackheath, S.E.3.

of the ties to 2s., as they requnire more silk than the Ex-I.A. girl wanted as companion-governess to
hatbands.—J. H,, Kilnbank, Seathwaite, Broughton- little girl ; no teaching except music ; good need]e.
in- Fara=ss, woman essential.—Box H., Editorial Office.
~ Binding Covers for 1919 ready now.—Apply to Wanted, bright young girl as nurse to 3 children,
IFae Laxpswosmay Office. 4 months to 6 years; good wages and comfortable
Two khaki flannel shirts for sale. Cost €2 95 bDome.—I. P. Loén, Marlborough, Wilts.
cach, will sell for 15s. each. Collar 132 inches.— Lady, lecturing and working own small holding,
C. K., 24 Buckingham Palace Mansions. wishes to meet with active gentlewoman willing to

undertake work of her cottage in return for board,
might do. Price not more than £1. Approval.— also care of rabbits and poultry during occasional

_"'s.dz:h'l.‘".'iﬂ.. L. ,.‘1,.;1L:"-‘:,, (11'1”{"[[!' Frﬂ]"l"l't, S. Cross Harleston E-hﬂ(‘ﬂl'.‘f_"._ One fond of &tllmﬂlf Pﬁ‘ff"l‘ﬁ;d. Attrac-
Norfolk. g : " tive neighbourhood.—Miss Foster, Poplar Hall,

Hawkhurst, Kent.

Wanted, black coney seal muff: second-hand

Wanted, second-hand field bunt:«."an}* colour,

size 7.—KE. Farley, Tathall End, Hanslope, Bucks. , YT Y Y T Y Y T T | n
} ]"E{'Fant{-d, lg odd numbers of Punch, second-hand : mg{mmﬂmmmmmmmmm
il price offered. Last on application.

Wanted to exchange, magneto, nearly new, offered BI N DI N G COVERS
for second-hand watch or elock (working order).— |

Apply, K. Lodge, Haford Farm, Festiniog, Now !‘Eﬂd}’ 1/6 each
Wanted, for Christmas, two of your very best

turkeys, ready dressed for table, 15-18 1b. each.— , | - :
L.B., Stone Field, Kidbrook Grove, Blackheath. mmm@mmwm "4

Healthy
and

- Happy

The I.and Girl who values
her health and happi-
ness wears the '‘ Liberty
Bodice.'' She knows that
its comfort is the result
of its correct design—she
appreciates the support
without constraint that
it gives—:szhe likes its
hygienic, porous and pli-
able material.

A

TRADE MARK COMPLEXION «SOAP
¢ “he chorm of Counrt vqyel :gf
Knitted Fabric enables the weight of the garments to be properly imn @?gg;gfg ! ng : ; ?, il
distributed, and removes all undoe strain. For Young Ladies ?,g b, 7 wf& L
and Women (deep-fitting) Made in 13 sizes for Ch_‘lldEl'ﬂu , = Gﬁ? , of refinementand
For prices and particw ars wrile for pree  Liberty Bodice ook, / ute purity..

“LIBEKTY BODICE"” FACTORY (Dept. 40,
MARKET HARBOROUGH.

=y ——

SN

NOTICE The subscription to “ The Landswoman” for six months is 2/- post free. Orders may be sent
to the Editorial Office, Stone Field, Kidbrook Grove, Blackheath.
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You can count your
chickens before they're hatched

if you have eggs that are fertile and they are in a Hearson Incubator.
for the Hearson hatches every fertile egg. No other incubator
can make such a claim and _]Lii-llf'_u.' 1 "-L|l"!l[li‘k because no other
mcubator possesses the Hearsnn Thermostatic Capsule.  This
wonderful httle device ensures temperature, humidity, and ventila
tion—the three absolute essentials of successful incubanon
perfectly uniform throughout the whole process of incubation.

Deing

The intensive poultry-keeping which the Hearson makes possible
offers big returns. If you are interested in the achievements, the
reliability, and efhiciency of

EARSON’S
INCUBATOR

write for a copy of ' THE PROBLEM SOLVED, which will be
sent free and post free on application to the sole proprietors

SPRATT’S PATENT LIMITED, 24/5, Fenchurch Strest, E.C.3



L)

: g .,|r :ff-
/ r_fl :l l' I ,\J
Wt

]
/

DRI-PED

REG®

rawing by Fred Pegram

. 9 s
Drl'Ped Leather 8 Servlces' Dri-ped Sole 'Leather’ is waterproof, double

wearing, llght, and fiexible,

No. 14.—Golfing. "READILY OBTAINABLE —Owling to the cessa.
tion of Army requlrements, Dril.ped Leather -

Footwear is of the greatest importance to every golfer,  can now be readily obtalned. Do not be put off.
3 { R P 4 ITS ECONOMY Is greatly accentuated by the

The best of uppers and the finest workmanship are high prices of ordinary leather and of foot.

at a disadvantage unless soles of the %ﬂ?t quality are  year, Drl-ped Leather saves re soling chardes
, ’ n always be attaine insisting on and new-boot blils.
attached. This ca ¥ 4 8 CAUTION — Insist on Drl-ped Leather soles.

Dri-ped Soles, which never let in the we:i. are ﬂ;xlllt?le. Lot aan that the Poisais Dissond Trade MAsk
and yield a welcome economy In these days of high Is stamped every few Inches on each Sole,

prices by outlasting two or three solesof ordinary leather.,  Without It, the leather Is a substitute.

In case of dificuily, wrete to—
SOLE PROPRIETORS ’ - DRI-PED, LTD,. - . - BoLToN, LANCS.
(Late Proprietors, Wu. Warker &+Sonxs, Ltd.) € 2
o

W. H. S« The Arden Press, Stamford Street, Londan, S.E., and Published The St. Catherine Press, Stamford
PSSy S < Street. Landon S E.—December, 1919 i
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