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“You must remember that it was St.
Paul who said ‘In Christ there is neither
Jew nor Greek, bond nor free, male or
female—I forget the exact sequence.
And mind you, that was a very bold

statement for a man at that time, speak-

ing to an Oriental Society,

“No, I know of no time in the history
of the Anglican Church when there has
been any strong objection to women
speaking in <hurch. There are no fully
ordained women, of course, but women
can be licensed to preach. Maud Roy-
den was the great protagonist of their
cause.” )

SALVATION ARMY
HE Salvation Army, according to
Colonel W. Alex. Ebbs, the general
secretary for New Zealand, has always
championed the cause of female expres-
sion,

“Ever since Catherine Booth rose
up, we have had a strong advocacy for
women’s right of utterance anywhere
and everywhere, and in fact, we owe it
to the eloquence of women that we are
the second largest missionary organisa-
tion in the world.”

COMMERCIAL BROADCASTING
“AS far as Commercial Broadcasting
is concerned, we have tried for
some time to use women announcers,
and to train them to take the place of
men,” said an official of the N.C.B.S.
“We have two women announcers,
one at 2ZB and one at 3ZB. But we get
all sorts of criticisms from the public
as soon as we put a woman on to an-
nouncing. Most of the objections come
from women who do not like women
announcers, except for special women’s
sessions. People like a good homely
voice, someone who can talk quite
naturally, and there is a danger that the
women who have the training have what
to the average housewife sounds like too
cultured a voice—a pedantic manner of
trying to impress, which is irritating. Of
course none of this applies to talks on
domestic subjects, cooking, children’s
care and so on, which are without doubt
best done by women,”

THE WOMEN'S ANGLE

“l WOULD agree that, generally
speaking, women’s voices do not

come over the air as well as men’s, but

I do think that it would be a good thing

if they were generally used for announc-

ing and for news commentaries,” said

the president of a women’s organisation. -

“As things are, we are still apt to think
of all politics and international affairs
as being men’s business. It is time people
were educated to think that world affairs
were the business of everyone, not only
of men, and this is just one way by
which it might be done. Not all women’s
voices are unsuitable.”

MAN IN THE STREET
A MAN, a constant listener to
talks, said: “Women’s voices, in
my opinion, are generally pitched too
high, and women throw them out too
much. Nearly all women let  their
maternal instinct creep into their voices.
They want to protect and instruct and
guide, and this is just irritating. They
tend also to be arch and make feeble
jokes and laugh them off. In a confer-
ence -of listeners held some years ago
by the BBC, 75 per cent of the confer-
ence said that they found women’s
voices irritating to listen to over the
air. Yes, I would be among that 75
per cent.”
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I WANTED A HOLIDAY

(Written and illustrated for “The Listener” by N.B.)

<< E'LL be shearing here”

ran the letter. “A bit lats

this year—too much rain.
Bring some old clothes if you
would like to help.”

Of course I would like to help, I said
to myself. After all, they only have a
land girl now—and she’s a bare eight
stone. If I with my nine or so can’t
double the output on that farm I will
be very much surprised.

The morning after my arrival, I hastily
donned shorts
and hied me to
the yards. It was
a sunny Waira-
rapa morning,
The sheep were
bleating joyfully
and dashing
about in glori-
ous abandon. It
must be the
the sweet little

I thought,
things are so happy. (I hadn’t seen Fluke
the dog, hidden by their woolly rumps
doing his stuff!).

“Dagging” was the project for the day.
Funny words they use, don’t they? I
wonder would you find it in a list of

weather,

regular English verbs. “I dag, thou
daggest, he she or it dags!” Anyway, I
found this peculiar custom is a necessary
preliminary to shearing — and what a
preliminary! For those who don’t know,
this is the process. As one is told in
the recipe books—first catch your hare,
It would be comparatively easy to do
this, but have you ever thrown a sheep?
Of course they are all bundled together
in a very small yard, which helps in a
way, although the sheep are not above
making the most of this limited space,
either. They haven’t any rules of fair
play. A determined butt below the belt
is considered quite the thing, and I found
that a well-considered cannon with my-
self as the cushion is to them a perfectly
legitimate way out of a corner.

But it is possible to get even. I
thoroughly enjoyed creeping up on an
unsuspecting ewe—hauling her velvety
squashy nose round to starboard, mean-
while pulling her body violently to port,
till thud! She's down!
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Now for the
next step. You
see really this
should all be
achieved with a
pair of shears in
one hand! Sounds
"EI silly, doesn’t it?
But farmers do
it with a flick of
the wrist. So do
land girls! In
fact, mine host and the land girl, who
were working in the same yard, had

‘already done it several times while I

was still ricocheting from sheep to sheep!
She was a wonder, that land girl—
stoics and Amazons aren’t in it. After
having been butted in the tummy and
then trodden on as a perting shot, all
that escapes her is an anguished little
“Golliwoggles!”

Well, at last I bave my quarry firmly
held by the shoulders in a most undig-

nified sitting position. Now the task
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really difficult. My farmer has
but with a rather terrified

gets
politely,

expression in his eyes, begged me
for my own good, as well as the
sheep’s, not to attempt to catch

the sheep and carry the shears at the
same time, Consequently, I have dug
them into the ground point first at what
was then an uninhabited spot in the
yard. Of course this was a mistake, If
they are not buried beneath several
layers of immovable stupid, greasy,
stubborn, implacable 120-pound two-

_ tooths, then one is likely to trip over

them oneself and prick one’s leg. (I
did!).

The land girl meanwhile is dag-
ging away competently, and is now on
her seventh or eighth, so hoping no one
has seen, I quietly release the great hunk
of struggling mutton in my grasp and
walk nonchalantly up to watch, before
beginning all over again,

After a few minutes in which I realise
that, strange as it may seem, a sheep has
quite a bit of anatomy down there under
‘his formless exterior. I feel I really can’t
put it off any longer, but simply must
catch one and clean it up, too! An

" almost fanatical
surge of feel-
ing comes over
me. “Cleaner,
sweeter sheep” I
mutter, fever-
ishly, With a
determined lunge
which meets with
unexpected suc-
cess, followed by
& hand-to-hand
struggle raising a cloud of dust, I realise
that I've actually got one where I want
him. Whoopee! Now what?

Looking from the front down on to a
prostrate and obediently limp animal
with all its anatomy being laid bare by

.the competent hand of the land girl is

somewhat different, I find, from des-
perately trying to see, from behind,
through and over a great fuzz of wool
cleverly concealing such hidden dangers
as flying hobves. I realise that literally
T am not out of the bush yet!

I always prided myself on being able
to touch my toes, but that was child’s
play compared to this. My back has
to describe a sort of arc to take in the
enormous bulk propped against my
knees. So with a groan and much claw
ing greasily for a hold, I finally ‘get the
upper part of my body within manipu~
lative distance of the lower part of the
sheep. Then with rising excitement (and
blo(zd pressure) I proceed to “clean him
up.” - . .
The object, it seems, is to make a
monk¥y out of him! A sort of clean
shave prior to shearing proper. By the
way have you ever changed a baby’s
nappy?  ‘Well, apart from the prelim.
inary  gkirmish.
ing I prefer
dagging. . myself

but there are
others who think
its a toss-up!

We shear to-
morrow. ‘Thank
heaven a team of
ten husky Maoris
has just arrived.
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