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JECAUSE Mrs. Winkle insisted
Yy on getting value for her
money., she was the terror of
the tradespeople. She paid tor the
best and she saw that she got 1t
No one ever put anything across
her. If the bananas were black inside.
they went straight back to the fruiterer.
who could throw them away or return
them to the islands as he pleased. And
if there was so much as a suggestion of
palm-prints on the dates, she was on the
‘phone at ance. As for the meat. she
demanded the primest. and always, to
make absolutely sure, she sailed around
the counter and over past the chopping
block to inspect the joints for herself.

But perhaps it was the milkman who
suffered most. Back in the days when he
lugged his cans to the kitchen door, Mrs.
Winkle used to give him beans. One day
it was too rich, another too thin, and if
it wasn't dirty, it was definitely “off.”
The milkman copped it hot and strong
every morning. He tried arriving early
and he tried arriving late, but always
Mrs. Winkle was there at the door with
a new complaint.

“It’s got that taste again,” she often
used to say.

“1t’s just the cows, ma'am,” the milk-
man would tell her. “They're on the
“turnips just now.”

“Then why don't you shift them?”

There was no earthly use the poor
fellow trying to explain that the cows
had to eat turnips or go hungry. He had
to shuffle his feet and take it.

All the milkmen knew her, for Mrs.
Winkle had sampled every run for miles
around. She changed her man almost as
often as the Frenchmen changed their
government. But fate had something in
store for Mrs. Winkle. It arrived with a
big bold heading in the paper and an
announcement that from such and such
a day milkmen would deliver as far as
1he front gate only. Mrs. Winkle could
‘hardly believe it. She didn’t know what
the world was coming to. That was
democracy for you. People all so busy
with equality that you couldn't get ser-
vice for love nor money. Well, she for
‘one wasn’t going to put up with it. No
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one would dictate to her. The billy
would go at the back door as usual.

If all the neighbours had been made
of the same stern stuff, women like Mrs.
Winkle might have won the day. Alas.
though they grumbled about it, their
protests never flared into anger. Long
accustomed. to conforming, they sur-
rendered abjectly to the milkmen's ulti-
matum. All except Mrs. Winkle, who put
her billy at the door and retired to bed
in high expectation.

She heard the milkman's truck turn
into the street in the morning and she
heard it stopping and starting. But she
wdited in vain at the door for the clank-
ing cans, newspaper spread ready on the
steps lest the milk should be spilt. The
truck roared right past the house, and
her billy was atill empty.

It was a heavy blow to Mrs. Winkle.
Too proud to go out and wave to the
milkman to return, too independent to
go begging with a cup to the house next
door, she spent a milkless day with the
cat, and it was hard to say which was
the more miserable. Mrs. Winkle stayed
in the house till dark that night and then
crepi out to the front gate with the billy.
And there she made a compromise be-
tween necessity and principle. The flag
of freedom gave a last defiant flutter as
she placed the billy just a little inside
the gate, so that the milkman would be
obliged to unlatch it and take a step or
two inside.

Mrs. Winkle received her pint regu-
larly after that. But miuch of the oid
satisfaction was gone. Before, she had
been able to scald milk and mitkman
both in the same day. Now the man was
harder to catch, coming and going like
a noise in the night. If the bacon was
sizzling in the pan, she missed him alto-
gether. And when she did hear the truck.
<he had to move fast to get to the gate in
time. But there was still the telephone.
The milkmen’s wives began to hear a
good deal fram Mrs. Winkle. She didn’t
believe them, of ccurse, when they said

their husbands were out on their rounds. .

She had g shrewd idéa they were sitting

with stuffed ears in the kitchen.
“Then you give him this mesage,” she

would say, “Tell him Mrs, Winkle’s milk

is sour again. And it's no kind of answer
to say I ought to have a frig. You tell
him I must have another pint as socon
as he comes in. And if I don't get it,
I'l write to the health people.”

So the milkmen were really no better
off. All the energy they saved by stop-
ping short .at the front gate was expended
in extra trips to Mrs. Winkle. Yet they
still had a card to play.

Mrs. Winkle first heard it from the
grocer, who had it from a man on the
council. The town was to have a brand
new milk treatment station, with every
mod. con, imaginable. The days of the
cans and the billies were over. All milk
was 1o be bottled and all dirt and germs
excluded. Mrs. Winkle wag horrified. She
knew it was dangerous to mix drinks, and
she thought it worse to mix milk. She
could not see how good, bad and in-
different milk from a score of suppliers
could come out at the other end as =z
single stream of uniformly good milk.
But the full meaning of the changeover
did not strike her until the plant was
actually in operation.

Mrs. Winkle had nabbed the milkman
as he was stealing back to the truck, and
she was telling him what she thought of
his milk.

“It's as weak as water,” she was say-
ing. "No body in it at all. 1 have to use
twice as much as usual to make a decent
cup of tea. And I'm ashumed 1o ask the
cat to drink it.”

He wae very sorry, but there was
really nothing he could do.

“Well, there's something I can do.”
Mrs. Winkle told him. “Don’t leave any
bottles in future. T'll try that new man
who's started. I believe he's very good.”

“You please yourself of course,” said
the milkman. “But it won't make any
difference.”

“And why not?”

“It’s all the same milk, that's why.
It comes from the same factory. If you
don't like my mitk, you won't like any-
one else's.”

He was right, of course. Mrs. Winkle
had lost her oldest privilege. There was
no point any more in changing her milk-
man. The old order was crumbling fast,
and only one choice was left her. She
could still choose between raw milk and
pasteurised. But it was not long before
even this last freedom was withdrawn.
Because it was so much safer, it was
announced from the treatment station,
all milk in future would be pasteurised.
Consumers were entitled to protection.

Mrs, Winkle was almost in tears. She
never thought it would come to this. Not
that she had any objection to pasteurised
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Latest
OPERATIC

Recordings

CARMEN. A new release of this most
popular ‘opera with Rise Stevensg as
Carmen and a supporting cast includ-
ing Jan Peerce, Licia Albaneze, Robert
Merrill with Robert Shaw Chorale and
the R.C.A. Victor Orchestra conducted
by Fritz Reiner. This is available in
a presentation box, three records,
£5 19s 3d.

FIDELIO. Beethoven's only Opera has
st last been presented on Long Play-~
ing Records with a agnificent cast,
Senyd Jurinae. Ruadolt Schock, Alfred
Poell. and Martha Modi. with The
Vienna Opera Chorus and Philhars
monie Orchestra conducted by Furt-
wangler. Three records  £5 19 3d.

LUCIA DFE LAMMERMORE, A first
recording in our catalogues of this
most famous opera with the fabulous
MARIA CALLAS supported by Giu~
~eppe Di Steffano, Tito Gobbi. with
the Orchestra and Chorus of Maggio
Musicale Fiorentino. Two records.
Set, £3 19s 6d.

SELECTIONS.,

A selection of Verdi Operatic Arias
tfeaturing Joan Hammond with Nicolal
Rossi-lemeni  (Bass) with Orchestra
and Chorus of Covent Garden Opera
touse, One 12in. £1 198 44,

A selection ot Verdi Overtures which
features the famous and beautiful
Prefudes to ta Traviata, Toe Phil-
barmonic Qrehestra ¢conducted by Gal-
fieva.  One 12 record. £1 13s 6d,
Selection of Wagner Orchesiral Highe
fights from Parsiial and Goetterdae~
merung and featuring the Siegfried
Idvli. One 12in LP, 39s 9d.

All these and many more are avails
able from our magnificent stocks of
.operatic Long Playing Recordings.

FREE COMPLETE LISTS
FORWARDED ON REQUEST -— ALSO
REGULAR LISTS OF NEW
RFELEASES,

COUNTRY ORDERS.—Postage on any
number of Long Pldayln; Records is
s 6d.

CHARLES BEGG & €O, LTD,

AUCKLAND, WELLINGTON,
CHRISTCHURCH, DUNEDIN,
Whangarei, Hamilton, Palmerston
North, Nelson, Timary, Oamaru and
B Invereargill. RC. 10.

“PLAN YOUR AFFAIRS

milk as such. She was prepared to believe
what the experts said. But why could
she not make her own decision? Why:
could she not choose for herself? Oh,
it ‘'was hard. The injustice of it all. Had :
she not knitted long woollen sox all!i
through the war to help the boys beat ;
the Germans and so preserve their glori- :
ous liberties? Was this to be her reward?

A lesser woman would have fallen in
and marched in step. But not Mrs. !
Winkle. She was not descended from
the pioneers for nothing. Her mind made ;
up, she hunted out her bank book and |
went down the town and drew out a|
quarter of her savings. It's common ;
enough knowledge now what she did with |
them. Mrs, Winkle bought a cow. She :
grazed it in a near-by paddock and paid
a boy to milk it morn and night. And
every Christmas she let the milkmen
have a little fresh cream, *Just so’s vou
won't forget what it's like.” L
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REDUGCE YOUR TAXES™

By HIPKINS & MULCOCR.

“I'LL. READ IT AGAIN AND
AGAIN"—so writes R.DM,, o?
Northland, who says: *‘l feel sure
every person who fakes an in-
terest in his busmness and in the
welare of his family will benefit
greatly by reading your book.”

FHIS BOCK SHOWS YOU how to plan

your  prosperity; avoid  unnecessary
taxes and death duties; wovel abroad;
pay off your mortgoge: help your

chidren, all with money you save bv
reducing your tax bils legitimately

ON SALE at good booksellers, or send
10/- note to the publishers (money back
quarantee)

RALPH HIPKINS LTD.,
P.0 BOX 423 AUCKLAND.




