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“Taffy war a Welbman, aed o thief wwar fe ;
Taffy came t0 my bowie, and stole my heart from me.
I went to Taff¥'s bouse, ar ope gofs from bome ., .

There I et iy seon fogse, ond seed wo mare ¢ rowm,”

(An Old Rhyme re-writcen.)
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The Madness of Winifred
Owen

The Qfd Face

“ Not from an old face will you ever get the same fine
effect as from an old house.”

The old saying was brought to my mind by the sudden
sight of an exception to the truth of it in the person of
Mrs. T'rinaman, landlady of the * Ivybush,” at Pontycler,
in the heart of South Wales, '

It was in the summer of 18gg, when the cycling fever
was at its height in all spinsters of spirit, I and my
“ Featherweight ” had come three hundred miles from
our London home, nominally to lock up the tombs of
forgotten Welsh ancestors in undiscoverzble churchyards
more truly for the treat of free roving among strangers
in a strange land. So much I knew of the country I
was in-—that Wales, the stanger within England's
gates, remains a stranger still,

At Pontycler, a score or so of cottages dumped down
round a- cross-roads tavern in a broad green upland

valley, I thought to halt for the night, but was met by
]
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objections, The accommodation at the  Ivybush ™ was
not for such as myself. 5o the striking-looking woman
above named plainly intimated.

A woman well on in the fifties, stout and grey, form .
and features thickened by years and the wear of life ; a
woman substantially and spotlessly clad in black stuff
gkirt, white apron and crossover, and crowned by a
frilled cap as awe-instilling as a justice’s wig. Yet, to
look at ler was to feel that there, once, stood a beautiful
girl, There was power in the face, there was mind;
but it held you fast in girls fashion by some indefinably
agrecable attraction,

“ Board and lodging that are good enough for you are
good enough for me,” [ thought, and said so.

At that she firly laughed, and agreed to house me,
for ane night only,

The Old House

While the room was preparing I strolled out on foot,
Led by 2 habit of aveiding the beaten track, I presently
left the road for a lesser lane ; the lane for an approach
to a farm; the farmyard for 2 rough upward track
between pastures screened from view by hedgerows so
tall as nearly to meet overhead,

On a sudden break in the left bank I saw, clese by,
on higher ground, an old house looking down on meas
it were in surprise at the intrusion. A small, grey-stone,
slate-roofed house, in a curious stage of dilapidation.
The sash windows, carved wooden porch, broad grass-
plat in front shaded by a lofty ilex and dense foliaged



