
FA R MI N G

Deall Clippin'" was a week " forrarder " than was usual,
owing to the sun and the " mawk," or blue-bottle fly, and
it was my fortune to receive an invitation to attend " Brig-
End Clippin' !" so thi her on the appointed Frday I
went. . . .

The Deall Clippin' had been instituted as an annual
"do" for the second week in July, time out of mind.

" Fornsett clipping on Xfonday ; Smeathwai'e, i ueso.;
Thirlspot, Wednesday ; Stanah, Thursday ; Brig-End, Fri-
da) ; and Kessick market daay -' Setterday." This iad
been the shepherd's calendar for the " Deal] " in second
week in July, from a time whereof the nemory of man run-
neth not to the contrary, and when one considers that the
men who handled the shears had collected from 300 to 500
slicep from the feils each day, sorted them out, sheared
thtm, marked them, and sent them back to the feils, one
feels that Keswick market day, as a bye day, and a good
" rust," or rest day on Sunday, must have been welcome
enough.

"And who does the clipping ?" I asked.
"Nebbors," said my friend. "Times is alterin' sadly.

Chaps cornes fra Scotland now and teks a flock by con-
tract, but • nea good cornes of it. Fellows clip away here
a bit and theer a bit; it's nowt to them, they get t' brass
and away wi' them, but theer's nowt like nebbors for
shearin' sheep, mmd ye. They tak time to job, theer's no
paay-but thcer's meat, and it's aw ' a friendly waay to-
gither."

There was something very touching in the way my old
friend of the dark and glittering eye spoke of the days of
good fellowship in sheep t-hearing times, days which were
noa éiving way to hard contract.

"Not," continued he, " but what i' the auld daays a deal
o' the ' woo' was calen up, I dar say. It was oft iair of
an occasion for a downreet jalbS'ication than owt else, but
than farmin' fowk works liard, and a bit of plesser }ance
over does naebody harm" . . .

Our host smil-d, and just nodded with his head towards
this or tha: clipping-stool, as his friends and helpers came
up, and without another word they took their seats astrad-
die of the quaint four legged racks, on which their ir:ends
the Herdwicks were to be laid, and the clipping began.

There was not quite the saise idyllic beauty about the
farm scene as that I was accustomed to in Yewdale, where
under those stern cr.is, that always seen to remind one
of Mount Sinai mn miniature, one used to -ee the whole
drama of the shearinei-time enacted beneath the magni-
ficent canopy of the " burnished sycamore." . . .

As I thought on these things, I heard a shepherd fron
his shearing-stool close by cry :

"John, what's te ]ug mark ? "
And John answered, "Cropped nar, upper.and-under.

haulved far."
Hes te gitten yan o' mine ?"
Ay that have 1," replied the cheery clipper, " by lug-

r ark on 'im," which beingz interpreted meant that one of
John Hawkrigg's sheep had strayed and got mixed up with
Biistow's, of Bridge End, whose sheep were " cropped nar,"
or cropped on the near ear, but differed from Hawkrigg's
in haing only the upper part of the far ear halved, while
Hawkrige's sheep had their far side or riyht car halved both
on the upper and under part.

But thee ear marks were spoken of as "lug marks," and
little did they, who were clipping that day under the hill of
the log sayer at Legburthwaite, realize that the word lug is
only another way of spelling the word log or law, and the
ear mark was the mark of the law which gave a lawful
ownership of the sheep in question. "What's te lug
mark ?" though the speaker did not know it, was rcally
only a Viking or Norse way of saying, " What is thy law
mark ?" . . .

Very littie was said ; one heard the click, click of the
shears, and sometimes the sigh of a pocket whetstone as
the shearer sharpened bis weapons ; but occasionally it
seemed as if ail the dogs of the dale had gone mad; such
barking! such fun ! For sorne sheep, after being let free
from the shearing.hench, and feeling bis unwonted light-

ness of body, had gone off on a scamper, and must needs
be brought back to the pen to wait for sauving or salving
and siraking or marking.

The gravity of the whole business struck one. It was
solermn work of a very solemn order. At least, so the men
astride of the clipping benches seemed to feel. I daresay
they were right to be solemn, for I know that a" Ilerd-
wick " can kick and struggle with much spirit til he is
mastered. The shears are sharp and ver%, near the surface,
and no man cares to wound bis neighbor's sheep. But, in
addition, these men were friends from a "Ilang time sen,"
and one clipping bench was filled to day by a new man ;
"T'auld un hed gone down. It was aw in course o'natur,"
saut imy friend, "so you cannot complain, but it natterly
teks heart o' yan for aw that to sec old nebbors and good
nebbors neah mair at clipping time ; and it meks one think
to onesel' that it's mebbe last time fer sume on us an' aw."

But if there was a kind of dignified solemnity in the air
as far as the clippers went, there was plenty of sparkle and
life amongst the youngsters. It seemed to be their privilege
to catch the sheep as they were called for and hug them
to the shearers' benches. They would hear the cry: " Bring
us anudder-a good un this lime, my lad 1 " and the boy
dashed into the flock, and while the dogs barked with ex-
citene-nt, seized and dragged them willy nilly to their
fate.....

The light began to go for ail that long after glow of Cum-
berland clipping-nights, and still the shears clicked away,
ill the girl came out with a summons to supper, and the
work of the day was over.

"A reet down goad supper il was, an' aw," said one of
the shearers after, and he spoke but the honest truth. It
was the women-bodies turn to show what they could do to
crown the clipping with success, and they certainly manag-
ed to make ail the hungry shearers feel that a farm supper.
table would be a very poor thing if it were not for the
women kind.

There was a bit o' fiddling after supper, and a deal o'
good shepherds' crack, and the following famous Herdwick
shepherd's song was sung by John Birkett to an nid fash-
ioned countryside tune. It was a song ail seemed to know,
and had been sung time out of mind at ail the clippings
under Helvellyn. How they made the raiters ring with the
chorus :

THE SHEEPV %1RARING O

Now our sheep-shcarmng's over, surround the gay board,
With out heats full of pleasure and gice !

And while ue partake of this plentiful hoard,
Who so lithe and so happy a. we ?

From that staple, the wool, ail our consequence springs,
The wonsack is next to the throne,

it a freedorn secures both to peasants and kings
Which in no other country is known.

Chorus-It guar-ls us awake, it protects us asleep,
Night and day thcn thank heaven that gave us the sheep.

(Repeat,)

When bleak piercing winter cornes on with a frown,
Frost and snow clogging hedge, ditch, and stile,

Annoying alhke both the squire and the clown,
Wrapt in wool we look round us and smile.

Could we sing of its praise.s from evening tili morn,
'Twould our gratitude only increase,

Fron the dying old man to the infant new-born,
We are ail kept alive by its fleece.

Caorus-The hour with the truth a fair pace it can keep,
When in warmest expressions we speak of the sheep.

(Repeat.)

No words are sufficient, whate'er .an be said,
To speak ont its uses aloud ;

It never forsakes us-na,. after we're dead
Il furnbes even our shroud.

Na more! for the sbeep, while it ranges our ieldis.
&r wants and our comfort supplies;

Faithfal still to the last, to the butcher il yields,
For our nourishment daily it dits.

C4#rus-Thus livng or dead we its benefits reap,
Tnen, ye sheepahearers, sing your true fuiends the poor

sheep."


