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A few days later ire stashed Flutfy.at her 
holiday home, and set otf for Farmiloe. It was 
a filthy March clay. We went into the great 
hunting country. k n o w  dashingly as "The 
Shires." The hills became higher, the hedges 
dry-stone walls. the sky more lowering. the 
rain wetter and thr. hiss of the tires more 
piercing. We began t o  see slag heaps. 

O l e r  Farmiloe, although it was only three 
o'clock in the afternoon, charcoal-gray gloom 
hung. All the women wore dirty beige mackin- 
toshes and furry boots. 2nd all the men wore 
dirty beipe mackintoshes. 

"God." said James simply. 
1 sang him seleral verses of On llkley Moor 

and Blaydon Races, but when I noticed that 
he was not enjoying this I stopped. Eventually 
we penetrated the front door of one of the 
agents. And then he came in the car  with us. 

The sodium street lights cast a n  infernal 
glo~v, so  that James' pink, pleasant, darling 
face took on the aspect of the mad Dr. Fu 
Manchu, and my lipstick looked a s  if I were 
gr~pping a lump of coal in my teeth. It was 
lery cold. the rain glistened on every Rat sur- 
face, and I began t o  feel that we were in a 
novel by Kafka. that the road was infinite. 

After about ten minutes the agent said, 
"It's the first on the left." 

"I t"  was Larches Road,  winding up 3 hill. 
and on either side of it were semidetached and 
detached houses with garages and  gates on 
which were painted fanciful names like Fair- 
bourne and .4rundel and Larch Nook. 

James said, "This is a suburb." It could 
hardly be less like Grahamstomn. 

"Otter Dale," said the agent. "It is much 
sought after." 

I looked at him. H e  nieant every word he 
said. A painfully sincere chap, this estate 
agent. "It looks e l e r  so nice," I said. I have 
this American craving to be liked. at any price, 
and I have met a lot of non-Americans that I 
wish also had it. At the top  of Larches Road 
we came to No.  43. detached and ~lndis-
tinguisned. 

" , TAKE CRI.SP CUKES 

FOR A R E F R E S H I N G  'SMORREBROD" 

Here's an  idea imported from Denmark. It's an open salad- 
sandwich called a "Smorrebrod", with more filling and less 
bread. And it's as simple to make as this .  .. 

S p r e a d  a sl ice of  BREAD w i t h  UNDERWOOD DEVILED WM. Circle 
w i t h  over lapping  t h i n  sl ices o f  CUCUMBER.T o p  w i t h  slice of TOMATO 
a n d  dollop of  MAYONNAISE. E d g e  w i t h  a w r e a t h  of  WATERCRESS. O n e  
F a m i l y  S ize  (4% 02.) c a n  of UNDERWOOD DEVILED HAM m a k e s  4 
sandwiches.  

The Danes vary "Smorrebrod" by changing the garnishes. 
You can too. Combine Underwood Deviled Ham with in-season 
tomatoes, green pepper, onions. With several cans of Underwood 
Deviled Ham always on your pantry shelf, your family can help 
themselves anytime to ham-in-a-hurry sandwich treats. 

M A D E  F R O M  WHOLE H A M S  finely 

OD ound and  delicately seasoned according t o  a s e c r e t  
E r r n u l a .  Gives  you a wonderful, can't-be-eo ied 
flavor you g e t  only in Underwood Deviled I-tam. 
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