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SfBISG IS m THE AIR - - Hundreds of Ian*3 

appear in the meqdows brightening the countryside 

with their joyous gambolling. 

-Iver.Buoks-

Plcture.:- Either Spring has eome, or the poor sheep 
are deceived. Anyway it's too late to argue— 

—about that now, because little woolly lambs are 
arriving all over— 

--the place. Their innocence is touching $ They 
have never heard of mint sauce, and don't know what 
the word 'mutton* means I 

Betting laws, and sweepstake embargo's 
mean nothing to them. They*gambol'just as they 
feel inclined I 

It's a pity i They're bound to get done 
brown in the long run. 

Who said sheep had no sense? They know 
the shepherd has got food, and they follow him like - well,-
sheep. Those small lambs, with the ricketty knees 
are only a week old, and are still— 

—rather afraid of mislaying mother. Here are -

—two, who have mislaid her. But the new one they 
have found— 

—knows her job. Now, what do you know about that ? 


