Phillida and Mary

Western Times - Friday 09 April 1920 

to Mary, Thurlestone, South Devon, April 7th, 1920. 
My dear Mary,—You will know by this time we came South for short time during Easter. The family (partially) migrated on the Tuesday previous make preparation for the larger party. We came by car, a matter of nearly three hours by road, via Ashburton and South Brent. Hitherto, our route has 'been through Newton and Totnes, but latterly this newer and much better road has emerged from much study of maps. The roads this route are really quite decent surface, and one avoids the narrow and turnings Totnes High-street, where usually found all the waggons and vehicles within a ten miles radius assembled.  Having found the better way, we shall adopt it from now on. 
Weather, on the whole, has been exceedingly good. We had sunshine unpack and settle in, then a day of rain, which gave us a much needed rest after our unusual exertions. By  the time the whole party came, we were trim and neat. Sunday was a perfect day. We walked nearly two miles to church, found at Galmpton a fairly modern building of good size, and well-kept, with efficient choir, who tackled a full choral service, and got through it quite creditably. Beaches here are very fine, ideal sand for children, and quite safe bathing.  Nobody has been brave enough to start sea bathing from this establishment. We have gathered winkles, quite a form excitement in these parts, and very good eating, too. Gardening has occupied a good deal of time. A badly neglected garden can tire a regiment, we find. One visitor is advisor to the household on gardening matters, she being a very practical and successful worker. I see her busy now, with an Oxford friend, weeding the paths. Being badly neglected for some time, the place is a perfect wilderness of weeds, and will need good deal of manual labour put into it make presentable for this summer. It will need navvy to get the grass in any condition approaching respectability. It will pleasant hobby for those who like, gardening. 
This morning we walked to Hope Cove to market. That part the fun when living in the country. You have to forage for food, but you can get a good supply, and good meat two or three times week, English fed, which is almost treat. We see crabs and lobsters looming the distance. One fisherman told us this morning we would walk over between 10 and 11 a.m. to-morrow he would have big crab ready. So you see what simple pleasures satisfy us down this way. We can exist without picture palaces music halls.
Yesterday motored to Salcombe – not an ideal place to motor through, the streets are so narrow. Hotels are fairly full there, but not quite many visitors as during the last few years. During the war these remote places scored, being away from air raids, and almost from the breath of war, although the tablets in village memorials already erected tell their tale, and the number of the toll of war, even in small districts. 

It was well we took advantage the fine day for our outing, as it now raining steadily, blotting out the sea view for any considerable distance. 
One gets morning papers delivered during the afternoon, and, the evening paper by the first post next morning, so that we are not absolutely cut off from the world.
I notice “Our Member” has been addressing  the women of Exeter on food questions and profiteering pertaining thereto. One can see the difficulty the Government is under , as they themselves did a little “dealing” as has been revealed during the past twelve months. The meat question is a crying scandal. Here we are obliged to eat imported meat when there is home-fed at our doors, which 'has to be slaughtered and sent away one hears — to the mining centres and big manufacturing towns, “to keep the workers sweet." Whilst nobody grudges them  their fair proportion, it rather imposes on good will and good nature to yield up the largest share. 
There are still many problems to be solved. There can be no need for the high prices of fish, eggs. etc. We are paying 2/6d for eggs this way—quite reasonable. It will interest you to hear cream is practically unattainable. We get a small quantity each day for P. We are surrounded by farms but they are selling large quantities of milk daily. Of that, we get a good supply.
Apparently there have been enormous football crowds at every match during the holiday. It is splendid to find the men content with games, instead of public house company. The shilling spent on their  recreation is not wasted, and helps them be sporty other ways. 
I have to get this away almost immediately by a friend travelling to Exeter. Kingsbridge is our station, so that there is a drive of five miles before the railway is reached.
We spend another week, at least, here,  then up until Whitsuntide.
Western Times - Friday 18 June 1920 
Phillida to Mary Exeter, June 16th, 1930. My dear Mary,— You will see I am in Exeter for a few days. I had pay a visit my doctor, and I return to Thurlestone on Saturday, coming up one day each week for an interview. So I am not exactly out of the wood yet. Much patience is required I find. 
The week in the country was glorious. We had no floods or thunderstorms, such as we read of in other parts. Every day brought bright sunshine, and the sunsets at night were simply marvellous, colourings beyond description. It is wonderful what a fascination the country has once it grips you. Towns and all connected therewith seem another world, and lose their attraction. Of course this is so during the summer, but I've no doubt it would pall unutterably in the dull autumn and winter days. Although five miles from town there a large population the district. "Hope Cove," about 20 minutes' walk from our cottage, has an additional population during June, July and August of about 300 people. Every house lets rooms terms quite in keeping with the prices prevailing nowadays. The families, I presume, accommodate themselves somewhere, but it surprising how many quite a small house can lodge. This is our shopping village for oddments which one has run out of, or forgotten when in town. Here, too, we get splendid shell fish, and bring them along alive. What could you have better than that? One thing find difficult get is ordinary fish. Apparently the Hope folk do little fishing of that description, although we are promised mackerel later on. Everything on a scale that people want it and must pay. There we pay 6d per lb. for new potatoes; here I find they are 3½d. This is the rule. Milk is dearer, and all else in keeping. We found just lately, too, that most of the home-fed cattle had been consumed, and the Food Controller turned up to give the word, "Nothing but imported meat for three weeks." Consternation in the household, but nobody favours it. However, we managed one way and another very nicely, and nobody went short. These little incidents are part the enjoyment in a country sojourn. 
The Mayflower"" was launched on Wednesday last. All parties agreed to meet on the beach to witness the event, and honour the occasion by having a picnic on the sand. Somehow, before the hour, 4.15 p.m., arrived, we found the skipper and his mate had stolen surreptitiously away from the garden with the boat, and the first thing we knew of it was seeing the skipper returning drenched to the skin. Their version is they thought they'd see if she would float before the audience arrived. She floated splendidly.' Then K. got in. The seat being too high, they conclude, was the cause of the disaster—moving slightly to the side, over went the boat with the occupants. There was nothing to do but return for dry garments, and announce to a disappointed party the launch had taken place and the ship needed alteration to make her quite safe. (We suggest, modestly, she is only safe if occupant is in bathing costume). However, we had our picnic, quite a large party, lost few things—basket floated out to sea, teapot cover was lost—a few minor incidents but merry party, the children being particularly amused with the whole proceedings. 
Every Saturday there tennis tournament. Last week two of our young people were second after playing every pair, which meant over 50 games straight off. Strenuous work these warm days, but by the sea there is always a breeze. They play again this week. There is a large colony of Anglo- Indians at one hotel, so plenty of tennis every day, of which they are taking full advantage. They get both golf and tennis during the day, which, personally, I should consider hard work. I am still content to laze and listen the young people when they return. Some of them have peeled six or seven times. L am wondering how many more skins there are to come off. A quiet game Bridge - not for money—generally, concludes the day's work. 
On our journey up yesterday found a good deal of haymaking going on. Round Newton Abbot they were carrying it, but by the sea the farmers have not started yet, showing the crops are a little later. 
I think I love the country even more than the sea, but the combination is very satisfying. Exeter seems stuffy and closed in after the open country, and must be very trying on hot days. I have longed for years that the Council would see fit to plant trees down the Barnfield-road. It would add to its beauty, and be such a relief for people who have to walk it several times day. I believe if it is a matter of expense, the residents would contribute to the coat. Near here they have cut down the lovely trees and replaced them with small things, which may grow into trees in a few years times, but have not found a satisfactory reason yet for cutting down trees that were joy to everybody around. 
Nothing very new transpiring. I notice there will series of Jumble Sales, etc., within the next month, and wish the promoters success. is quite an easy way of getting funds, and helps the 'householder to clear all surplus goods. 
Yours, PHILLIDA.
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Phillida to Mary 
Thurlestone Sands, S. Devon, July 21st, 1920 
Dear Mary,— l am "the early bird - this morning—first down, to send off these few lines by post. Somehow, rain or shine, the days glide peacefully by, and one forgets dates. Happy state of affairs, eh? I am sitting under cover; in front of me, and all round, thick mist, or sea fog; occasionally it blots out everything within few yards, then suddenly lifts. Things looming up in a fog looks so much larger. It was weird last night to lie in bed and hear the whistles of steamers and fog horns, uncomfortably close for the steamers. They were sounding at short intervals (from 11 p.m. onward), when there was, apparently no visibility. It reminded me of my youth at Scilly, when these experiences were common enough. A gun is being fired at intervals at the moment, so like the sound the one on the Bishop lighthouse. I am wondering whether there is similar one on the Eddystone, which is quite close enough for us to hear. You will gather from this the kind of weather we are experiencing. July has certainly been a most disappointing month. 
On Monday we were able take tea in the garden—broiling sun. For various reasons there were four trips into Kingsbridge during the day, with the sun blazing down. 
If you want job done in the house, it is safer fetch your man, and promise to deliver him back to the establishment you hire him from. Tradespeople are most obliging we find, but small household jobs are a big expense at such a distance. The carriage to and from is very high, although not too much for the carriers, as the distance is five miles. Yet it seems a big sum, added the already high price of everything. What an age of grumble and complaint it is! 
With so much moisture; the hedges are a thing beauty. The grouping of colours naturally, is perfectly wonderful. Light backgrounds of feathery green, and the yellow magenta and creamy hues of the wild flowers, make arrangements done by hands quite amateurish in comparison. There are drawbacks in the narrow lanes, as nettles are flourishing, and seeds now falling. Whilst the vehicle you may be in scrapes the greenery each side, you have dodge these enemies and you usually emerge with the car very full of the tops of all kinds of wonderful hedge flowers and weeds. It keeps one busy cleaning out. Perhaps we should get too lazy if these little things did not crop up to keep our hands busy. 
There is an absolute famine of fruit—practically nothing to buy. I see very little demand for sugar for preserving, because of the fruit scarcity. Very evident signs of potato disease have appeared; such a tragedy when the crops are so heavy. We are now digging our own potatoes, also pulling turnips, carrots, cutting cabbages, and very soon shall begin on peas. It is so nice to feel  independent, especially such a distance from a market. At present we are self-supporting in that line. 
We see signs of mole runs in the grass. It is a question whether we set traps, and gather sufficient for mole coats (H'm), but there is the other point —we should probably trap Peter, the household pet. So I think it is decided the moles may escape (if they can; and we hang on to Peter, who, by the way, has behaved very badly at times. He found several nests of young birds, and evidently demolished them, as we found traces feathers and claws. We have been keeping eye him, too, but he evaded everybody turn, and sought his prey. 
Our flower garden display now quite fine. We have brilliant colourings. It has all been planted since Easter —our own efforts mostly, of which we are justly proud. We find the soil good, given suitable manure and attention it will grow almost anything. Some of our party have just gone to Hope Cove, to shop at the Emporium there. It is small, but contains most things one wants. Quite an enterprising owner, and doing good business. Every lodging-house, furnished house, and hotel packed, and in spite of the unsettled weather, folks seem to be enjoying themselves—bathing, winkle picking, etc., when sport other kinds is out of the question. We propose to tackle pools, etc., for prawns on the first fine day. We have ample supply of nets ready. ■ 
Exeter is busy with its sales, and from the number of invitations received, socially also. One hopes for better weather for the many gatherings-next week, especially the out-of-door ones. Those who can attend will undoubtedly enjoy the meeting of friends who roll up these occasions. I am out of it all this year, but probably had surfeit of these things, so am better pleased remain in the quiet of this place. 
Ireland gets a bigger problem than ever these days. Never day passes but some coldblooded murders are committed. It would not surprise hear that the whole body R.I.C. had resigned. From reports it would seem if they have very little support from the military, as the latter never seem to arrive until deeds are done and rioters cleared away; whilst the cases recently given of the treatment meted out to officers who took risks —which some of think justified—does not encourage any undue enthusiasm the part a military officer in command. One wonders what the end will be. 
There must immense revenue falling into the hands of the rebels, to provide things necessary for their brutal work, and incomes for them all to live. American-Irish have been extraordinarily generous to the rebel Irish, showering gifts upon them. I wonder how the American nation would take it, we financed intending revolutionaries to free themselves from American control! 
It has been momentous week at Spa. How will it work out practice, one wonders! We cannot trust a nation who is unrepentant and clamouring already for revenge. Germany will have watched with keen eyes—take nothing for granted, except disloyalty and intrigue, where Germany concerned. It is inbred, and become an obsession with them. Firmness is the only possible line to take; wavering, or granting concessions, is to them a sign of weakness, and they immediately abuse privileges granted.
In years to come let us' hope they will purge their sins, and realise that the only way to avoid wars and the awful consequences is to live amicably and deal justly with your neighbours. The League of Nations will avail nothing if at the source of nations wrongheaded men direct and guide affaire. We hope great things from it, but to have the desired effect must embrace all nations, or become ineffective, far I can judge. 
Our fog has now turned to rain, a real downpour, which means the remainder the day indoors, I suppose. We have plenty of books and friends with us, who, too, want very badly a rest from their many duties. Here nobody can get at you. There is comfort the thought. Yours, PHILLIDA.
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Phillida to Mary Thurlestone Sands, August 11th. 
Dear Mary,—We have, at last, a perfect day—azure sky, with white clouds floating around, clear atmosphere, tempered by slight breeze, just ideal for sport. I am sitting on a balcony, back from the sea front, with a good view of the sea and golf links. The latter are beginning look like business already. With the aid pair of binoculars, I can see the players clearly. It strikes an onlooker, not versed even the elementary rudiments of the game, that a good half of the game—if not two-thirds—is spent hunting for lost balls. A cornfield, which is waiting to harvested, at one particular point, appears to the receptacle for over shot balls, and I believe the golfers anticipate, after the yield of corn, there will be a big gathering in of stray balls. I understand all marked balls are returned their owners, if on the spot. The derelicts are taken to the Secretary, and disposed of, at low prices, to beginners. The game must have a strange fascination for some, who spend the whole of their holiday—morning, afternoon and evening—on the green whilst others, professedly keen, are content with a game, when they can sum up energy enough to walk to the links. Some members of our party spent yesterday golfing, and attended a dance the evening, given by the proprietor of the Links Hotel. It was fancy dress or evening dress (optional). I understand there were quite good fancy dresses, and enjoyable time was spent. Only one had sufficient energy get up for an early sea bathe, but I hear a programme is being arranged for later in the day. There a fete at Hope Cove in the afternoon, to which some of us propose going, when we may help a little the object (purchase of the ground for a men's institute, which is already built) and also supplement the contents of the larder at home. 
Life flows very evenly and pleasantly in these secluded spots; for the time, all outside affairs are put on one side, and old and young enjoy the real rest and bracing air, which is such a feature of this place, each in their own way taking the pleasure they most enjoy. The beaches have been much frequented the last few days by children, who never tire of the beach combing. With the advent of the postman, we get in touch with the outside world, and sorry reading it is today. Black clouds looms large, and all the horrors of war seem imminent. How, and where, will all this ferment end? It seems to me, we are, as usual, too late grasping the significance of the danger in Russia—whilst a year ago, troops could have been spared give aid to Poland, and possibly have helped to check the Bolshevik danger. Now, our hands are full. Troops have been disbanded, and recall to the Army might bring an upheaval our own country. 
The consequences war are too recent and real to expect any rush into a second inferno. Before this reaches you, the great decision will be made. The danger of the Bolshevik onrush is too evident to be regarded with anything but alarm; but the question is, “Can it be stopped now?”  The atmosphere is heavy with impending trouble, look at it from any point of view, and the seriousness of the danger cannot be exaggerated. We can only hope wise counsels may prevail, and far-seeing men guide the nations to a right decision in the matter. Life at present is one long difficulty, and needs courage on  the part of many to keep going at all. Unemployment is greater than many imagine, and still looks pretty serious for the Winter months. The difficulties of the housing schemes are still present, wages disputes prevent progress being made, and the vital question of money to carry out the schemes is still unsolved, so that badly needed as houses are, there are grave difficulties facing local authorities. 
Some folk suggest Army huts as temporary measure, but Army huts cost a great deal of money, and are beyond the purse of many, who would be content—for a time— the shelter they could give, whilst the real difficulties are being settled. 
D. was married on Saturday last, so I suppose their house difficulty has solved itself. They certainly had a weary hunt, and disappointments followed after many apparently suitable settlements were made. They were crossing to Jersey for the honeymoon, and, I fear, would have had terribly cross Channel journey. Brittany and Jersey are the honeymooners' paradise this year, and very charming, too, if the weather good. There is a quaint charm surrounding the people, who are very friendly to visitors, and at present have not laid themselves out to extract the last penny from them. My idea of a holiday is a motor trip through Brittany, visiting every little village en route, which one cannot do by train, consequently often missing the most picturesque parts. 
One wonders what has happened to the beautiful old churches there, left to the care of the peasant population, who, with all the fervour of a religious people, have not the money keep them in repair. Since the State aid has been withdrawn, ruin stares them in the face. surely should be the duty of a country to preserve what are national possessions, and very beautiful at that.
I am going to wander to the beach before lunch. I see tents being erected. Evidently family parties are preparing for a day on the sea front. Our picnic parties arrive later in the week. Last week, the Plymouth Brethren Community were in full force, indulging all kinds of games until late the evening. P.M. enjoys country life, and grows visibly daily
Yours, PHILLLDA.
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Phillida to Mary Sands, August 3rd, 1921. 
My dear Mary,— 
Bank Holiday brought change weather, just when everybody desired the warmth and sunshine, it set in cold and really stormy. Leaden skies in the early morning soon developed (this way) into decided drizzle, the wind increased, so that the drizzle was driving rain, which penetrated everywhere and made things mighty uncomfortable for the brave folk who had ventured forth to enjoy themselves. 
Thurlestone is too far from the railway centre for any abnormal traffic, and the lanes are much too narrow to tempt motor chars-a-bancs. except local vans with picnic parties or Sunday school treats. During the afternoon one party arrived, and with large sails soon accommodated themselves in a quickly improvised tent, from which smoke soon issued. Clad in suitable garb, for the weather, they seemed perfectly happy sitting in the shelter afforded, and the weather permitted a game cricket, or bowls, between. These simple pleasures were as much enjoyed as the more elaborate and strenuous efforts larger scale elsewhere. 
Yet one felt sorry for the legion that were endeavouring to snatch a day by seaside and in the country. To many, Bank Holiday the one day in the year when they can “as a family," and the disappointment must be keen when weather conditions are bad. Elders return worn out, children irritable and tired, and then they begin to wonder "was it worthwhile." From now on to Christmas there are no more public holidays. It is the longest time without break. 
Days are visibly shortening. Perhaps we notice it more in the country. We need lamps and candles now before 9 p.m., and soon the sight of cheery fire will be appreciated. One can usually get firing of some sort in country lanes, especially folk who know how to set about it. Hedges are getting very overgrown and difficult to negotiate in a car without being in considerable danger of losing one’s headgear—if not the head. Those responsible for “trimming " and keeping them order are too busy with other things. The harvest is far advanced, and the weather has delayed operations very little. A good deal is cut and now drying in a high wind. Prices are going-up again by leaps and bounds—butter, cream, and vegetables. Is scarcity responsible? It is certainly unfortunate when one desired things to be easier all the wav round. 
During the sales things abnormally cheap, pre-war prices many lines. It is be hoped all, who could, availed themselves of the reductions. It would mean a considerable save in a family's dress bill. August in the shops is usually "off" month. Too early for Autumn fashions, and late for Summer wear. This the month shop assistants avail themselves of the slack interval to get away, for a much needed rest. 
Very soon Autumn programmes will be hand. One notes the preliminary announcement of a big effort by the Devon and Exeter Hospital Committee to raise funds for that Institution. The time, October, did not seem opportune to the casual thinker, but having heard of the obstacles to the effort, which would have been made earlier the year, one is led to think with the combined effort of City and County, and the goodwill and cooperation of all classes, there will be sufficient enthusiasm to make it a big success. A tour of the towns and villages from which the Hospital draws its patients, is one of the side efforts. An appeal is to be made by the Mayor of Exeter, a Treasure Sale and Bazaar will held in the new wins of the Hospital before it is equipped for use.
The new addition is valuable asset to the community (for whom it is built), but involves larger responsibilities. When increased expenses on the original building have been incurred, without being able avoid them, the new wing will swell the deficit. It help forward the whole scheme this big effort being made. The time for preparation is short, so it behoves everyone think and work, whilst holiday. Every little will help to make a big whole. Bazaars are held because there no other method by which such large sums can raised. 
People who go to picture shows once, sometimes twice week, would doing a graceful and kindly thing to give the money they would spend for two or three weeks' entertainment as their quota to the scheme. A Treasure Sale will certainly bring grist to the mill. Antiques are so much more valued than the brand new article these days. 
In the the remote village of “Hope Cove," combining Galmpton. there is to be a sale next week. The proceed - are for the church organ, which needs repairing and a general overhaul. Usually country villages work well together, and Churchgoers and Nonconformists combine for efforts this sort. We most certainly shall there. 
It would not surprise you, Mary, if I tell you I am particularly dull and devoid of matter this week. We have no political meetings this way to discuss. Golf is the principal topic, and Bridge follows a good second. There are competitions nearly every day, and the golf course is patronised by lookers-on well as players. The air is grand, and the view from the Links is very fine. Bigbury Bay has a fascinating coastline, and inland the scenery is very beautiful. The August contingent have "rolled, up," so that we are quite a little colony of foreigners (that is no doubt how residents regard us). We can almost claim be residents, as we spend five months of the year, and have the privilege of being included in the visits of the rates and tax collector. It is worth it, and, I may add, rates are not calculated give one shocks in this district. After the and towns, the village demands strike one being “reasonable." to say the least.
I am late sending this off. and the postman, although most obliging, can hardly be expected wait on me. Yours, PHILLIDA.
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Phillida to Mary Thurlestone Sands. August 17th. My dear Mary,—.
Signs that summer is passing get more and more pronounced each day. Hedges begin to look drab and draggled. They badly need the pruning hook, which is delayed until the harvest garnered and thatching operations completed. It seems to be the last job a farmer takes hand. Not being farmer, I pass no pronouncement on this plan. Granted, it is a big job to keep the round farm neat and trim, and get the seeding plants cut off ere they have time to ripen, and so increase the weed growth for next year. 
Another indication is the chilly mornings and evenings — it tells the tale that summer is over. We are content, having had a full share of sunshine this year, but September, at times, is the nicest month the year. To that, our last month in the country, we look forward with pleasure and expectation. There are still a few visitors to present themselves, and whilst the resident may be perfectly content, whatever the weather, visitors look for out-of-door amusement. 
It is strange, perhaps, but we find find time flies. The weeks come and go, and the month ends, before have realised it has started on its career. That is a good test of contentment, you agree? 
For the fete Hope Cove the elements smiled. It was a glorious day, consequently there was a gathering of the clans from villages and hamlets far afield. Apparently, one per year is-the limit, everybody tries make things "go." Visitors from "Hope" had been energetic with fishing line and crab pots for the fish stall, which proved a great attraction,' and speedily sold out. Cakes, home-made, piled high one another, drew visitors. Fruit, vegetables, etc., all sold well. Carrots, for Is 6d, were luxury, but sold readily at that.
Amongst the attractions were cockerels and hens in pens. The names had to be guessed. A long list of names was supplied the speculator from Biblical to music-hall favourites. A pig, nicely got in blue ribbons, was patiently awaiting the crowds come and guess his weight, the prize being a fowl; for an extra I/- a chance for a "draw" was thrown in. The possessor of the lucky number became the owner of the pig. I may add "the family" tried their luck, which was "out that day. Altogether it was a cheery show, lots people, and they made record sum on the day's fun. In the evening there was first-class concert, contributed by professionals staying the village, who willingly gave their services. The sum raised was far beyond one's wildest dreams. 
A run into Kingsbridge and trip to Exeter on Thursday (for two days) has been the extent of wanderings since last week.  Exeter struck me as empty, at least it was so in our neighbourhood —closed shutters, drawn blinds, all told their tale.
We attended a wedding at Torquay on Friday afternoon. The bridegroom was the second son of Bishop Robertson and Mrs. Robertson (late of Exeter), and the bride the younger daughter of General  and Mrs. Fagan, who until last year resided at Exeter. The Bishop, who is in bad health, was present, seated in the chancel, and just able to pronounce the Blessing. It was sad to see such brilliant man so frail in body; the intellect is as alert and keen as ever. Mrs Robertson is a devoted nurse, but the strain has told. To old friends that struck pathetic note. Naval friends of the bridegroom were present. It was pleasant to renew acquaintance with friends one had not seen for some time. There was goodly show of presents, and it was noted how " usefulness” is the keynote of present-giving these days. 
Torquay looked crowded with holiday folk. I presume it is good for business. The town is certainly drawing a winter and a summer clientele. prefer it in autumn. The asphalt pavements make it tiring to walk much, in Torquay, but they have a very fine tram service, which covers the town area. 
We are looking out, this moment, on perfect deluge. Rain is so thick it has blotted out the coastline across the bay— nothing to be seen but a blur. Woe to the people who have been caught in this. It looks like a night it, but the root crops need it all. It is surprising that the recent heavy rain has scarcely penetrated below the surface the soil. 
Our gardens are getting demolished, as the peas and beans mature and get used. The plants are being ripped up, leaving bare patches. It is useless to plant autumn vegetables, as we shall not here to use them. It all emphasises the fact that summer has nearly departed, and preparation for winter has now to be considered. 
One could wish happier conditions prevailed throughout our land. One hears of growing unemployment—still more mines are being closed down in Yorkshire, throwing another mass of men out of work. Did the strike leaders look ahead and consider the end of these miners when their advice was so glibly forthcoming? One asked it at the time. It is so easy to upset the balance of things, but not so easy put it place again, and the end is not yet. The months that were involved in coal strikes made householders and employers hunt round for substitutes, which were forthcoming, and are still being used. Whilst industrial coal is now to be had at price, the orders are not coming in, as goods cannot be produced to sell as cheaply as the foreigner can do. 
The demand has ceased. This position has been deliberately brought about by Labour extremists. Sane advisers were thrown overboard, and those who dared call a halt were called traitors. Many now see their folly, but it is too late. The country cannot stand the enormous tax of the host of unemployed. Union funds have been depleted to bankrupt point, so that for some time to come they will be crippled and ineffective. 
A returned British officer from the city of Berlin tells us that workmen not content with an eight-hour – they  work ten or twelve, if allowed, and they are, by their industry, hard work, and sane, common-sense views of conditions building up their lost trade, and will soon be taking from us the little we still have.
Instead of more wages, there are none in too many homes. Sad to say, this likely to be the case in several trades this winter. On top of this madness which took hold of our countrymen in March last made such havoc our midst, we have the Irish problem still facing us. Anyone reading the offer made by our Government will surely think they have gone as far as they dare. They have met the Irish at practically every point bar complete separation. That they dare not concede, most of us agree. One can be quite sure there is a real desire to do everything possible help the Irish to peace and contentment, but a line at “complete separation"  we feel must be drawn.
Our men of affairs need the help of every right minded person these days and politics creeds should be sunk out sight until all pulling together, help to a solution of the difficulty, or, their sympathy, support those trying to it. instead everlastingly finding fault. All those who are in the foremost rank of denouncers of Government policy have had ample opportunities when in power themselves—of testing their own policy. They failed to use it. 
One can only arrive at the conclusion that self-seeking constitutes a good deal of this surface anxiety on the part of the fault finder. ~It should be thrown out of any political organisation, Mary. My ideas can never conform the popular idea.
Perhaps you will engineer a course of instruction for me.
N -  I has arrived from Constantinople, and departed to P , before settling down.  Imagine holiday there in weather of this sort! 
Yours Phillida
Western Times - Friday 21 April 1922 
Phillida to Mary ♦ Thurlestone Sands, April 19th, 1922. 
My dear Mary,— Nobody anticipated the experiences of Good Friday, and Saturday, when starting out their holiday jaunts Thursday. We left Exeter just after 3 p.m. with ominous clouds in the offing. Before reaching Haldon, steady rain was falling, which continued increasingly, with wind, right away to our journey's end, to this remote spot. During the night the wind increased, until it blew half a gale. Luckily, we are not actually on the sea front, being sheltered by hills on three sides, and exposed only to a westerly gale. However, wind on Friday and Saturday seemed to blow alternately from every quarter. Whilst severe and uncomfortable, we have not heard of any damage to property in this immediate neighbourhood. Heavy seas were rolling in, mountainous in height, threatening to swamp everything, but they only succeeded sending spray inland, and visitors from ; London, and elsewhere, regarded the big waves as sight not be forgotten. 
Instead of playing golf, for which the majority turned up, they had watch Neptune in one his worst moods. Saturday was equally bad; most people hugged the fireside, played “Bridge," read, or had musical items. Yet, believe me, never one dull moment did we have. A cheery home party can manage to be happy under almost any conditions, and we certainly were content. The men folk took a stroll between the heavy rains, and got a good supply oxygen into their lungs. Wandering over the hills to "Hope Cove", they had much difficulty in keeping their legs, expecting every moment be hurled over the cliffs. Yet, on they went, and returned safely. One of our party managed to sprain ankle Saturday morning, so his holiday is still an uninterrupted rest. Bad luck one way, yet I certainly think the enforced rest will be beneficial. Sunday, too, was bad. Some the family motored to church, at Galmpton, and came back frozen to the marrow. We quickly got hot prinks—tea, course—and got them normal. By evening the sun was shining, and continued fine. Golf was the popular game for Monday. We strolled across to watch a few "go off" the first three holes, and found nothing very thrilling in the performances. Possibly the good players had started early. There were large numbers, old and young at it. The Thurlestone Links have been much improved this year. They are second only to Westward Ho! now. A large number of people come from Plymouth, and even further afield, for day on the links. As the crow flies, Plymouth is about 18 or 19 miles, but by road, a much more circuitous route. 
We found lots -of children on the beaches, and visitors gathering bundles firewood, evidently taking it their lodgings to keep the fires burning. Coal is an expensive item so far from a railway station, the carriage, after the first cost, running into a considerable sum. Monday afternoon we motored to Salcombe, which appeared to be quite bustling. A local football match had brought many into the town. We decided this part the coast was preferable to Salcombe, which is rather enclosed, or land-locked. 
Apparently, in the gale some time ago, Thurlestone felt the full force. Houses were unroofed. One hotel had forty windows blown in. Stones from the beach were lifted bodily and blown through them. The sea wall, outside the only boarding-house, was undermined. Men are busy repairing the damage. 
The road to Salcombe is the last word in roads. It is too appalling to describe. One wonders whether the Devon Authorities ever mean to tackle the branch roads, or if they I have forgotten there are any. I should advise some them to take a motor ride this way—they would soon have a hive workers on them. 
To-day has been ideal, and there is a beautiful sunset, one of the features of the place; Visitors have been scouring the in meadow front to ' try and find curlews' nests. It seems very difficult to locate them. We have discovered starlings'  nests in the garden hedges, and since this morning two have flown away. 
Simple pleasures amuse and interest us away from town and City life. Ploughing is full swing. The land looks well cared for round these parts. 
We get our papers daily, and so can keep in touch with national matters. The Conference at Genoa is occupying a big space the public vision. So far, little has been actually accomplished, but exchange of views has cleared the air. The Russian delegates are obviously restive, and disinclined to fall into line. Pending official communications, one can only hope and follow sympathetically the efforts of the delegates. 
The head of banking affairs, on his way from the East, has been called into conference, from which one hopes for wise counsel and practical help in financial matters. The exchanges must be stabilised before any useful work can accomplished. Everybody, except the most callous, must sympathise and hope that these gigantic efforts for a clear understanding, and definite curtailment of military measures, may be crowned with success. The task is not as easy as some papers would have us believe, and most right thinking people scorn the belittlement their columns of the men who are striving to pull up the agitators of Europe, who, by their malign influence, might work more havoc in the world than has already been done. Russia has to be dealt with in some way; the peaceful one should first tried.
I think the holiday spirit is abroad. Personally, I am not in much humour for letter writing. My letters from Germany remain hidden, so seem s unlikely I shall quote any portion of them. 
Our travellers have returned, refreshed in mind and body, thoroughly pleased with their treatment in the enemy country. For reasons of their own, their policy is to welcome strangers, and help in every way to give them a good time. Meanwhile they are building up, and our attitude must be to keep a careful watch—not be too trusting. 
Yours, __ PHILLIDA.
Western Times - Friday 22 August 1924 
Phillida to Mary
Thurlestone Sands, Aug. 19th. 
My Dear Mary,
A " great atmospheric depression " is what is generally the preface to a report a storm. Well, that may mean anything. We certainly have had it all right in these parts. Weather forecasts were quite out of their reckoning last week-end —prophesying "slight depression” “some rain and wind in the south-west." Here on the coast, at any rate, it developed into a severe gale. Raging seas, mountainous waves rolling in with thunderous sound, throwing up tons seaweed, which is such boon to farmers for manuring the land. It was an awe inspiring sight to watch; one dreaded to hear of wrecks at sea. 
Visitors probably enjoyed the experience; some ventured out in the teeth of the gale on Sunday, but in the exposed parts of the bay it was impossible pass. However, in this immediate neighbourhood there was no actual damage done, roofs remained on, although we expected to find ourselves roofless in the morning. At Hope Cove, just beyond, the work of the last seven weeks was practically demolished during Sunday night. The foundations of the new breakwater were undermined and washed away, so that it means beginning all over again. Hope Cove is around the bay from here, towards the Start lighthouse, and was a little more exposed. So you see we have thrills in a quiet spot like this. 
Corn has been blown down, lying about in the fields, and flowers have been ruined by the severe winds, so that gardens this year will hardly recover themselves. 
The workmen round tell us a few days' sun would put everything right, crops would revive and ready for the reaper. 
On the road from here to Torquay we pass through Kingsbridge, Totnes, and Paignton. Between the two latter places oats and other grain have been cut for several days. I noticed yesterday, en route to Torquay, that it has not been blown away; the shocks of corn are standing as sentinels awaiting the sun to dry them, which suggests it has escaped damage. It is beautiful bit of country between here and Torquay. Entering from Paignton, one gets the full beauty of Torquay, the situation of the town adding tenfold to its attractiveness. It is still very crowded with people, who appear to defy the weather. We go again on Saturday, making two visits per week lately. Next week I return to Exeter, and I am bound to say am rather sorry for myself in  consequence. 
Apparently the builders have come to no arrangement yet, and work which was begun on our  houses is certainly not being improved, the woodwork being exposed so long to rain and storm. Presently, we shall have to learn to build our own houses, and why not? If things become more difficult the future, children can well be taught any trade for times of emergency. Now the threat of strikes, if everything asked not conceded, is ruining trade and jeopardising our position the future. 
Germany is now in a position to begin work in earnest, and who doubts that very quickly she will compete to our disadvantage in the open markets? 
Now on top of builders, we have porters with dock labourers sympathy; also electricity employees threaten striking, and rumours of several others. The employer is to-day the most to be pitied of mortals; he tries to get contracts keep his people going and they deliberately ruin his and their chances by listening to agitators who will not let men women, if contented, remain in their occupations. 
Meanwhile, Trade Union funds are being swallowed up, loss of wages will soon run into huge sums, and nothing comes out of the chaos. Was ever advice so futile? It will take a long time to recover from this loss in the building trade. I am thinking seriously of starting paper-hanging parties. It would be more useful than Bridge, and in a short time we should probably become experts. I think it would be a good thing for someone to take a bold course, and begin, adding painting to the programme. 
August is a dead month, nothing doing of any consequence, but September will see the revival of all social activities, and one hears of delightful attractions at the various places of amusement, especially in Exeter. 
Shops will begin their lure again. At present they are definitely uninteresting, as one does not know what to buy, but are all anxious to see the autumn fashions, when probably temptation will make us fall. The autumn colourings, followed in the sartorial world, cannot beaten. Autumn tints— the very name sums up all that attractive and alluring in woman's world. 
Well Mary! I've nothing to give you in the way of news. It is what some newspapers call the "silly season," and it is up to their contributors to make talk. Some use their gifts by slating the railways, magnifying every fault to a crime. One paper has recently had an orgie of fault finding, but the railway has not yet collapsed. It has an element of humour in it, I confess. I notice women policemen are to be increased, or the Commission suggests it. Whilst it is certainly desirable in big towns and cities, the rule would not hold good everywhere, and unless the right type of woman is secured, the results, I fancy, would be disastrous. For certain work they would be invaluable. Probably the suggestions will be acted on, and more reinforcements of women added.
 It is a glorious day—lovely sun, gentle breeze, and smoother sea. The young folks are once more able get on the beach. They have gone off laden with impedimenta for playing on the sands. 
Yours, PHILLIDA.
Western Times - Friday 26 September 1924 
Phillida to Mary Exeter, Sept. 25th. 1924
 Dear Mary,—
How did you enjoy week-end storm? It was as violent as anyone could experience in winter time. In the country we came in for the full fury of the wind, and rain lashed the windows like hailstones. It reminded me of the tropical rain in volume. However, we escaped without any damage to persons or property, with the exception of garden produce. The wind laid low all the flowers, of which we had rather a choice selection. Seas were really very beautiful, mountainous for some hours. The gulls were clustered in hundreds across meadow, which indicated to us the previous day, that bad weather was coming. I suppose they fly inland for protection. 
When our week-end party arrived in two cars they looked fairly battered and weatherworn, but did not seem mind it. We had a good fire, and soon safely indoors they forgot the elements. It cleared a little on Sunday. We got to Hope Cove and Salcombe before the rain again started, which drove us back quickly. 
However, we were a jolly party, oblivious to-bad weather. We did not allow it to damp our spirits. 
We had the usual puzzle over the clocks on Saturday night, some protesting they had to be put forward, and others back. However after much palaver got things in correct focus, and the household clocks and watches were duly "put back." It has made considerable difference in the evenings, already. There are long evenings ahead, but plenty to do, and a variety entertainments to choose from for those who not like cosy evenings  indoors. 
We have started fires up here, but as I told you, had them long since in the country.
 I hear there has been a slight influenza epidemic about already. Between the seasons is the time one has to take the greatest care, although, I admit, it has been more or less, a continuous autumn and summer has been a thing in name only. Nothing but disappointment amongst holiday folk, who suggest they have not had their money’s  worth this year. We have enjoyed our stay of four  months immensely. It has been good time from every point of view, except weather. We close on Wednesday next, going down on Saturday to make final arrangements.
 It is time to settle in seriously to one's duties to the community. It is an extraordinary thing that new workers are so difficult to get on public bodies. Many of older workers would gladly make way new for new blood and younger ideas. Even public work is apt to get into a groove if the same members of committee remain on too long although continuity is desirable also. 
Elections to the City Council are looming in the near future. November is the time of hopefulness for new candidates, and a certain amount of nervousness for sitting member who are seeking re-election. Several important issues are before the Council at the present moment, and one notices in the debates a certain amount of "fight" already in preparation for the battle. 
The Ratepayers' Association is getting up steam, preparing the defences for their sitting members. With all due respect to their choice, they have been valuable additions the Council; bold in attack, when necessary and always ready in debates to defend their actions. I sincerely hope their services to their constituents will be recognised by granting them long lease of life in our Council. The women have been helpful, one in particular. Honesty would even their opponents to admit that. Perhaps more may be added this year. It won't do to let the men have it all their own way. 
One sees no appreciable progress with the Exeter Housing Scheme. It may be that houses are going up, but the process seems slow in comparison with other much smaller places. Newton Abbot is pushing ahead rapidly. I have noticed the big strides made there in my journeyings to and fro. Other little places en route have their buildings going up steadily. Many houses have built and occupied at Kingsteighton during  the last four months, and this in the face of the building strike. 
I was chatting with friend recently returned from Germany, where she has been resident for some time. She was saying that English soldiers have married German girls who have in some cases come to England, when the exchange of battalions has taken place, and being disgusted with English housing they have returned to their parent Germany, disgusted the way which people are housed here. 
Everything there she assures me, showing prosperity, and there is no evidence whatever of poverty. Business is beginning flourish, this being noticeable the way people live and in the output and traffic on the Rhine. There is no unemployment such as we have, and yet they are conquered people, and we are the victors. How is it, this can happen. She pays grudging admiration to the way the people work. They work with a will and grim determination to retrieve their position in the world. It behoves us keep a watch on ourselves, or we shall take the lower place in the markets the world, because of the excessive price, of our goods. They can produce more cheaply, and cheapness does not always mean inferiority. 
At the moment, things are quiet in this country. It is with considerable surprise one realises there is no strike on, and a certain amount of speculation as to which branch of industry will suffer the next blow. The uncertainty of working conditions is the worst possible thing for trade, and no real progress will made until solution of our present madness arrived at.  The Covent Garden strike was an ignominious failure, and has resulted in more unemployment. During the short period of the conditions changed, and many employers evolved new methods of delivery, which they intend continue. It is usually so in the case of any strike—a great many suffer, and few materially benefit. 
Football in Exeter has been down on its luck the last two weeks, and severe criticisms have been passed on methods, with good effect one presumes, as to-day's match has reversed the order of things. It is a healthy game and good for the recreation of those who can attend, as long as the gambling element is  kept out. Whether interested in football not, we all like our team to win, but one likes to see the real sporting spirit when the team loses. I am afraid we are not good losers. 
Shops! Yes a word is due about them. They  are positively fascinating. The windows are a temptation to the most uninterested person. Beautiful furs have been on view this week—an endless variety skins and fashions. I roamed round for a short time this morning, and stood gazing at these in particular. Prices have certainly come down and not before it was desirable, for furs had soared to an almost impossible price, if one wanted the real article. There are lovely specimens, which one hopes will shortly find purchasers. I anticipate a good autumn season for the shops, as the summer one held no attraction for most of us, and we have done as little buying was compatible with our needs. Now wardrobes need overhauling, and our city shops can supply all needs. You had better pay Exeter a visit. Yours, PHILLIDA.
Western Times - Friday 24 July 1925 

Phillida to Mary Thurlestone Sands, July 21st, 1925. 
My dear Mary,
It has been an exceptionally hot day, but a delicious breeze is blowing at the moment. Well sheltered under huge green canvas umbrella, we spent the morning on the beach watching the children build sand castles. Whilst there we saw the yachts from Plymouth under full sail, evidently the big race was on. They looked very fine with all canvas set, but there was hardly a breath wind, so they were not making much progress. We have not heard the result of the race. Overhead were flying machines, and one flying boat—all probably part the show. The water was really warm to-day, the bathers were disporting themselves in the water, old and young, enjoying the exercise. One small child of three years was being taught to swim. 
The sea has been a perfect blue, against the cliffs, mostly red, like the soil, with one little patch of chalk white, the whole making a lovely picture. During the last week visitors have increased in numbers, quite a number in the water and on the sands now, although never crowded. One safeguard against overcrowded beaches is the fact that we are five miles from a railway station, so it is not easy to negotiate the distance. One wishes more children could enjoy them. 
There was huge excitement here on Sunday. An old fisherman from Hope Cove turned up with the news that an American liner had signalled to Hope " to send the lifeboat out. This was done, and they found it was wanted to bring a stowaway ashore. We were just preparing to go to the beach, part of the house party being equipped for bathing, so we started off in time to see the big steamer steaming out to sea again. We have never seen one, so close in shore before. The story was, this stowaway deserted from a sailing ship at Southampton, choosing the crow's nest (if you know anything about a ship, you will know where that is) as hiding place. 
Coming down Channel on Saturday night, it was quite cold, and blowing quite a smart breeze, so that after landing their pilot, the deserter felt he was safe; cold and hunger drove him down, but he was unfortunate, as the ship was still close enough to land to put him shore. They were bound for America. A collection was made by the passengers, so that he was not destitute when was put on shore at Hope. What became of him after, do not know. Our excitement was seeing this large ship in close to land. 
We went (two car loads) to Berry Pomeroy Castle in the afternoon, It is a ruin of a beautiful old Norman Castle, with a Tudor house built inside. Belonging to the Dukes of Somerset, the Seymours own the place, and on payment sixpence one can be conducted over the ruins by a local caretaker, who enlarges on the history of the Pomeroys, who were a pretty daring crowd by all accounts. The ghost of one (Lady Margaret, I believe) is supposed walk the battlements night. She was imprisoned in one of the dungeons (and died there) by her sister. 
The front of the Tudor house remains, the windows must have been most beautiful, the tracery (framework) remains. The ruins are situated amongst lovely woods, worth going long distance to see. It is certainly one the beauty spots of Devon, yet one hears so little of it. I believe there a wedding of great interest at Berry Pomeroy Church to-morrow. We finished up with tea at Totnes, and a lovely drive back afterwards. 
22nd. 
Last night heavy rain fell, the gardens are beautifully fresh to-day, and it was sufficient to sink into the earth to do good to the crops. The grain fields are showing a little shade of yellow already. I am not sufficiently acquainted with the land to know if the rain is good for that, but I gather moisture would help fill the ears, and crops look really fine. There is every promise of good harvest.
To-day skies are sullen, such a contrast to yesterday, but is oppressive, and extremely hot. There is thunder in the offing. 
To-morrow I go up to London to attend Friday's garden party Buckingham Palace, but weather at the moment does not seem very propitious for the event. 
Nationally, great unrest prevails. So far, there is little change the miners attitude, and the same applies to the owners of the collieries. Probably before the week ends, Some attitude of tolerance on both sides will be shown. Otherwise a calamitous situation will arise. There appears to be plenty of coal available, because consumers are not buying in quantities, and outside our own country orders are practically nil. One has only to use common sense to realise the gravity of the position. Owners will not run their business at a loss for long, and even if Nationalised, as the Labour people demand, business must pay its way. 
How this is to be done, under present conditions, seems to be the one thing nobody can solve. All arguments used before apply now, and its only owners and workers, between them, who can really get coal back marketable commodity. The price of our coal is wrong —we've no customers. How is the trade to recover? Coal affects nearly every other industry, indirectly, so we see ourselves moving towards dangerous times. 
Unemployment is largely the outcome of the various industries either closing, or curtailing output. It doesn't sound much of a country to brag about, at the moment, does it? No Government, under the circumstances, could feel happy. Although they have had no hand in bringing these things about, they are expected to supply a remedy, when the parties themselves are brutally stubborn, if not criminally so. 
So we are playing a policy of drift. Time alone will tell where we shall land. People, coming from the North tell one how acutely they are feeling the loss of revenue, especially drapers and outfitters. In the South we scarcely note any change, we are not a manufacturing centre Business seems go much usual. 
I have not been able personally to attend sales, but one has been able to do a little post ordering. Next week, I presume, these end, and we shall have the Autumn fashions thrust upon us. I notice cedar-wood brown is to be a new shade. Both shops and shoppers will relieved when sale goods are removed. A month is long time to wander through bargain departments, and gaze badly dressed windows. An attractive window is wonderful seller. People see things and are attracted to a well dressed window. To my mind, is one of the greatest assets a shop can have, added to pleasant saleswomen and men. In Exeter we are fortunate in this respect. 
Yours, PHILLIDA.
Western Times - Friday 07 August 1925 
Phillida to Mary Exeter, August 7th, 1925. My dear Mary,— 
A return to City life is not an altogether desirable change. This delightful weather makes country life so much more agreeable. Bank holiday traffic was stupendous. Standing anywhere in High-street one was struck with the amazing number of vehicles (mostly motors) passing through the city on Friday and Saturday last. Row upon row were lined on either side awaiting a free passage, mostly loaded with luggage, suggesting migration to the sea or country side. On our way to the south coast, the afternoon, we amused ourselves en route by finding the town or county from which the increasing stream came. The letter plates suggested an influx from nearly every county south of the Tweed, and every make of car, from the tiniest of two seaters to the Rolls Royce and Lanchester. It meant careful driving, with never an eye off the wheel. 
The unexpected dangers emanate from the side roads. Mostly motor cycle riders are the culprits, they take them at a most dangerous speed, running great risks themselves, and involving others who are specially watchful, but who times cannot avoid an accident. The usual toll is taken, week by week, and still pillion riders airily whizz by, apparently unconscious that any danger exists.
 It was glorious week-end in spite of prognostications to the contrary. In our particular corner there were more visitors to the beach on August Bank Holiday than any other since we have known the place. The sands were, well sprinkled with humans of all ages, the more portly being the most venturesome in attacking the water. Wild shrieks from mothers of families as they waded into the sea, added greatly to the enjoyment of the children. Fathers were mostly engaged gathering driftwood for fire to boil kettles, a pleasant change of occupation for them. It was delightful to see them all so obviously happy and free from care, for the time being. One enterprising salesman, who had the monopoly all day, did roaring trade with his wares, mostly fruit and sweets.
 En route, one saw various camps. Above the links at Thurlestone a number of tents gleamed white in the sun; beautifully situated, they wore encamped under the most pleasing conditions. They proved to be contingents of Devon Girl Guides, units from Tiverton, Brent, Kingswear, Totnes, Cornwood, and so forth. 
We met them " Hope Cove." they were trekking with their frying pans, cups, and other gear, for a picnic lunch somewhere on Bolt Tail, a glorious headland near by, now covered with purple and magenta heather. Stopping to let them pass, we noted they were a workmanlike crowd, in the best sense, well set up, and evidently enjoying themselves. Afterwards we saw them invade the village shop, brisk sale postcards and other oddments took place. This coast is an ideal spot for camping purposes and under present weather conditions could not be surpassed. A little care has to be exercised when choosing bathing spots, but there is no real danger. That lies on the other side of the hill, at Bantham, where that regrettable tragedy took place last year amongst the schoolboys from Bristol. 
All reports from friends at various centres suggest the same light-hearted holiday crowds and in huge numbers. Until Saturday morning many were in state of suspense, awaiting the result of the conference between the Prime Minister, miners and coal owners. Whilst unspeakable relief was felt that the crisis had been averted, it was marred by the manner of the deal, and generally realised the last word has not been spoken, even now. 
The compromise savours more of funk, and gives the impression fear of the combined labour efforts, had no intervention taken place. Most think it means repetition at no distant date, the trouble will have to be faced, be the outcome what will. At any time it will be grave and more serious than dare think, but nothing but ownership of the mines will suit Mr. Cook and the extremists, and they boldly declare it. So it still has to be decided who is to rule. 
There will be time, between now and the months necessary for the laying bare all facts in connection with the coal industry, to decide who right, and how the mines can be worked profitably. Holding a pistol at one's head and demanding increased pay, will not bring customers, and will not help any other industry directly affected to improve its position. Only work to produce can earn the money to pay wages, and then buyers must be found. So we amble along still a disadvantage, under which cannot be righted by subsidies. Meanwhile other countries are benefiting by our blunders, and no doubt glorying in our difficulties, and desiring they may increase ten-fold.  A slump is expected in almost every business, so that economy is being preached, as it was during the war. What effect it will have remains to be seen. 
Devon county has been undergoing an orgy of shows, race meetings, etc., etc., so that every little village has had, or is having its fete day just now. To them, it the most important day of the year. One realises more and more what boon the 'buses are to the countryside. Long distances can be negotiated now that were never thought by the villagers a few years ago. At intervals, all along the roadside, wherever one goes, little groups of people await the 'buses to take them to what once was unknown country, and at a comparatively trivial cost. 
The sound of the reaping machines in the country is very attractive to town dwellers. There was no cessation on farms on Bank Holiday. From very early morn until dusk the harvesters were work. One always concludes, when watching farm hands, they deserve all they earn. Their duties are varied, continuous, and really require certain skill. A labourer has to work with his brain, or he is not much use, and is relegated to cattle driving. 
The harvest is good, generally, and has been abundant, so that farmers, we hope, will  have no cause  to complain this season. Prices are good. The fault one has to find in the country is, nothing is grown to sell to semi-residents. Any price almost would paid for vegetables, but they are not to be had. Luckily, we have very prolific garden, and an abundant supply—self-supporting you observe !


 I can barely touch shops this week. They look really presentable once more, and in some degree foreshadow autumn colourings. The usual browns, real autumn tints, are always acceptable, but the new phase is for black. Evening wear favours black materials, and mostly satin at that. Hats, too, will have black as the predominating colour. On the whole, one feels better dressed in black than anything else, so we shall welcome the fashion. I think velours, always so serviceable, are already on sale, some of them of beautiful quality. A velour hat can be worn with almost anything, so that a good one is necessary. I have my eye on some in the High-street. and intend to inspect them at close quarters. Don't fcrget, Mary, our Exeter shops compare with any—in fact, we maintain they are much superior/ Yours, Phillida
Western Times - Friday 09 July 1926 
Phillida to Mary Exeter, July 7th, 1926. My Dear Mary,— 
Welcome rain has fallen after a week extreme heat. It has been more than welcome to the dry, parched gardens, particularly in the vegetable section, where growth was very slow. Fruit, too, will benefit. But I suppose it is again too early for those who have not gathered in their hay. There was considerable lying in the fields during the last week-end. What delicious smell it gives out—except for hay fever subjects. The average person loves it. 
We spent the week-end by the sea, and what glorious time it was! "Beautiful weather, and the colouring of sea, cliffs and land, a perfect blend. We did not get any rain. Leaving Exeter we ran into rain squall which persisted until leaving Totnes, after which there wasn't sign of any having fallen. There are more cars and motor cycles than ever on the roads. Coming up on Sunday evening we ran into procession them, with number of chars-a-banc, making for "Hope Cove." The assumption was they were taking people for an hour's airing by the sea.
Visitors are not about in large numbers as yet. , Hotels complain of slack bookings, and consequent loss of revenue. It is put down the coal crisis, naturally. Whether, if and when settlement is reached, the usual flow will set in, is problematical. I think people are going abroad. There are fascinating little spots in Normandy, Brittany and Belgium, and the franc is in our favour. One does not feel  very proud to hear reports of our provincial hotels "'Expensive and poor" is the general verdict. One has recently heard good deal of this talk, which is damaging. 
This week Exeter has been visited by between two and three hundred Canadian students. They come from the various Universities of Canada. The tour has been arranged by the Education League, and each student pays his, or her, own expenses. It is done much more cheaply by these mass numbers. Landing Southampton last Thursday, they came through Dorchester along the South Coast, stopping at various towns for about one day and night. Proceeding via Bicton to Exeter on Monday, they were entertained to tea by Lord and Lady Clinton, and shown the beautiful grounds of the estate. 
They arrived here just in time to find their quarters, being mostly entertained at the hostels in the City attached to our own College then on to Rougemont Gardens, where the Mayoress and wife of the Sheriff received them. Later on, the Mayor, who had been entertaining the Recorder and guests at Guildhall, came on with the Sheriff to join the party, with his guests. The weather held up and a delightful evening was spent, the gardens looking now their best. The Salvation Army Band was in attendance, playing suitable music, one item which gave immense satisfaction being "The Maple Leaf." 
The guests were charming lot people. A preponderance of ladies, very pretty and very full of gratitude for the reception they have met with everywhere. They are having the whole of July in England then they proceed to Belgium and France. that time they will, one and all, need a rest cure I’m sure. We simply rush our visitors from pillar to post, with scarcely breathing time between. Still, they are young, and excitement keeps people going, we know. At the Guildhall they had a talk by the Town Clerk who held them entranced; the Priory too thrilled them and the Cathedral visit,' conducted by Canon McLaren and Prebendary Chanter, was much appreciated. The old documents seemed have appealed them much as the sights of the city. They proceeded to Torquay, where the Mayor and Mayoress held a reception and dance at the Baths which they all attended. Plymouth followed.
 General chaos seems to reign over the coal question. Meanwhile, - coal is coming from abroad to keep our essential services going. This is good for our continental cousins and bad for our own workman.  Everyone wishes the miner a fair and a living wage. But nobody outside the Labour ranks is supposed to have any desire except to crush the men. The leaders who talk this nonsense know it is untrue. We are this promised this state of things may possibly go on to September. A sad outlook. If a little less prominence and publicity were given to these leaders perhaps it would be better for all concerned. Meanwhile, in spite of vulgar abuse the Prime Minister is straining every nerve to  get a reasoned settlement. The country carries on as best it can. 
The jubilee of the Royal Sanitary Institute being celebrated this week, reminds us how far we have travelled in matters of sanitation and health during those years. From the small beginnings of a few pioneer this great work has grown to be a matter of first importance, in every city and town in the Kingdom. This change is nothing short of marvellous, the death rate from disease since the Institute was founded has been halved , and infant mortality has similarly been affected. In 1876, 146 babies out of every 1,000 died the first year of their life. This figure has been reduced to 75. 
The Public Health Acts, too. have been the greatest blessing to the community. The sanitary conditions necessitate an eternal vigilance, and the sanitary officers carry this out to the letter. It has meant  an outlay of huge sums of money,  local authorities have had  to bleed  the ratepayers-sometimes in the face of great opposition- but none can say present conditions do not justify the cost. We are comparatively immune from great epidemics through these causes. Our sanitary officers are ever on the watch to seize any food unfit for human consumption. We get occasional cases in our own city, showing the care exercised on behalf of the public.
We still have our slums. Arising out of this vigilance, the housing schemes have developed. We are gradually getting better housing. It is a  slow process because of the cost, but there  has been steady building, and anyone who has motored through the country lately can only be proud of the countryside with the thousands of compact little homes. They are not ideal in every detail. Nobody claims that. But who has the ideal house? Very few  one fears. In some districts attempts have been made to vary the architecture, but the majority bear the stamp of “council houses” and have apparently been built from one plan and certainly not pretty. The thing is, progress is being made is being made and large sums are being advanced continue building. The Exchequer will have less to loan, one fears, after this long spell of inaction in the coal field. So in this way the poorest folk suffer first. 
So far the sales seem to have been a huge success: I think there has never been a greater variety of materials, from expensive brocades to the quite inexpensive ginghams. The latter is at about 1s per yard make up prettily for children to wear during the holiday. Millinery at sales, I must admit have less attraction for buyers than any other of the many bargains in other departments. The household linen appeals to me personally.  Here one can add to stock at considerable reductions in price-often enough because an article is soiled. But the laundry steps and your purchase is equal to new.  One is glad to know the shops are doing a good trade, as they certainly had no chance in the early summer. May their prosperity continue,
~Yours PHILLIDA.
Western Times - Friday 13 August 1926 

Phillida to Mary » Thurlestone, Aug.11th, 1926. My dear Mary,— 
After spell of lovely weather, there is a decided change for the worse. We have had dense fogs, could hardly see ten yards ahead, and fog signals from the Eddystone booming continuously. It a weird noise, and too much of it would be depressing. 
More than a week ago in glorious weather oats were cut and stacked, and there they remain. It strikes me that an ordinary person would have housed directly, and made sure it. Now it sodden, and will take some time to dry. Evidently we have not the farmer's mind, and he probably knows his business best. 
It is a wonderful crop this way. Just front of me there is magnificent field of wheat, of a beautiful colour and heavy yield, I am hoping the weather will be favourable this week see the completion of that field. Potatoes are good and abundant, and peas, so we revel in our own vegetable garden. 
To-day, in spite of unsettled weather there a big gathering on the sea front. Evidently a school treat, with mothers and fathers, the latter enjoying themselves with cricket. has been too rough for paddling, so the elderly dames have had to be content with games on the village green. 
Campers are still sticking it. I expected to see them washed out last night, when the rain descended in torrents—the real tropical kind. 
Men of the household have been busy on the lawn, one rooting up daisies and weeds, the other pulling the roller over. It has amused me to watch the labour, really strenuous. Being a change of occupation, I believe they have really enjoyed it. But I hear threats of joining a union to limit the working hours. 
But when all is said and done, it is just jolly here—such wonderful air. 
We have had very interesting lot visitors. Four Dutch friends came down to join two Americans, and they got on splendidly together. International subjects were discussed amicably, and really one felt if our neighbours and ourselves could see little more of one another, in our own homes, how much better it would be, and how different our opinion of each other would fee! 
Holiday time and holiday mood does not help one to much effort. There is little interest to give from this quarter. At Hope Cove, about 20 minutes walk from here, there has been a fete to-day, opened by Lady Mildmay. At least it is billed, but must admit we have been too indolent to move out. I presume it has taken place. Such is always an event in the country and local institutions need the annual fillip to keep them going. 
Church schools now are an added burden the country districts. Their quota has to be raised towards the re-construction necessary to retain control. The Education- Authority London has decreed that all Church schools (the buildings) must be up certain standard, most of them being far behind. The job is a large one to tackle needing a large sum money spent on them. Whilst many are responding liberally, it needs the small sums of the people to reach the desired amount. So special efforts go on. month by month. These bring people together, and afford a good deal of healthy enjoyment, besides getting the cash. 
We find the wireless much more interesting the country than we did the city. Here keeps one in touch with the world. We can enjoy the music, sometimes, and certainly on Sundays we look forward to the services. We get better results here. Perhaps the atmosphere is clearer nearer the sea. At times we get clear Morse signal probably from the Lizard, butting in. Anyone familiar with the code could read the messages. 
One realises here how easily one can shelve the coal question, and learn to do without coal. That is the danger one sees. Substitutes will be found, and when the men are in the mood to re-start work, they may find the demand has lessened considerably. It is very certain thousands will probably never re-enter the mines again. That is an aspect that does not get fixed their minds. It is a fact that everyone is using more oil, and finding it perfectly satisfactory for cooking whilst in the towns gas is mainly consumed. Presently, when electricity is cheaper, we shall have recourse to that. It is cleaner.
 Plenty of visitors still around crowding the links, getting plenty of sea breezes. The links here are beautifully situated, right on the coast. There are fine tennis courts, too just a mile from here.
It  is a lovely evening after a stormy day, a glorious sunset, and promise of a fine to-morrow. 
Yours, PHILLIDA.

Transcribed from The Western Times and read on The British Newspaper Archive at https://www.britishnewspaperarchive.co.uk/
by Colin Trenear Harvey for The Hope Cove History Group.
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