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A C.C.S. During a Push.

WH}{.\’ a- big battle is in process of development, the

wotnded are to a large extent rushed to the C.C.S.
direct from advanced dressing stations near the line;
consequently every wound requires attention before the
patient is evacuated. No patient is allowed to depart on ihe
hospital train with a field dressing on his wounds. e

Many of the wounded, of course, receive medical attention m
the A.D.S., but a large per cent. of such are serious cases, and
require almost immediate attention on arrival at C.C.S.

The wounded, as mentioned above, are admitted from ambu-
lance cars or light railway trucks, as the case may be. ‘They
ave classified as lying or sitting cases and passed through the
réspective admitting rooms accordingly, where their p.zurtivul;lr.\
are taken and they are provided with cards admitting them
into hospital. ¢

From the admitting room the lving cases are distributed to
the various wards in the hospital, according to the condition
of the patient. He may be sent to the resuscitation ward, where
every appliance is used which can possibly tend to restore his
vitality and so improve his physical condition that he may
andergo a successful operation, or, being in condition, the
patient may be removed to the preparation ward direct from
the admitting room, where he is pre-

Gas (Not Shell).

O, do not grab your box respirator—it’s not necessary for
this kind of gas. g e
Notice the four brave soldiers who had their photos in the
Buffalo Times? My! their chests are out—that is, three of
them ; the fourth (unknown nationality) has an exuberance of
rotunda, which sticks out just as well as any che&t‘

* * *

Four other members are studying attacks and defence

strategic and otherwise. Wonder why ? :
* * *

_ The famous articulator of the “Originals” is doing great work

just now \v_nh thread and needle. What a useful husband he

will make, in these days, when women are coming to the front

in everything! Perhaps he will undertak i
1 3 aps ake the
if he gets “harnessed’” up. £ i dnues

.\'2\\' the mid-weekly trips to the coast are cut out, it behooves

“us” (the members who like a gargle, oiling up, and com-
: : & ,

plexion renovator) to attend regu-

pared for the operating theatre.

Again, a patient; \\l'nlv requiring
to undergo an operation, may not
need immediate attention, and he 1s
sent to the evacnation ward, where
his wounds are redressed, and
whence he is conveyed to the base
hospital on the first Red Cross train.,

In the case of the sitting wounded,
they are passed from the admitting
room into the dressing room, where
their wounds are redressed, and
they are classified as evacuation or
hold cases, according to their con-
dition. :

In the dressing room quite a nuin-
ber of the patients are found to be
in a serious condition, and to re-
quire almost immediate ope ation.
In the rush and excitement of the
line thev have managed to conceal
the real extent of their injuries, un-
selfishly making way for others
whom they consider to be worse off
than themselves. These men are
discovered in the dressing room and
are sent to the preparation ward,
where they are prepared for the
operating theatre.

Many others—particularly those
with head and limb wounds—are
evacuated. Again, every wounded
man requires to be inoculated —alike
for slight and serious cases—as Soon
as possible after wounds have been
received, and this work also devolves
largely on the C.C.S. in the rush of

battle, in next issue.

mEE—— —

Our dramatic experts are now at
work on the production of a play of

Watch this
Space

larly at the shrine, because it’s the
only ‘“‘real goods” in these parts
and it's scarce, boys, not ])1entiful:-l
comprez ? Makes me feel thirsty
writing even the above few lines. g

* ¥* *
_ The football teamm is starting out
in good shape, and every encourage-
ment should be given them. Don’t
criticise individual members if they
do not show up to form. They are
out to win. Good luck to them.

* % 3

A SCHOOL GIRL’S IDEA OF MEN.

Men are what women marry. Men
smoke, drink, swear, and don’t go
to church. If they wore bonnets
maybe they would. ™ They are more
1(),51!(':11 than women, also more zoo-
logical. Men and women \'pr:'m‘g
from monkeys, but the women
sprang farther than the men.

— i e e

Captain G. W. Stepl i

: . W. Stephens is 4
staff duty at the lC.;\.;[.Z) m});\c:()i]l
quarters, Iondon. : :

% 3 %
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& _Q"l:}jlin J. W. Macdonald is “‘prac-
i‘l;n:;ﬁ ncn{ I;Oll(]()ll, and assisted
t ¢ work of vote-taki in
Canadian Election. it g
* 3 *

. Will some energetic
ry to organise an instr

Y to organise strumental quar-
tette at No. 8? Tt would be a :nost

Whefel & bl
];;Trl:lgr ?md popular institution. Eh,

persen please

- * *

which great things are whispered.
It is said that the caste includes
several artists who have, till now, been keeping their fame
hidden in the anonymity of the C.AM.C. So be prepared.,

* * ¥*

All ranks will offer their best wishes to Miss C. M. Hare,
formerly Sister-in-Charge at No. 3, who was married on Nov.
98th at St. John, N.B., to Mr. G. E. Barbour.

el

M-?C:']viml of (;ur “family” have taken
nte T : advantage of ‘“Blighty re”’

({n@u—' thL‘ ‘m‘.xrn‘ed state.  We understand th;ﬁ the leayg 2

going to be continned—so look out for our next is : ('\um)m 5

xt issue!

* * *

Captain  J. Nicholson, C.F., is with

where we know his good fellowship

full appreciation, I

the C.M.R. Brigade,
and devotion will find

A Eg_r_ewell.

By ‘“StrONG.”

Dinm grows the distant ridge of white,
Bevond the water's heave;

And so dear England fades from sight—
The land that holds the love I leave.
The mist that rises is not rain,

No cloud across the sky-line moves;
But he must feel a stab of pain

Who says “Good-bye” to all he loves.

The childish hands that held my knees
Had not the strength to keep me there;
1 felt the call across the seas,

\Where great adventure lays its snare.

I tore myself from piteous li

t f s lips
Whose trembling pleading bi]d,m
Drew back my hands from frien
And, little caring, sailed away.

e stay,
dship’s’ grips,

Sometimes the rushing course of lif
'Igs beatmg drums and bugle calls e
I'he martial harmony of strife—

Into an awesome silence falls:

’A.nd then are heard its softer notes
I'hat ‘louder tones have rendered {rqin
Bringing the sorrow to our throats <
With tender cadences of pain,

R. Stark (I,/Sgt., R.AM.C., No. 10 c.c.s)




