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H. E. HEWEN.S

FOR

— MOTORS —

AT

MAIDENHEAD.

Phone: 289 & 194.

Telephones— And at
155, Maidenhead. The Taplow Dairy
33, Burnham, Taplow. Taplow.

_é@%__

Brittens Ltd.,

Purveyors of .. ..
Pure MilKk and Cream,

17, Queen Street,
MAIDENHEAD.

___é%___

FARMS:
Spencers, Sheephouse, Shoppenhangers,
Heywood Park, Howe Lane, Hitcham Grange,
The Rectory & Hill Farms, Taplow.

Sports.  Games.

Croquet. Bowls. Golf. Tenns.

Cutlery & Tools. Flash Lamps.
J. BUDGEN & Co.,

Furnishing Ironmongers,

49 & 51, High Street, .. ..

= MAIDENHEAD.

G. W. eODDlNGTON,

Saddler & Harness Maker.

The Best Shop for
Travelling Requisites.

TRUNKS and
LEATHER GOODS.

LEATHER and FIBRE LETTER CASES.
SUIT CASES.
% CASH BELTS.
-

CABIN and IMPERIAL
TRUNKS, &c. A LARGE STOCK OF
FANCY

NILGIRI CANES. 3
WALKING STICKS ER GOOD,
&c., &c.

(Mounted and Unmounted).

Telephone : 504. Established 1765.
NOTE THE ADDRESS :

7 & 53, Queen Street, ..

~>_ MAIDENHEAD.
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Telephone: No. 312.

Telegrams: ‘‘Webber, Maidenhead.’’

J. C. Webber & Sons, Ltd.,

MAIDENHEAD,

Silk Mercers and Drapers.

Everything for Ladies’ Wear, including—COSTUMES, DAINTY FROCKS, BLOUSES, NECK WEAR,
SILKS and DRESS FABRICS.

Household Linens & House Furnishing a Speciality.

Post Orders carefully attended to
and all Parcels Carriage Paid.

S

ALWAYS SOMETHING NEW
AND SMART TO BE SEEN.

ESTIMATES AND PATTERNS FREE ON APPLICATION.

COMPLETE FUNERAL FURNISHERS.

Established 1366.

E.T. Biggs & Sons,

32, HIGH STREET
(Under the Clock),

MAIDENHEAD,
Silversmiths, Jewellers & Watehmakers,

"Phone: 223, Maidenhead.

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS

in Great Variety.

Every class of Gold, Silver and Electro-plated Goods,
Clocks 8& Watches, which we are at all times pleased
to send on approval, at Moderate Prices.

All kinds of Repairs & Mountings done at the lowest
possible prices, consistent with good workmanship.

Wrist Watches a Speciality.

Established 1723.

Telegrams: * Fuller Davies, Maidenhead.”
Telephone: No. 80.

»

FULLER & DAVIES,

0 Family Grocers, 8
Wine & Spirit Merchants,

;2 Provision Importers, ::

126 & 126a, High Street,
MAIDENHEAD.

STORE PRICES.
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SKINDLES,

Telephones: 268, 269, 270.

MAIDENHEAD.

THE MILITARY S8STORE.

N\

'Phone: 408.

J. Hatton & Co.

E. AL KEEBLE,
Manager.

F. C. HATTON,?
A. L, HATTON, ; Partners.
E. B. HATTON,S

3, Queen St., Maidenhead.

- .

A
i

Military Tailors & Complete Outfitters.

MONTAGUE C. ROCK, s,

Dispensing & Photographic Chemist.
FILMS AND PLATES DEVELOPED

within 24 hours.

PRINTING & ENLARGING at Short Notice.

Orders by Post & Telephone (468) receive prompt attention.

38, KING ST., MAIDENHEAD.

NOW IS THE TIME

TO VISIT

Richard Hope’s well-known Cigar Store,
High Street, Maidenhead,

for buying

Christmas Presents

and New Year Gifts

that will certainly give pleasure to the fortunate recipients,

ST S I
=]

It being quite impossible, through this announcement,
to successfully describe the Wonderful Selection, such as

Cigar & Cigarette Cases, Pipes, Pouches,
Boxes of Cigars, Cigarettes, &c., &c.,
kindly INSPECT THE WINDOWS and splendid
stock in Shop.
Quality Al! Prices Right!

The cost of many lines being af least one quarter
less than London’s West-end Prices.

To test the truth of this statement comparison invited.

(==}
S

:: FOR THE RED CROSS.

ABDULLA’S have again issued an exceptionally

beautiful CALENDAR, 20,000 copies, of which they

bear the expense for the benefit of the RED CROSS.

A more charming Souvenir, of its kind, cannot well
be imagined. It is enriched with

Twelve Splendid Pictures of Sport,
by Famous Artists.
Only 1/4 each; ready packed for posting.

R. Hope sold 100 of these exquisite Calendars last vear
and is anxious to beat that record. Please order early.

RICHARD HOPE,
“Ye Olde Smokeries,” o
High Street, Maidenhead.
_ﬁ_

PE~ Adjoining Town Hall.

Established 1860.
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EDITORIAL STAFF

Tue gigantic developments of the com-
mercial activities of the nation have, in their
turn, rendered necessary an intelligent and, at
the same time, a satisfactory system of control
which can direct and influence the manifold
operations of the business world so that effici-
ency and economy, both of time and labour,
may be secured. The successful commercial
magnate who has never received any scholastic
training in the conduct of business is certainly
the exception and not the rule. Thus it behoves
every intelligent individual who is anxious “to
make good ™’ to be acquainted with, and possess a
sound knowledge of, common business matters.

The old idea of allowing the aspirant after
commercial greatness to gather, haphazard, the
necessary technical information after his en-
trance into the concern of his choice will not
stand the test of modern times. The office is
not a place to seek knowledge, but one in which
the employee is expected to uwse it. Time is
money, and there is nothing more annoying to
anyonedealing with the more important matters
of a commercial concern than to be compelled
to leave those matters to superintend and in-
struct some new addition to the staff in the
elements of business methods and dealing when
those elements might easily have been mastered
before entering upon those particular duties.
Again, the man engaged in a particular branch
of commerce, though, perhaps, a past-master of
his own immediate calling, is so constantly
coming into contact with other phases of com-
mercial activities, not directly in his own line,
but inter-related in the vast relationships of
business life, that a knowledge of matters above
and beyond those with which he is constantly
dealing will prove to be of the greatest value to
him in the conduct of his own affairs. An ac-
quaintance with commercial subjects in general
will enable one to take a more intelligent and
comprehensive view of his own particular busi-
ness by bearing in mind the relationship in
which it stands to many others.

What, then, are the opportunities offered

by which one may obtain this necessary know-
ledge? 1In other countries, for example the
United States, France and Belgium, spacious
and well-equipped colleges or institutions were
established for the purpose of imparting in-
struction in the most modern, practical, and
effective methods of conducting business, and
the results have been such as to prove the value
of the foresight and enterprise expressed in
these ventures.

In a somewhat less ambitious manner, in
connection with our Technical Institutes and
Higher Education Committees of our cities and
towns, both day and evening classes are held
in those subjects which are so closely allied with
modern methods of commerce. Where students
are numerous, model offices are fitted up in
which specimens of all the various devices in
use to-day are to be seen in operation:—Copying
presses, duplicating machines, cabinets of the
card indexing system and the such like. The
student thus, in tabloid form, becomes person-
ally acquainted with the purpose and manipu-
lation of the very things he will be called upon
to handle.

Classes are also held in commercial law,
commercial correspondence (both English and
foreign), book-keeping and accountancy, short-
hand, typewriting, and various other matters.
The student, therefore, is enabled to obtain a
general appreciation of the many activities
concerned in commerce, and so becomes better
fitted for holding positions of trust and man-
agement in connection with business life.

Sir Albert Rollit, addressing the London
Chamber of Commerce, said *“ Commercial edu-
cation should produce mental alertness, ready
adaptation, the quick seizure of new methods,
and—from a business point of view—up-to-
dateness.” This is the aim of the various forms
of commercial instruction that are being given
throughout the country to-day. It mustalways
be remembered that, if Britain is to secure and
maintain the commercial supremacy of the
world, her business methods must keep abreast
of the times. Antiquated methods must find
their place on the scrap heap, and must be re-
placed by more modern and better ones.

It has been realised that many men’s minds,
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from various causes, will be turned in the direc-
tion of commercial life, and with the idea of
giving to those thus inclined some insight into
various business practices and requirements,
the evening classes in connection with the
Hospital have been started. They are at present
in their infancy, and are necessarily undergoing
the process of moulding, but, with the cordial
and loyal support of the students, there is no
reason whatever why successful, useful and
practical work may not be done.

Book-keeping and accounts, commercial
correspondence and shorthand are to be dealt
with first. It is felt that these are the subjects
which will be of most service to the students.
Typewriting, too, is to be introduced if sufficient
typewriters are available for use. Other matters
are under consideration, and the near future may
see new subjects on the list of studies offered.
It remains now with ‘“Clivedenites” to rally
round the classes and show their appreciation
of the efforts put forward by the authorities of
the Hospital to place in their way means, not
only for the improvement of general education,
but also means by which the men may be better
fitted for the keen competition amongst labour
which is bound to occur upon the return to
civilian life of the mass of men now serving in
His Majesty’s forces.

 e—

Evening Classes.

The patients are reminded that, though the
evening classes havealready commenced, it is not
too late for those who desire to receive such in-
struction as is offered to join. It would be a
great pity to lose such a fine opportunity. We
have, indeed, been fortunate in securing Mr.
Pascoe as instructor. He is an exceptionally
able teacher, and under his tuition the class has
already made considerable progress. Classesare
to be held on Monday, Wednesday and Friday
evenings.

K

A SUPPLEMENTARY CHRISTMAS KEDITION

of this Magazine will be produced early in
December, price sixpence. Printed onart paper,
it will contain reproductions of most of the
cartoons published in the CHRONICLES since its
inception. The entire profits will go to the
Patients’ “Comforts Fund.” Please assist us to
aid the fund by ordering copies early. Order
forms may be obtained at the canteens, &ec.

To the Editor.
SIR,

I would like to, in some measure, show
my great appreciation of the real good times I
had during my prolonged stay at Cliveden, and
for the many kindnesses shown to me, as they
were to all the “boys™ (with apologies to Gen.
Sir Francis Lloyd, who does not approve of
this term of “endearment.””) I can think of no
better way than to make use of the journal to
which I contributed a few Ward Notes.

Wishing to eliminate any desire to
individual compliments, I will generalise.
During my stay I was able to see the desire of
all to make things as pleasant and comfortable
as possible for Cliveden’s “ temporary residents.”
This desire found force in effort, from high
command to ward orderly—most of whom
themselves have been “in dock.” Naturally,
as in all branches of the Service, “Rules and
Regulations,” and things we are apt to think
“red tape” will always be ‘“permanent resi-
dents” who will try and hide the wish of all to
make the “boys” happy during their period of
repair.

Although situated, shall I say, in ““no man’s
land,” the Hospital itself is surrounded by
beautiful Thames Valley scenery, and although
not having the lively environment of the town
—which is is so longed for after a life of mud
and clay—this is largely compensated for by
the numerous trips, outings and splendid con-
certs which help to make the “boys” forget
that mud and clay, and its accompanying “ whiz-
bangs,” “crumpers” and those little whining
noises—you know! Has anyone noticed, after
a “dull” day, discussion turns to these things?
I have! It is a disease that is not mentioned
in the official ““ book of diseases,” but is, perhaps,
more prevalent than any, and that is why I say
“¢ More power to the elbows’ of those who make
that splendid effort to cure it!” Cliveden, in
my humble opinion, does this, and more.

I have, by observing things, seen what a
splendid medical service the Hospital is so for-
tunate to have.

All these things will be retained in my
memories of Taplow, and if I achieve my object
in recording my sincere thanks and appreciation
this letter will not be superfluous.

Wishing your journal every success,

I am, Mr. Editor,
Yours faithfully,
J.F.H,
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EVENING CLASSES, AT CLIVEDEN,

‘“are at present in their infancy."—Vide Editorial.

Staff )Yotes.

We hear that the members of the ball team
who went to Ireland found themselves, on one
of their jaunts, in a dance hall full of Sinn
Feiners. There were no casualties, so it seems
safe to suppose that the boys were overlooked !

They tell us that riding in a jaunting car
is fine, if you are strapped in! That “ Bush-
mills ” has an everlasting kick in it, and that
Maddock would never have been sea-sick if
that particular brand of liquid joy had been
previously given cargo space !

The Welsh bard of the fumigating dept. is
desirous of acquiring information concerning
the Anti-sweating Fund! Is it not affiliated
with the Anti-sweating League, of which he
is himself a member ?

Congratulations to Gardner, who has had
matrimonial leave. All the usual good wishes,
of course! A testimonial from the members
of the Staff has been subseribed for, and will
be presented to Pte. and Mrs. Gardner on the
occasion of their marriage. We understand that
1t will take the form of a present of table silver.
Good luck to them !

A meeting was held at which a committee
was appointed to make arrangements for a
weekly dance, to be held by the rank and file
of the personnel on Friday evenings, at the

Swan Hotel, Maidenhead, throughout the winter.
With all his worries, the Sgt. Steward can

“step some”’ when there is a “hop” in sight.
Pte. Thomas is taking the rest cure in G.2.

We should like to know—

Who the five Scotsmen were who hired
the taxi and were discovered pushing it up the
hill ? How much of a rebate they expected to
get ?

What the attraction was that kept Latimer
chained to the hotel office desk so long in Dub-
lin? *Shure, a little bit of heaven fell from
out the skies one day !

Who it is who has adopted the nom de

plume of ““ Elsie,” and sent the post card to the

“guardians of the gate””? The Corpl. would,
sure, like to get acquainted some more with
“ Elsie” !

What has become of the goat ? Is he over-
staying his leave ?

When is he going to ring-a-th’-bell for
“Tuff” ?

Who is the dancing professor on the Q.M.
Staff ?

Why the Clothing Store Sgt. is wearing
a worried look these days ?

Who will be the quarter bloke’s partner at
the next “hop” ?

If the P.-Case Sgt. is still holding his daily
classes in light fantastics ?

Why did Johnson look so worried? Was it
because he didn’t see her Cumming ?

A e N
SERGEANTS WEEKLY DANCES.

A most enjoyable evening was spent at the
Swan Hotel on Tuesday evening, Nov. 6th,
when the W.0.’s, S.-Sgts. and Sergts. on the
Hospital Staff inaugurated the first of their
weekly dances, which are to be held during the
winter months. Dancing commenced at 7 p.m.
and lasted until 11 p.m. During the interval,
at 9 p.m., light refreshments were served.

The music rendered by the orchestra was
excellent, and everyone seemed to be enjoying
themselves thoroughly. Among them we noticed
R.S.M.Jones, Q. M.S. Goddard, Q.M.8. Hodgett,
S.-Sgt. Hone, S.-Sgt. Metcalf, Sgts. Simmons,
Monroe, Heddick, McLaren, McPhail, McLeish,
Jenkinson, Bradley, Hayes, Sinclair, Eldridge,
Walker, Machon, White, Bunting, Kilvington,
and Henderson.
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Jhe girl with the sea-green eyes.

By Harry TIGHE,
Author of “The Sheep Path,” “ The Man in the Fog,” &ec., &c.

The tropical day had languidly passed, as
such days do on board ship in mid-ocean. The
passengers watched the sun set in its fiery glory,
but they did not watch it with the same interest
as they eyed the ““tiresome girl.” So some spoke
of her; others, more malicious—perhaps younger
women— called her “an affected flirt,” or “an
impossible girl.” Tt was true her sea-green
eyes seemed everywhere—where a man was to
be found. Some of the passengers spoke of her
with suspicion. No nice girl would use her
eyes as she did.  Yet, in truth, every load of
human souls that passes in a mail boat from
continent to continent carries a specimen of
the girl's type. TIhat fact was scant comfort
to the mothers of the young men who sat
with the “impossible girl”’ long after the deck
lights were put out ! Monstrous!

The girl had had a big success. It made
her self-confident; she was immature. She
over-stepped herself—or “over-eyed’” a man of
the world. He was a quiet traveller. THe had
done great deeds in Gallipoli before the strain
of war crushed his nerves. e looked at ship
life with cynical amusement, It was his aloof-
ness that piqued the girl. She met him, quite
by chance, in the half-hidden corners of the
deck or in the passages. He summed her up,
and smiled at her. Women to him were com-

panions to be toyed with, as a child plays with -

a flower, then throws it away. The man avoided
speaking to the girl. ~He merely smiled at her
when they met.

The girl with the sea-green eyes knew not
her limitations, which was well for her own grati-
fication. In time she became annoyed at her
impotence to catch the ex-soldier. It angered
her. Yet it made her almost weave a romance
of love.
last, with the bait of her curious sea-green eyes.
Why should he alone refuse to bend to their
charm? Why did she desire to “bait’” him?
She was too immature to understand herself, or
to read him.

She learnt he dressed early, so as to have
a free deck for a walk before dinner. It was
stupid not to have found it out before. IHe
must be one of those shy men who only make
love to girls out of sight of prying eyes. Ship
world is full of gossips. He was afraid of them.

She would trap him, the biggest fish,

This immature girl laughed at his “silly fears,”
as she chose to sum them up.

She caught him on the upper deck. He
It was a gor-

was looking at the setting sun.
geous sight. She sidled up to him and leaned

over the ship’s side—quite close to him. He
or. He loved colour,
ITe was poetical in his
Few knew it, for the reti-

did not see or hear her.
especially in Nature.
intimate thoughts.
cent man had few friends. The girl coughed,
then begged his pardon—more than half.
expressed with her eyes. It was a shame to
disturb his thoughts. What were they? She
wondered !
beauty of the sky, the sudden, short afterglow.
She looked at the sea, and asked him if he did
not admire its colour?

Then she raised her eyes and looked at him.
She was audacious; she knew it; she revelled
in it; she triumphed by it.

He understood. What does the wisdom
of life not teach? He looked at her and smiled.
He rather pitied her. She mis-read the expres-
sion. Indeed, all glances thrown her way were
to be interpreted only in one fashion. They
talked lightly—could the girl do otherwise ?
When the dinner-gong rang they went down
together; that was in itself amazing; and many
were the whispers about the fresh conquest of the
“sea-green eyes.” Unwise world! Blind ship-
board life! What matter? The sea-green eyes
had scored.

The girl was so pleased with herself that
she qut “nap” after dinner, and had two
cream ices.

They did not meet again till the deck
lights were lowered. The “proper” girls had
gone below. The sea-green eyes searched the
dim decks. She was standing alone—purposely
if the truth is to be told. She heard footsteps,
and glanced sideways. The colour in her cheeks
deepened; she was glad the lights were low,
She turned her head and looked at the phos-
phorescent sea. She waited for him to speak.
She was very sure of herself. She was very
young and immature. Her heart beat “kettle-
drums.”

She could not see the smile on the silent
man’s face. It was as well.

“T've been looking for you,” he whispered.

There was an unusual tone in his voice.
She interpreted it in her own way, and sympa-
thized with him for his “nervousness.” Poor
boy ? He really was rather a dear Gallipeli herq !

He spoke in a low voice of the
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She turned round as she said, “I have
waited for—.""

She purposely left out the personal note.
She was sure he would kiss her before they said
good-night. She could almost feel the press of
his lips; and she knew well how she would
express her surprise, as she always did, for the
sake of appearances.

» He did not speak: she was forced to break
the awkward silence. She liked shy men; they
gave her a pleasant sensation of superiority.

“You have found me.” In a very low
tone she added, “TI don’t know what it is you
want to say, but I am ready to listen to wow.”

“That is generous of you,” he answered,
in a voice that echoed the hollow shades of her
voice. He was not aware he had implied a wish
to say anything in particular. He wanted to
humour the girl. The girl was immature and
did not understand.

“Shall we sit down?" she said coyly.

He neither answered nor moved. Again
she mis-interpreted his attitude. After a pause
she said, “ How hot it is!” In contradiction
to her words she drew a chiffon scarf round her.
He wassmiling at her. She raised her sea-green
eyes to his.

“Have you nothing to say to me?” she
asked ingeniously—the pose was rather over-
done.

“Yes,” he replied, “I have something to
say.”

4 His tone was one of ridicule—but she was
immature.

“Well,” she ejaculated by way of encour-
agement. If he proposed she knew what she
would say. She always used the same words.
She was neither original nor clever enough to
cloak her ignorance, and had learnt a few
sentences out of some magazine stories to suit
occasions of great moment to her.

A light suddenly lit in a near cabin shone
on his face. She was startled. His expression
seemed different in the bright light; though he
still smiled at her sea-green eyes, raised to his.

“You have something to say to me?” she
murmured tenderly—toencourage him. “What
isit! I can’timagine! butI'm ready to listen.”

She wondered if he would express himself
as other men had done. She did not think so.
She waited with interest to see how he would
phrase his admiration. She waited with interest
to hear the words she felt sure he would speak.
She murmured them to herself ; she was so im-

mature. .

“Your aunt sent me to ask you to go and
unhook her blouse. She is waiting in the
cabin.” That was what he had wanted to say.

A full expression of mockery broke over
his face. She understood. Without a word
she walked away.

With a smile he lit a cigar, and, in the
smoking room, drank a whiskey and soda.

The girl never again used her sea-green
eyes till she was safe out of sight—in most cases
out of mind—of the passengers on board the
Australian mail-boat. Anxious mothers and
dowdy girls were unanimous in saying the last
part of the voyage was far the most pleasant.
Inwardly, though they never knew the cause
of it,they enjoyed seeing the girl with the sea-
green eyes in her “proper place.”” But they
were wrong. Her milieu was among the laugh-
ing, heartless butterflies playing amid gaudy
flowers without scent.

 mererrm——

“Poker-it-is!”

The Corp. was a Christian, he played on the square,
Though he “figured ” the cards pretty close ;

He knew when to stay any time on a pair,
Or lay down a “full” when he chose !

The Sergeant could play a more difficult game ;
I don't mean to say he would cheat,

But he held the top cards when the big betting came,
And some hands that couldn’t be beat !

Coming back from a week-end the two chanced to meet
(They were very old friends) on the cars;

And as neither the other at * Poker” could beat,
They played * Euchre "—five points for cigars !

The Sergeant was dealing, he bit off a chew;
The Corp. for a tick turned his head,

So the Sergeant while shuflling * slipped the deck through,”
And the Corp. “ cut a cold one " instead !

On raising his hand, the Corp. was amazed
To see he'd four kings in a lump,

While the Sergeant, not seeming a particle dazed,
Turned up a red queen for the trump.

The Corp. voiced an idea: * 1 wish this was ¢ draw,’”
Heaved a sigh from his trousers’ waistbands,

And the Sergeant said, “‘ Gimme ' that queen ! ” (burning over
“And I'll play the hand outas it stands ! " [his chew),

“All right,” said the Corp., for he saw in a trice
That the Sergeant had one of two things;

Either a “full ” or four queens, and he hadn't a chance
To rake the pot down from four kings !

The Corp. just bet fifteen, the S8ergeant “ came back,”
The Corp. answered him with a raise ;

Of the bets these two made I couldn't keep track,
But they piled up like girls in a chaise.

At last said the Corp., “ Here, I'm hunting no more,
Four kings! Reach me over that pot!"
“Hold hard,” said the Sergeant, “I too, have got four—
And it’s four little aces I've got ! "
The Corp. simply stuttered, he struggled for speech,
Said, “I know I shall not understand "
(As they got out at Taplow), “ but tell me, you leech,
What the queen had to do with that hand ?” W.C.P.
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‘Ward Yotes.

F.1.

We tender our heartiest congratulations to Sister French
upon having the honour to be awarded the Royal Red Cross
Medal.

We welcome back Sister Stewart after her well-deserved

holiday.
Great amusement was caused amongst our verandah
patients to watch the antics of Lt. S— untying his pyjamas

and solving the problem of getting into a “¥rench " bed. No
offence.

We have just given our Scotch Wonder, L.-Cpl. Conkie, a
hearty send-off to his home in “bonnie Dumbarton.” He was,
without doubt. a great wonder of this Hospital. His cheery
presence we shall greatly miss.

We have a gramophone expert ! He guarantees to take a
gramophone to pieces every time before playing a tune. What'’s
more ; he is a cross between a Scotchman and an Irishman !

Our kitchen staff is going strong on whist. They will soon
be able to challenge all the other kitchen staffs. NIMROD.”

+oWw

G.1. X

Welcome to the boys who joined us on the 8th. Hope
they’ll have a better time with us than they had in Flanders.

Whatever shall we do when he goes? Yes, he “worked”
his ticket !

We hear the Lord Mayor’s Show was a treat, but it was a
pity the number was limited to three in blues.

“Tom-tit" is back again. He brought his son back with
him. They told me the son was like his father, but the
“Circle” forbids me to say more of the matter !

“She” is going to Roehampton—Good luck to her!

Good bye and good luck to you, Dan. Many a sad heart
has shewn a smiling face while you have been here.

f “Are peacocks kept in hutches ?”" I was asked the other
ay.
LE L

G.2.

It seems to us that our ward ought to be re-named
#Cupid’s Ward.”

Is her name really Mavis ?

We should like to express our thanks to Miss Aird, whois
so untiring in her efforts to provide amusements for our needle
“fiends.” We do not say much, Miss Aird, but we think a lot,
and you may be sure that your work is fully appreciated by G.2.

We are sorry tolose *“Mae.,” our orderly, who has left us
for France. We wish him all the best of luck, and a safe return.

Oh, Jessie, fairest and most charming of night orderlies,
how we miss you! Will you never return to delight the eyes
of your sorrowing admirers—and pinch their eggs ? Shall we
never hear your dainty feet earwig-squashing on our linoleum ?
Aint this war simply awful ?

Hast heard the news ? Hush! and I will tell you. A new
appointment at the A.D.M.S. office. We have him here. Ask
our night orderly !

R.I.P. In loving memory of a dear departed comrade, who
lost his life at a recent bun-struggle, through nervous prostra-
tion at finding two currants in one fruit-cake ! Once more we
would impress upon the patients at this Hospital the awful
horrors of this terrible war!

Oh for the voice of a bard or the pen of a poet that I might
extol the praises of Sister Harrison, who has just left us for
day duty. Alas, I am not a “literary bloke!” In the midst of
our grief at losing her we extend a hearty welcome to Sister
Allen, and trust that she will be able to stand the strain of G.2.
Things we would like to know—

Who uses *Bluebell” polish as a first field dressing ?

Why Cpl. Upton rinks so much ? Is she really so ravishing ?

What is it our M.O. likes so niuch ? This is not a chestnut !

L2 2

e
More of the old boys have left us during the past week.
Our best wishes go with them. Old Murrel has gone back to
his depot. Good luck to him ; he was one of the best.

L.-Cpl. Moore, better known as “0Old Bill,” is now back in
H.l. He wishes to be remembered to all his old friends at
High Wycombe and hopes soon to be with them again. He
hopes that Gnr. Wyles has quite got over his operation, and
would like to know when Ben. will be thirsty again !

It was noticed that one of the patients was very upset the
other day. Was it because the orderly gave out the cigs
instead of him, and that he only received his correct issue of
ten instead of his usual fifty ?

Who is the patient who has always a tear in his eye ?

Who was the Sister in our ward who said “she wished she
was in Heaven,” and who was the patient who said “he wished
he was there, too” ? :

We wonder if Sullivan made a good ‘‘best man ’’ ?

e

H.2.

“Frenchy” has left us. No one shed a tear at his depar-
ture ; not even the Night Sister, who, we are told, used to be
greatly struck with the mellowness of his voice as he sang out
“8-0-l-d-a-a-t,” in the dead of night. It is to be remembere(i
that he raised a comfortable thirst in the throats of more than
a few of us by his singular request for “s-t-o-o-t" after “lights-
out” was sounded. ¢

We have had an addition to our staff. Welcome, Sister
Graham.

Although our gramophone has “got another sock in it,”
we do not lack for music. One of the “b’hoys” is fast becon’x-
ing an accomplished clarionet player, and his tunes in the
evenings help to keep us merry and bright.

It is said that an ordinary comb, wrapped in a small piece
of tissue paper, makes an excellent musical instrument. At
least, our friend, Th—, seems to think so. Good old Th— !

We regret losing our esteemed night orderly, “Reidie.”
Lucky H.1! i

We welcome to our midst “Shorty.”

Things we want to know—

What is the attraction in London for * Dr.” Theabardge ?
Has the girl got red hair and is her name Nellie ?

Who put the “dope” in the tea ? :

Who * pinched ” the eggs ? X

Who is the “ guy ” sleeping in number forty-six bed on the
verandah who practices physical “jerks” at 2 a.m. in the
mornings ?

Who is it who has been designated “ The Dog " ?
he sleep on the verandah ? i " Dogs

Who started the argument which caused Sister O’Dell to
laugh immoderately ?

e

J.1.

We have a patient here who would like a Sister all to him-
self ! Anyone oblige ?

Say, Sweet, who taught you to “swing the lead”? You
“gwing it"” fine—on the floor !

We specialize in leg-pulling in our ward. For pr
are referred to Gnr. Brigham Young, of “17” bed. Brost, T

Say, Swett, I guess you'll sweat some now you have joined
the C.A.M.C. Let me introduce you to the floor-polisher
Guaranteed to cure all ailments —“ Fedupitis,” *“ Homesickitis »
and all other “itis,” too numerous to mention.

What is the idea of these frequent changes in our staff?
Is J.1 such a model of perfection that they have decided to use
it as such ? Very nice, too ! .

Why does our violinist take his instrument into the woods
to practice? Has he got another string to his bow ?

What is an optical illusion? One instance—When a man
mistakes crab-apple jelly for fish, and thinks it is until he
tastes it.

Why is our ward so quiet now at night? Alas! Alack ! we
have lost the funmakers. Gone, but not forgotten! Could we'
but live the past again ! -

‘Was the cow on strike the other night when we didn't get
any milk ? y .

Is it owing to curtailed travelling facilities or our strap-.
ping young centre-forward, Bob, that twice in succession
opposing teains have failed to turn up? . “Wind up,” I guess,!

Official (delayed).—An (hjair raid was carried. out here
yesterday. Casualties slight; only five wounded. All head
wounds. Reprisals demanded ! S.P.N.
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J.2.

We are glad to welcome our esteemed lady visitor back
from her vacation.

We received a great disappointment the other day when
we discovered that Sister Skillen did not come back to stay.
We wish her every success across the hall. Lucky J.1!

The Maidenhead choir greatly miss their 1st tenor. Jolly
o{:il l_\lla:jor! We wish him good luck and suceess back at the
old job.

We miss the smiling countenance of Sister Whitton, who
i8 having a well-earned vacation. We all wish her a good
time and a speedy return.

Things we would like to know—

Why Taffy suddenly departed from our midst ?
What did Towny do when the wheel came off the taxi?

LOOAL OBSERVER.
A dew

K.1.

Though it is rather late in the day to bid “au revoir” to
Sister Essery and Sister Hay, we would like to say how very
greatly we regret their departure.

To both we extend grateful thanks and our warmest good
wishes, and we trust that good fortune and happiness may
always attend Sister Hssery, who has gone on transport duty.

We were more than fortunate in securing Sister Hunter
and Sister Kennedy. They and Sister McDougall, our Night
Sister, are perfect-—well, we must spare their blushes !

Later : Alas! Alack! Sister Hunter—who is the well-
deserved holder of the Royal Red Cross Medal - has left us
for good. We are genuinely sorry, and trust that her futuve
life will be one of happiness and prosperity.

Sister Kennedy is having a holiday, and we are glad she is
coming back to us.

We voice our cordial greeting to Sister McLeod.

Yes, beef-steak, eggs, and a cup of tea after dinner is rather
a nice change from the ordinary diet, and it is no wonder that
some patients are—well, shall we say, not averse to being
placed on the “special.”

Fancy a man of 52 joining the army for the sake of curios-
ity ! Ob, yes, it has been quite satisfied. Quite a unique case
for either a psychologist or a phrenologist, eh !

“Stop yer ticklin’” is a ery which the ward is getting
quite accustomed to. Really, Jock, your feet must be extra-
ordinarily sensitive.

One of our Canadian patients is quitealarmed at the heavy
taxes which are being imposed in his native land. He has
decided that his farm stock shall be severely curtailed. He
will keep one hen!

We are sorry to lose you Dearlove, but we wish you the
best on your return to “civie” life.

e

K.2,

We desire to express our hearty congratulations to Sister
Blewett, who has received the Royal Red Cross Medal. From
our all too brief experience of her work we are sure that she
thoroughly deserves the distinction.

There seems nothing of interest to report just at present.
Nobody in the ward is very sick; nobody has over-stayed a
pass more than three days; nobody doubts the efficiency of
our noble staff of M.P.s ; the Sisters are good-tempered ; lockers
are tidy, and even ** Smiffy " seems quite tame lately.

But stay, 1 have been asked to enter a *“grouch” about
the sour milk lately. Ts somebody trying experiments or are
the cows worried about the Italian fiasco ?

“Danny " advises everybody never to complain of stomach
pains. “ Fresh air and water diet ” sent him quite melancholy.

Welcome back to the massage dept., “ Mae.”

. t"’:’]ease stop pulling the Sergeant’s leg about those choco-
ates.
It is rumoured that “ Derby " is going to buy “Gran’-dad ”

a new money-box. The old one is “ Nap " ooh ! H.J.B.
e :
ALEX. 1,

Our best thanks to the Sisters for the splendid spread we

had on October 29th. Their efforts were more than appreciated.

We also wish to thank those who provided us with a
musical evening—the visitors from Burnham, and members of
K.1 and G.1.

We are glad to see Sister Graham looking so well after her
holiday, but very much regret that she hasleft this ward. We
feel sure thatshe will be very popular among her new patients,

By the time these notes are published Sister Norton will
have left us. Although we are sorry to lose her, we feel per-
haps that she will welcome the change from night duty.

Why is a certain member of this ward so popular? Have
you seen him walking with his erutches under his arm ?

Will our competitors suceeed in bringing the Whist Chams-
pionship to our ward ? Anyway, we wish them the best of luck.

Is it true that our champion was Crosbie-cause he
kicked his Foote against a Tarbuck-et ?

e

ALEX. 2.

Who was the man from the marquee who went suddenly
bad ? We should like to know which he liked best, the trans-
fer from the marquee to the ward or the castor oil ?

We have a great “little” man in our ward by the name of
Mason. He can tell you some thrilling things which happened
to himself in France (one day).

Our heartiest thanks to our Sisters in this ward for the
fine spread they gave us recently. The concert which followed
was a great success, We very much appreciate the kindness
of the ladies and gentlemen who gave the concert, and we are
also grateful to Mrs. Phipps, not only for the smokes she gave,
but mostly for her presence.

Good luck to you Alex., boy, for the way you looked after
young Nelson. You were a “brick ” to him, and you surely
will be repaid in some way.

Cheer up, Jock, lad. It was jolly hard luck losing your
uniform, but we trust you will soon get it back.

_ We have heard that one of our kitehen staff is very badly
in love. We trust he will not go right off his food. We notice,
with misgivings, that the bread-tray is fuller !

W

ONTARIO 1.

Things we want to know—

How Cpl. T—— manages to tell the tale down Taplow way
‘“every night”?

When does the O.C. intend to take us out of cold storage ?

What are we going to do when the old Mons Medal arrives ?

Why does a certain Corporal * beat it out " when the Red
Cross lady arrives? And if Corporal “ Thompson ” has bee
found in Ontario 1 yet ? g

Why is “ When I see those Goo Goo eyes I do not care”
the ward's favourite song ?

And, last, but not least, what makes our Night Sister so
popular ? “Vox PoruLr”

ELNTTR ]

Jhe W.A.A.C.

We are the Women’s Army of the W.A.A.C. !

We have come to cook for Tommy, who has fought so gallantly,
And we do not care how hard we work, or what we do for you;
We try to do our little bit for khaki boys and blue. ;

The Women's Army, as you know, is scattered to and fro—
England, Ireland, Scotland, Wales, wherever you may go—
But of all the spots to do our bit, the best that 1 can see:
1s among the boys at Cliveden ; that's the place for me!

Once we wore our pretty dresses, now we don our khaki neat,

And we feel so proud to wear it as we're walking down the street.

Some look best in khaki and some look best in blue,

And some wear clothes just like the boys, and make munitions,
too!

1 can very well remember the day I joined the Corps ; :
1 never thought that I should help in this most dreadful war;
But when the fight is over, and our boys have beat the Hun,
The girls of the W.A.A.C. will know their duty's done! -
LiLy Jongs, W.A.A.C,, Cliveden.
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debating Society.

The second meeting of the Hospital Deba-
ting Society was held on Friday of last week, in
the Gymnasium, and the attendants took full
opportunity to discuss the subject, “Is an
Institute training of more value to the
artisan than a training in the workshop?” Cpl
Thomas (Ontario 2) led the affirmative in favour
of an Institute training. An Institute train-
ing, he said, meant a combination of theory
and practice of the principles of the special
trade or profession a student wished to embrace.
The man with the old-timer’s experience in the
workshop was paid a high salary, and the firm
did not pay him to give indigent apprentices a
technical education. The apprentice was not
even earning a salary, and was often costing the
firm money. Big employers called for practical
men with the highest technical qualifications,
which could not be obtained by a practical
education. Technical education oftentimes
developed the inventive mind, but, on the other
hand, the man in the workshopusually lacked
vision and imagination. Technically-trained
men could earn dollars where others merely
earned cents. The great drawback to technical
education was the initial outlay. The State
should find the money for those who had not
got it, and schools should be started all over
the country.

Corpl. Buie (J.1), in putting forward the
advantages of the workshop training, said,
the average artisan went from school, and
served a seven-years apprenticeship, during
which time he produced work of value. The
Institute training would be, for the most part,
technical and of little use to the artisan. The
term ‘artisan’ meant the practical man, and
could not apply to any expert in any one branch
of trade. Institute training was not readily
obtainable because of the financial obligations
and the scarcity of proper schools. The man
who was made familiar with a trade, step by
step, was far superior to an Institute man.
One heard employers on all sides calling for
practical men. He did notrundownan Institute
training entirely. Inconjunction with practical
training it could be of some value. * That de-
pended upon personal ambition. '

The affirmative secured the majority of
votes, and Lt.-Col. J. C. Meakins (chairman)

ably criticised the speakers.

Y.A.D. Yotes.

HIGH WYCOMBE. ﬁ

We are settling down to
Winter ways—tea at 4.30 and
supper at 7 p.m.

Since the last report the
route marches have started,
a sergeant taking the fit men
out for about 20 minutes.

Most of the men have A
enjoyed the “Cheerioh” con- %%z\ g%
certs, thanks to the generosity A\
of the R.F.A. A large party also went to the
Boxing Contest. .

There have been 15 tables at the weekly
Whist Drives, and a hat-trimming competition
provided 23 first-rate milliners, Venables taking
first prize. Lady Lincolnshire had the difficult
task of judging, and kindly provided the prizes,

The Sunday music has been provided by
Miss Stevenson and party, Miss Murphy and
the Misses Watkins.

The patients of Ward No. 3 are very
anxious to know whether “’Ole Bill” has
started his X-ray performances in H.1 yet ?

We have the making of a fine pavement
artist in Briggs of No. 8 Ward, late of F.1,
Taplow. f

Weareall very pleased to see Sister Boldey
back from her holidays, her own patients being
especially pleased.

No. 3 carried off the first prize in the hat-
trimming competition last week. No doubt it
is the ward. You will see us shining again at
the Whist Drive on Tuesday.

When is this very-much-talked-about wed-
ding coming off at High Wycombe V.A.D.?

Tb,z'nqs we want to know.— ;

When shall we hear the last of the Royal
Regiment ? .

Is it true we are to have an interpreter for
our ward?

And if each ward gets its share of N.C.0.s?

Who is Cissie ? and why does a certain
patient continually talk about her in his sleep—
and, more, what about the little Yorkshire girl ?

Is“Robbie” taking that moustache serious-
ly, as a face improver for instance, or is it all
a false alarm?

If Private Corgill is now on the Staff ? (If
so, we congratulate him.) By the way, about
what time may we expect to have some figs 7
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Points about People.

Now, the last thing I want to do is to be
personal, and if, in the following, I do appear
to be impertinent—well, T at once tender
my most abject apologies. My sole desire is to
portray the person pertinently.

One often hears the remark passed that the
world would be a slow place if everyone were
alike, and really it is the widely different tem-
peraments, outlooks and characteristics of men
which give zest and interest to life. What
creatures of temperament we are. Have you
ever taken an unprejudiced view of yourself.
Self-examination i1s extremely interesting and
sometimes profitable! That, however, is by the
way. [here is scarcely a man who has not some
characteristics to mark his individuality. Let
me quote some examples.

There is a somewhat portly, but very genial
soul, whom the patients hold in high esteem,
and that not only because he holds a somewhat
popular and very necessary office. The patients
interview him at least once a month. They
would like to do so oftener, but—well, Regu-
lations wont permit. Now, he dearly likes to
come across a Canadian, especially if he is
wearing a Glengarry. Should he meet such an
individual, the following is invariably heard:

“What part of Canada do you come fra,
laddy? —Do you now? Do you know old T—
M , who used to live in Blank St.?—Ah, he
was an old friend of mine.—What part of
Scotland did you come from?—Well, I know it
well. T McG who used to keep the
old Mill at I knew very well!”

In the meantime there are about “umpty-
umpteen’ awaiting their turns,and the harassed
clerks look as though they are going to have
apoplexy. Yet, who would have our worthy
friend to cease his chat? If he didn’t have it
he wouldn’t be the same man !

If some of ““ the powers that be”” were really
and strictly Regimental how uncomfortable
Hospital life might be made. Of course, there
is a huge difference between “ Regimentalism ™
and looking for dust on the doors and window
ledges, or searching the ceilings for cobwebs.
No, I am not sarcastic in the slightest degree.
It is a matter for gratification that the « powers
that be” consider the patients first as wounded
or sick men, and not as soldiers. Supposing we
had a strict disciplinarian in the place of a well-
known and very important gentleman in the

administration dept., who is famed as a real
sport. He is a real sport! You know it as soon
as you see him in his office, with a pipe in his
mouth—incidently, that pipe must work more
hours per day than the trade union rates—and
a pleasant “ What-can-I-do-for-you’ smile upon
his face. He is the sort of man to command
respect. Even if on that Sunday board, he
has to send a man away—*“Duty,” it hasn’t got
that nasty taste to it that it would have if
another had said it !

Then there is another gentleman, skilled
in the surgical department, whose appearance
may, perhaps, justify the observation often
overheard, “I'll bet he was ‘one of the lads’ in
his younger days.” Ile may have been, but his
fatherly care and doctoring of the “boys™ is
remarked upon very often in terms of highest
appreciation. That may account for the always-
radiant bloom of his complexion. Who of
those who have heard them will ever forget
those breezy, characteristic Western reminiscen-
ces as related by himself? He is unique!

Now, there is a certain member of the staff,
whose face often betrays the worries of the
arduous duties he is called upon to perform.
To him everybody goes in time of trouble or
difficulty, and upon him falls the blame of all
those little things which will go wrong. Heis
to be seen, invariably, with his hands in his
pockets, and on his daily visitation of the wards
he pays due attention to those things which
have been done, but which should not have been
done, and those things which have not been done
and which should have heen done. It issaid by
some who know that when addressed his usual
first response is “ Yes, please.” However, with
all his worries, he is seldom ruffled, and if there
is too much waste in the bread pail, or if there
are tea leaves in the swill bucket his reproof is
very gentle.

Lastly, but not least, is the autocrat; he
who holds our future in his hand; that astute
gentleman, with the smiling eyes behind the
glasses, who sees so much, but whose speech
isterse. Thedoor of his office isfrequently termed
either the “gang plank of the Canadian boat™
or “ticket office for Canada.” Others have
called it “the threshold of the future!” The
“manipulators of the lead” appear before him
in fear and trembling—his astuteness is remark-
able, and his “stock’” phrase “Feeling pretty
good now, aren’t you!” spells disaster to many.

There are others. “OBSERVER.”
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A Horrible )Wistake.

Maidenhead is not such a bad little burg,
but for many of the patients at Cliveden Hos-
pital it often has far-reaching effects. In the
first place, one can only reach it from the
Hospital by two alternatives. The first is that
one must be a bloated capitalist and hire a taxi
by bribing the driver with vast wealth, or the
second, to take the ’bus, which is far more
horrible.

The "bus stops at the gate of the Hospital,
and usually starts when one is within a stone’s
throw of it, or if one is exceptionally lucky one
may manage to grab the handle at the entrance
of the "bus just as it is about to start.

After many struggles one gets aboard and
sits in a seat which must have been designed
for a Hindoo, because the only way to be com-
fortable is to place the hands around the ankles
and the chin between the knees, and trust to fate!

The roadway to Maidenhead was designed
by a fisherman, and takes a surface like a her-
ring’s backbone, and as one bumps between each
rib one thinks of the poor sailors being tossed
at sea. This might be tolerated if the driver
would give up the idea that he is being chased
by a submarine; stop taking a zig-zag course,
and cease making petrol smoke screens.

aidenhead is reached at last, but not by
the shell-shock cases. The excitement, and the
hustle and bustle of the traffic would prove too
much for them, so they have to stay away, and
in the quietness of their wards concoct schemes
to distribute the wealth they are amassing in
their payhooks!

The chief amusement in Maidenhead is to
stand outside the Town Hall and watch the
policeman on point duty slumbering peacefully,
and watch him awake every hour or so and
glance at the clock, which, by the way, is always
slow. 1If one gets tired of this amusement there
are the posters on the wall of the “City ™ Hall
pointing out to the innocent ones the advantage
of joining the Army!

The hours pass quickly by, and at 9 p.m.
a rush is made for the last "bus. If one fails to
hang on to this there is nothing else for it but
to “hike.” This happened to the Wardmaster
one night, and he saw stretched before him
three miles of uphill darkness—no pub., one
cigarette and a match! However, he “hiked”
along until he came to the fence across the fields,
upon which hesat, lit his cigarette, and thought

of inspections, ete.

Suddenly, a form loomed up in the dark-
ness, and a voice said in comraderie, “’Ow are
yer, moite? Art thee going ter th’ Hospital 2"
“Sure,” replied the W.M. Whereupon they
walked up the hill together, each ignorant of
the other’s identity.

After gaining the top—and their breath!
—it was 11 p.m., and the W.M. discovered that
his patient was a khaki-clad patient without a
pass, and, much to his disgust—he being a strict
teetotaller!—that he was also inebriated.

While walking along, the W.M. listened
to the story of how his companion and another
patient had had a good time in the “ Forbiddens,”
and eventually they came to the place where
“to steal in the night” becomes a necessity.
Then the patient became even more confidential.

“Let’s go in this way,” said the merry one.
“You can get to your ward without being
‘pinched.” Follow me, moite; I'll show you
to your ward.” After some argument the W.M.
said in his most stern and forbidding voice:
“There’s only one way to go, and that’s the
right way! You see, I'm the Wardmaster!™
It was only to be expected that the collapse of
the erring one was total !

) merTmm e

THE WARDMASTER Teceives many curious
applications for extensions, but the following
takes the prize !

“Spud” Laundry, ‘Winchester,
Sir 21st October, 1917.

I thought as how I would write to see as
if you could extend my leave, say, six more
days, say, to Monday next. The reason I ask
you, sir, is that my sister has an allotment, and
vou see, sir, it is time the potatoes were up. I
want to tell you my sister keeps a laundry, and
the man that should be working for her is in
the army, so my sister has to take the washing
home in the cart herself; so you see, sir, as how
I could help her if you would let me stay to
finish digging the potatoes. I want you to tell
my M.O. and Sister as how I never felt better—
this digging is done me more good than all the
medicine they gave me. If you wire the exten-
sion, my sister will give me the money to give
to you. Please oblige.

Yours faithful,

Pre. Spup.
Two days granted—who could refuse?
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/ stone and didn’t like it.
l This very morning I went to look for eggs.
You might as well try to find the North Pole
when all the while the whole world knows the
Great Bear has it hidden away to use as a tooth-
pick when the Christmas seal is tough. I found
one, but it wasn’t bigger than a walnut, and
the silly old hen was cackling over it “The lay
it of the last Minstrel.” If hens would only lay
felai=anything-—say, two to one on the Derby, for
;J instance, one might keep them and make a
il { profit, but they wont! You keep hens, and try.
1[I\ Why keep hens at 2/6 each?—which my winter
— \ K W/ ! / ', omes always cost, and- are distinctly dear.
AT o J i ’J"'. Besides, an elephant has a trunk, and you can
\\ ‘ 4. do something with a trunk—especially when
b =i you are travelling—so why not keep elephants

Q The Editor and the Lunatic are considering the

- 54 4///\.‘. \ . \ . AL -5 7' — S Y 2 » 0] ) 3| b 5 l i X g}
5, 4 '\\\,"f_ ;\_M = state of the petty cash, elephants being expen
‘\’ AN

— -

BOARD /:fi \

Y

~ sive.  Why then keep hens?

¢ \ 3 \ v Well I can’t, for they will get over my
; é é‘ neighbour’s fence, and they don’t like my dogs,
o i (T L either, and that's what they say: “Why don’t
. = /,? you keep hens!”
7 s . o h

WU %ga/&d one ;@«- e entrance Here is the Lunatic’s Balance Sheet :(—
E- ot it o Dr. B0, o]
ond ﬂWW anod L 2V taee! To 12 hens at 3/6 ... 2 2 0
. ,» Cost of house and run... 5 0 0
s e o s SO0
v ,, Man with ferrets 10 0
Jhe Cunatie’'s ¥ens. ,» Ferret killed by rats 4 6

- A

The Editor and I are at cross purposes. i i{:;ia:;?{ez;ma? Y b g 8 8
He wants copy, and I want rest. But he is »» Annoyance to neighbours R LI aG

young, and will grow out of it, and how can I
say how many eggs a day a chicken will lay if €13 2 6
you let her alone. ‘

It has been my luck (worse luck) to keep COr m

hens—at least, to keep as many as holes in the R
¥ . . By 24 doz. eggs ... e +210 .0
fence, rats, cats and providence would permit. g ot o Y Y i 18 0

The rest got away. I started with six given to "
me by a friend, but two died on the way, which
left four, and Judy killed two, and two flew
away, which left none, but they thought better
of it, and came back, and we started all over

Less doctor’s bill for indigestion ... y-dwo | 0

again, but they died. We bought twelve at the Dead| Loss ... ‘iw
end of the first six months. I bought a pencil :

and an arithmetic book. The words of the wise Witly:Keep hel_ls{ St
are, “That no man is a prophet in his own —

country,” and I wanted to make one out of

eggs. Sol went tothe “run.” Why “run”? OVERHEARD IN “A” WARD (bed-patient,

For they don’t! But it was cold, and the hens comfortable for the night).—Sister: “ Well,
looked it, and one white Leghorn had a sad Jock, is your bed crum(b)y?” Patient: “No
face as though she had just laid a foundation Sister. Clean sheets this morning!”
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Sports & Amusements.

BASEBALL.
Canapa ». U.S.A., in Ireland.

The team of players representing Canada
at baseball, picked from the C.E.F. in England
to play against the London Americans, included
five members of the ““Astorias,” viz.—Latimer,
Maddock, Stanley, Edmiston and Reid.

The first game at Dublin was won by
(Canada, with a score of 10—6, before about
10,000 people. The proceeds of the game went
to the Dublin Castle Red Cross Hospital, which
must have received a welecome addition to their
funds. The teams were entertained, after the
game, to a banquet by Lord Decies.

The game at Belfast, before a similarly
large crowd, resulted, after a ten-innings game,
in a tie, with the score 5—5. The Ulster
Volunteers Hospital received the proceeds of
this game, and was visited by the teams during
their stay in the city. At the conclusion of the
game two bats and balls auctioned by the
players brought an additional sum of £85 to
the Hospital funds.

The teams were entertained at a City Hall
luncheon by the Lord Mayor of Belfast: parti-
cipated in numerous threatre parties and visited
the chief places of interest as guests of the most
royal of the dispensers of Belfast hospitality.
They have returned full of praise for the many
kindnesses shown them, both in Dublin and
Belfast, and a larger appreciation of the
proverbial hospitality of Ireland!

e XN
FOOTBALL.

I'ive reserves were included in the team
which the Hospital placed in the field against
the R.E.s from Marlow on Saturday, but
despite that the homesters won by 2—0. Both
goals were scored by Scott in the second half.
This was the first defeat of the season for the
Marlow team!

In order to comply with the regulations
concerning week-end travelling on the railway
all league games will be played on Wednesdays
instead of Saturdays. Matches of the competi-
tion have, unfortunately, been stopped for the
past fortnight because of this restriction.

¥ M %

THE LORD MAYOR'S SHOW.
Starting from Taplow at 9.9, thirty of our

boys visited the Lord Mayor's Show. They
arrived there in good time, and a good position
was secured, the Lord Mayor passing within a
few feet of them. The extensive procession
was most interesting. The girls representing
work of the Board of Agriculture marched very
well. They “marked time” in front of the
Mansion House, and ““ picked 'em up” all right.

After taking refreshments in the Reception
Hall, the men made their way to the “Oxford ™
Theatre (thanks to the arrangements of Hon.
Lieut. Upton), where they witnessed ‘The
Better 'Ole.” Tea was taken at the American
Club, and avisit to Madame Tussaud’s completed
a very enjoyable day’s outing.

HoAb i

OUR ENTERTAINERS.

The cordial thanks of the patients are
extended to the following for their kind hospi-
tality during the last fortnight: The Countess
of Macclesfield (Shirburn Castle), Lady Ramsden
(Gerrard’s Cross), Lady Vansittart Neale, Lady
Boston, the Hon. Ceecil Irby, Mrs. Oppenheimer,
Mrs. Archie Baker, Mrs. Skimming, Mrs. Dur-
lacher (Stoke Poges), Mrs. Appleby (Stoke
Poges), Mr. John McNeel, Mrs. Gordon, Mrys.
Fuller, Mrs. Serocold, Miss Barry, Miss Coleman,
Miss Pixley, the Rev. Canon and Mrs. Barnett
(Stoke Poges), Mrs. Hartley (Stoke Green), Mrs.
Stevenson, Mr. H. Spindler, the proprietors of
the Maidenhead Skating Rink and Picture
Palace, the Gresham Life Assurance Company,
and Messrs. Coates, Son and Co. (in connection
with the Lord Mayor’'s Show visit).

o0 %

OUR CONCERTS.

The ladies and gentlemen of the following
concert parties are also cordially thanked for
their most entertaining visits: London Operatic
and Dramatic Society, Oscar Asche Dramatic
Society, “Some” Concert Party, Mrs. Collins’
London Concert Party and the 30th Middlesex
(Reading) Concert Party.

Hede e

LECTURES.

Those who attended the lectures of Mr.
Fletcher and Mr. Allan Walker were keenly
interested, and received considerable instruction
from their able discourses.

Printed for the Proprietors by THE ARGUS PRESS g:.idgn-
head), LIMITED, 98, QUEEN STREET, MAIDENHEAD, Berks,
Saturday, November 17th, 1917.
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Telephone: No. 51x.

Arthur Upson,

Photographic Chemist,

35 & 37, HIGH STREET,
(Next to Town Hall) MAIDENHEAD.

= 7 .

Kodaks. Photographic Materials.
Films. .2 Plates..: -2/ . ' Paper.

V4

Complete Department for Developing, Printing and
Enlarging.

Films Developed and Printed in 48 hours.

Telephone: 156, Maidenhead.
HOSPITALS, CANTEENS & SHOPS SUPPLIED.

GEO. MATTINGLEY,

—— kast Berks ——=
Tobacco & Cigar Stores,

55, KING STREET .. ..

Next door to

Corn & Coal Stores, MAID[N"EAD.

Agent for the best makes of Imported
Cigars, Cigarettes and Tobaccos.

THEAL

HIPPODROME,
MAIDENHEAD.

[a®

Open every Evening at 7.30.

Always something doing.

Telegrams: ' Bear, Maidenhead.”

BEAR HOTEL,
MAIDENHEAD.
he Oldest Hotel in ‘Berkshire.  &stablished for over

two centuries. :: Exceedingly well situated, within a
few minutes of ‘River, Station, and Golf Links. = Good old
&nglish Fare. &very Accommodation. . Suites of Rooms,
double and single Bedrooms. :: CElectric light throughout.
Luncheon Baskets supplied.

Launch Parties Catered for.‘

Motor Garage and Inspection Pit, free to Uisitors
taking meals.

Bona-fide Family Hotel,

entirely free from ‘Bohemianism.

Telephone: No. 183.

Under the personal supervision of the ‘Proprietor, whose
sole endeavour is to cater for respectable families.

ACoderate Tariff (inclusive i f desired).
For special arrangements apply Manager.
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™\ - pORK BUT

Maidenhead.

Specialities—PORK, PIGMEAT, BACON, &c.

BrANCH SHOP—No. 1, KING STREET (High St. end).

KING STREET,

52,

OweEN PRICE

(From the Army & Navy Stores, London),

ourt bairdresser o

~

(LADIES & GENTLEMEN),

51, King Street, Maidenhead.

CorNER OF THE BROADWAY,

Chiropodist.

Agent for Holland's Patent ** Sprigwell” Instep Support
for tired and aching feet. :: :: Also other Specialities.
Consult OWEN PRICE, who will assist you to take
care of your feet.

&
Manicure, Hair Waving and Tinting.

Electrical Treatment for the Hair.

Ford Large Motor Johnson's
Service Tyre Cycle Cleaner, Wax &
Depot. Stocks. Supplies.  Carbon Remover

THE ReD SHOP

Market Street, Maidenhead.

Patches Sparking Cleaning  Gas and
and Plugs. Materials. Electric Lamp
Plasters. Sundries.

A W, HETBOURN & Co.,

Grand Garage, Maidenhead.
"Phone : No. 127.

RITISH

AUTOMOBILE
TRACTION Co., Limited.

SERVICE between MAIDENHEAD (Bear Hotel),
TAPLOW COURT and CLIVEDEN HOSPITAL,
Week-Days and Sundays:—

P.M. P.M. P.M. P.M. P.M. P.M. P.M. P.M. k.
Maidenhead|! 52 53 54 55 56 57 58 ﬂs 0
Taplow Ct. |1 182 183 184 185 186 187 188 189 13
Cliveden H. |1 25/2 25(3 254 255 256 257 25/8 259 20

pm. | pov. | P | P | PML | opov. | PoML | v | P
Cliveden H. |1 30[2 303 304 305 306 307 308 309 30
T[’I.'ﬂ, 1 37|12 37\3 37/4 375 37/6 37\7 37|8 371/9 37
Maidenhead|! 502 503 504 50/5 506 50(7 50{8 45/9 “

FARES—Maidenhead & Taplow Court, 8d.; Maidenhead &
Cliveden Hospital, 6d.; Taplow Court and Cliveden Hoas-
pital, 8d.; Bear Hotel and “ Dumb Bell” Corner, 2d.
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MONTAGUE C. ROCK, wers,

Dispensing & Photographic Chemist.

A large assortment of Toilet & Surgical Requisites
always in stock.

Bring your best Negatives to us to be printed and
enlarged. We have a fully-equipped Department
for this work, and our charges are moderate.

38, KING STREET, Maidenhead.

Telephone: 466.

: y 'Phone: 439,
% %ﬂm@wn&) i

CONFECTIONER.

Finest Selection of Cakes & Biscuits obtainable
under the present food restrictions.

Delicious Chocolates.

778, HicH ST, MAIDENHEAD.

For the Best Value in
Newest Ideas Blankets,
S I Down Quilts,

Flannel and
Flannelette.

Velours and

Autumn Millinery.

R.

S (O -

47, High S

For the Noted Value
Latest Styles in Soin
Coats, Furs and Woven Underwear,
Costumes. Hosiery & Gloves.

NEVE BROS.

(Established 1847),

Hatters, Hosiers, Glovers, . . .
Shirt Makers 8 General Qutfitters.

Agents for the Jaeger Co.’s All-Wool Specialities.
“Aquascutum?’ & “ Zambrene” Raincoats.

Good dependable Underclothing, Shirts and
Socks, for Officers and Men.

Warm Knitted Undercoats, soft and comfortable,
S AEAXXAE 10/6 to 21[-. SIS LSS

Specialists in Boys’ School Outfits.

’Phone: 539, e=—

\(% 74, HIGH STREET,
(]| MAIDENHEAD. ::

'Phone: No. 174, Slough.

The Slough and
Langley Laundries

(Slough Laundry Co., Ltd.),

Dyers, Cleaners, &c.

’ Shirt & Collar Dressers,

BUCKINGHAM GARDENS,

Slough. .. .

¢
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Ebamcs mote[

MAIDENHEAD.

Beautifully situated on River Bank,
.. overlooking Cliveden Reach. ::

GARAGE.
Boats, Punts & Tariff and inclusive terms
Cars for Hire.

from Manager.

Telegrams: * Thames, Maidenhead.” "Phone: 109.

Telephone : 72, Slough.

L

CHARLES SANGSTER,

English & Foreign

CHEMIST,

88, High Street, Slough.

LA

Physicians’ Prescriptions & Nursing Requisites
a Speciality.

Chiltern House,
Crendon Street,
High Wycombe

(Head Office).

“Priscilla,”
23, Queen Street,
Maidenhead

(Branch).

Xy
Luncheons and

Afternoon Teas.

Iy 8

5>
HOME-MADE CAKES A SPECIALITY.

At Homes, Garden Parties,
Dances, &c., catered for.

Board Residence
and Apartments.

Open on Sundays.

Telegrams:

Vi T St
Chiltern House, High Wycombe. g s1vi

Priscilla, Maidenhead.

Proprietress: Mrs. ETHERIDGE.

China. Glass. Earthenware.

AL

A.W. & R. E. BACON,

The Household Stores,

85-87, High St., Slough.

VY
77

Gas Burners and Mantles.

Telephone: No. 78.

Published (by subscription only) by the * Chronicles of Cliveden™ Committee, at The Duchess of Cnnnaugl}t balla(]iﬂll Military
Hospital, Cliveden, Taplow, Bucks.




