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H. E. H EWE NS
FOR

= MOTORS =
AT

MAIDENHEAD.

Rhone: 289 & 194.

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

—as®—

Brittens Ltd.,
.. .. Purveyors of .. .. 
Pure Milk and Cream,

17, Queen Street,
MAIDENHEAD.

——

FARMS :
Spencers, Sheephouse, Shoppenhangers,
Hey wood Park, Howe Lane, Hiteham Grange, 

The Rectory b Hill Farms, Taplow.

Sports. Games.

Croquet. Bowls. Golf. Tennis.

Cutlery & Tools. Flash Lamps.

G. W. 0ODD1NGTON,
Saddler & Harness Maker.
TRUNKS and .. The Best Shop for
LEATHER GOODS. Travelling Requisites.

J. BUDGEN & Co.,
Furnishing Ironmongers,

49 & 51, High Street, .. ..
---------- MAIDENHEAD.

LEATHER and FIBRE 
SUIT CASES.

CABIN and IMPERIAL 
TRUNKS, Sc.

NILGIRI CANES. 
WALKING STICKS

(Mounted and Unmounted).

LETTER CASES.

CASH BELTS.

A LARGE STOCK OF 
FANCY

LEATHER GOOD, 
Sc., Sc.

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 ALWAYS SOMETHING NEW
and all Parcels Carriage Paid. :: AND SMART TO BE SEEN.

ESTIMATES AND PATTERNS FREE ON APPLICATION.

COMPLETE FUNERAL FURNISHERS.

Established 1866. 'Phone: 223, Maidenhead. Established 1723.

E.T. Biggs & Sons, Telegrams: “ Fuller Davies, Maidenhead.” 
Telephone: No. 80.

32, HIGH STREET
Jf4

(Under the Clock),

MAIDENHEAD, ::
Fuller & Davies,

Silversmiths, jewellers & Watchmakers, :: Family Grocers, ::

Have on sale, at Moderate Prices, every class of Gold, 
Silver and Electro-plated Goods, Clocks & Watches, 
which they are at all times pleased to send on approval.

Wine & Spirit Merchants,

:: Provision Importers, ::
All kinds of Repairs & Mountings done at the lowest 

possible prices, consistent with good workmanship.

Wrist Watches a Speciality.
12Ô & 120a, High Street,

MAIDENHEAD.
We are also buyers of Old Gold, Silver and Antiques, 

to any amount. STORE PRICES.
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SKINDLES,
Telephones : 268, 269, 270.

MAIDENHEAD.

THE MILITARY STORE.

'Phone: 408.

J, Hatton & Co.
F. C. 
A. L. 
E. B.

HATTON,)
HATTON, > Partners, 
HATTON,)

E. A. KEEBLE 
Manager.

3, Queen St., Maidenhead.

Military Tailors & Complete Outfitters.

MONTAGUE C. ROCK, m.p.s.,

dispensing <Sj photographic Chemist.

FILMS AND PLATES DEVELOPED
within 24 hours.

PRINTING & ENLARGING at Short Notice.

Orders by Post & Telephone (4661 reoeive prompt attention.

38, KING ST., MAIDENHEAD.

The House of Hope. 
Famous for Quality!

Sublime Tobacco ! which from East to West 
Cheers the tar’s labour or the soldier’s rest.
Divine in hookah, glorious in a pipe,
When tipp'd with amber, mellow, rich and ripe;
Like other charmers, wooing the caress 
More dazzlingly when daring in full dress;
Yet thy true lovers more admire by far 
Thy naked beauties— Give me a cigar ! ”

Byron.

44 A cigarette is the perfect type of a perfect pleasure, 
it is exquisite and it leaves one unsatisfied. What 
more can you want. —‘Dorian Gray.

A difference of opinion will always exist in the 
Great Army of Smokers as to the respective 

merits of

Cigars, Pipe Tobaccos & Cigarettes,
but whatever the form in which “ My Lady 
Nicotine ” may be wooed, it is a locally accepted 
fact that, for quality, Variety and in= 
trinsic Value, the House of Hope

reigns supreme.

RICHARD HOPE,
“Ye Olde Smokeries,”

High Street, Maidenhead.

Adjoining Town Hall. Established 1860.
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Jhe History of the Hospital.
In our last issue we were privileged to 

.publish a short and extremely interesting 
résumé of the history of Cliveden, and we are 
now able to give some further notes on the 
establishment of the Hospital.

The idea of a Hospital at Cliveden was 
first broached on August 1st, 1914, when 
Major Astor wrote to the War Office offering 
in the event of war, which seemed inevitable, 
to prepare a Hospital in the Tennis Court 
at Cliveden. This offer was referred by 
the War Office to the British Red Cross Society, 
with whom negotiations were conducted during 
the following few months. The second definite 
step was taken on November 11th, when the 
Director-General of the Army Medical Services 
asked the Medical Services of the Canadian 
Contingent, then on Salisbury Plain, to take 
over the proposed Hospital at Cliveden.

A joint arrangement was decided upon, 
and the Hospital came into being under the 
following system of quadruple control :—

I. Staff supplied by the Canadian Army 
Medical Corps.

II. Building supplied by Major and Mrs. 
Astor.

III. Maintenance supplied by the AVar 
( )ffice.

I\ . Equipment supplied by the Canadian 
Red Cross Society.

The original staff consisted of 83 of all 
ranks, including eight officers. The first 
buildings were adapted from the Cliveden 
tennis court which formed the main building, 
the racquets court became an operating room, 
while the bowling alley made both a side ward 
and a dispensary. The total accommodation 
was to be about 130 beds. The buildings were 
to be free of rent, and Major Astor provided 
for the necessary structural alterations. These 
were considerable, as the buildings formed only 
the shell of a potential Hospital. Equipment

was to be provided by the Canadian Red Cross 
Society, <£2,000 collected in Canada being 
devoted to this purpose with the stipulation 
that once established they were not to be 
responsible for maintenance. This was to be 
provided by the War Office at the rate of 3/- 
per day for each bed occupied by an Imperial 
patient and 2/- if occupied by a Canadian.

The first Commanding Officer was Et.-Col. 
Ford, of No. 1 Clearing Hospital of the first 
contingent, who took charge on Dec. 16th, 1914. 
The personnel, numbering 80 odd, were put 
under canvass, and the work of preparation 
went forward. In six weeks Lt.-Col. Ford left 
for France, and later became A.D.M.S. of the 
1st Canadian Division, holding that, position 
until wounded in 1917.

The first patients were received from over
seas during March, 1915, Major (later Colonel) 
Gorrell, of Ottawa, having taken command on 
Feb. 3rd, 1915, with Matron E. Campbell and 
four Nursing Sisters.

No sooner had the Hospital become estab
lished than the first of several extensions was 
made. The need was felt for an Isolation 
Hospital, to meet which several marquees and 
bell tents were erected. At this time several 
consultants were appointed to the different 
departments—Sir William Osier, Bart., Regius 
Professor of Medicine at Oxford ; Mr. Donald 
Armour, with Mr. Charters Symonds, Senior 
Surgeon at Guy’s Hospital, consultants in 
surgery; Mr. G. W. Badgerow (now Hon. 
Major) ear, nose and throat ; and Hon. Capt. 
Cameron Stew art, dental services.

In April, 1915, the Hospital received the 
first patients from the Canadian Division in 
France. These men were wounded or gassed 
in the second battle of Y pres.

In .1 une, 1915, the Administration Building 
was completed and the offices moved thence 
from the Tennis Court. During the same 
month Matron R. E. Campbell received the 
Royal Red Cross for her services in France. At 
this time the Ontario Government offered to 
build an addition of 1,000 beds, but it wras 
not considered that the facilities for water 
supply and sewage disposal could cope with 
such a large institution, and Orpington was,
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turned to as a possible situation. Later the 
demand for increased accommodation became 
imperative, and July saw the erection of the 
new Hospital. In the following months quar
ters and a recreation room for personnel were 
built by the Canadian Red Cross. Dining rooms 
for the officers and sisters, a soda fountain for 
the patients, cottages for the officers and 
sergeants were built by Major Astor.

The extension of the Central Hospital 
being completed the next step was the affiliation 
of five V.A. Hospitals. The first was at Slough, 
under the efficient supervision of Dr. tiurridge. 
The next adoption was Hitcham House, Taplow, 
the home of Mrs. Hanbury, who received twelve 
patients. In December, 1915, High Wycombe 
added a complement of 50 beds, and in the 
following month the Technical Institute at 
Maidenhead joined up with a like number. 
Finally came the Cottage Hospital at Maiden
head, with ten beds, though in reality this was a 
pioneer amongst auxiliaries, having been offered 
to the War Office within a month of the out
break of war.

In January, 1916, a further development 
was inaugurated. This was a training centre 
for the re-education of disabled soldiers in 
connection with the “ Lord Roberts’ Memorial 
Workshops.” Basket-work, hurdle-making, 
wood-carving, metal and iron work were taught, 
and instruction given in agriculture on the 
Cliveden farms. This excellent scheme did 
not bear fruit, for the duration of a patient's 
stay in an active treatment Hospital proved too 
brief for vocational education. After eight 
months the Training Centre was disbanded, the 
machinery removed and the workshop was 
converted into the present Chapel, a more 
appropriate place for services than the Recrea
tion Room, where they had formerly been held.

When the Hospital was small, patients 
who died were buried in Taplow Churchyard, 
but the beautiful Italian garden among the 
trees overlooking the Thames was felt to offer a 
more suitable spot. Accordingly, an oval space 
100 feet in length was consecrated in December, 
1916, by the Bishop of Buckinghamshire 
in the presence of the Duchess of Connaught. 
To this hallowed garden the 25 bodies were 
removed from Taplow Churchyard. For this 
cemetery Bertram MacKennal, the sculptor, is 
designing a bronze of Triumphant Victory, 
proud in the death of men who fought the good 
fight and now rest in peace.

jYCassage.
A tribute by a grateful patient whose 

cartilage was almost as weak as his verses. The 
former has been removed and presumably 
destroyed. The latter soon will be.

When they said, “ you’re down for
I shook in every limb, [massage!”

And I heard the others murmur,
“We’ll bet they’ll do for him!”

’Twas with a sort of shuddering 
1 went towards the gym.

I offered prayer unto the Lord,
And sang a simple hymn.

I thought of all the tales I’d heard 
Of tortured arms and legs,

Of awful twists, although the case 
For mercy vainly begs.

The yarns of muscles massacred,
Of tendons torn to bits—

Of patients who, through utter fright,
Had epileptic fits.

But soon I proved that rumour had,
As usual, grossly lied.

Your massage was the sort of thing 
For which I’d always cried.

My knee was like a placid cat
Which purrs when it can feel

The subtle movement of a hand 
Of velvet and of steel.

But I have one complaint to make 
(I’m half ashamed of it).

The skillful treatment that, you give 
Too soon will make me fit.

The Captain soon will say to me,
“How dare you lie in bed?

The front is where you ought to lie!
My lad, you ‘swing the lead!’”

E.H.B.S.

Church Announcements.
DIVINE SERVICE.—Sundays. 

Parade Service, 11 a.m. | Evening Service, 7. 
Holy Communion.

Anglican ... ... ... 9 and 11.45 a.m.
Non-Anglican, 1st Sunday in month, 11.45 „
Roman Catholic Mass.—

Every Thursday, at 9 a.m.
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Jhe ^Tragedy.
With trembling hands I pushed open the 

door, and noiselessly entered the room. He was 
there, there before the mirror stroking his chin 
in contemplative mood. There was a look of 
madness in his eyes. He had told me of his 
intention an hour before. Should 1 go to him 
and tell him that it was not necessary ? Must 
I dare to—Heavens! what was that which 
caught the glint of sunlight filtering through the 
window and reflected it with tenfold brightness? 
A knife—there could be no doubt about it! T 
felt my senses sinking; I shut my eyes and 
strove to break the tie which seemed to bind 
me to silence. Again I gazed upon him—ah 
horrors! a white foam was about his mouth, 
and a steely glitter was in his eyes as he 
fingered the edge, lovingly it seemed, of that 
shining steel. Ah, that I might take it from 
his grasp! Oh, that I might assure him that 
all was well ! But 1 was helpless— bound, bound 
by a resistless force that demanded silence. 
With fascinated eyes 1 watched him—waiting, 
waiting for the crucial moment that I felt must 
come. With a calm and precision which indi
cated the set ness of his purpose he slowly raised 
that gleaming blade. My blood froze within 
me. Terror in all its hideousness held me. Oh, 
must I allow him to accomplish this act, must 
1 stand a helpless spectator of this thing? I 
closed my eyes, and grappled again with that 
bond which kept me silent. Striving with all 
the power within me, I at last succeeded in 
breaking the tie. A cry burst from my lips, 
and I rushed to him. Alas! it was too late, 
lie had—begun to shave!

Ode to an £gg.
Oh, I sing of an egg, of a hospital egg 

That was introduced to me. 
ft was born of a lien, but I know not when.

Twas in the dining hall for tea.
It was shapely and fair, with a well-laid air, 

Ah ! but beauty's deep as skin;
And the years rolled back as its shell went

And the spoon slipped swiftly in. [crack,
So I whispered good-bye, with my nose on high, 

To that egg I'd scarcely known.
For I knew by its age it had reached the stage 

When it wished to be alone.
With apologies to the Author.

Staff jfotes.
Our Orderly Room Sergeant was once again 

the recipient of a bouquet of praise from the 
auditors, who, we are informed, declared that 
his books were the only set in the unit that 
were faultlessly correct. In spite of wars, the 
pen still maintains its supremacy over the 
“ bread toaster" !

We arc just now in the most acute stage of 
anticipation regarding the result of the deter
mined effort being made by certain N.C.O.’s 
and men to induce moustaches to grow upon 
features that have hitherto scorned such decora
tions. In several cases the result seems to be 
very doubtful, and the nervous crises that the 
experimenters are passing through has aroused 
a sympathetic interest among their friends, w ho 
are, however, rather pessimistic as to the out
come of the attempt. Some have even been 
heard to suggest that a cat w ill soon have to be 
requisitioned in the matter!

We all like veal, but we had some in the 
dining room recently that made us wonder if 
we had butted into the remains of the Prodigal 
Son s home-coming banquet. It was husky 
veal all right, all right ! Wonder what a mess 
of pottage would taste like ?

At the athletic meeting one of the Sergts. 
was noticeably “on the fidget." It sure is a 
trial for these children to have to sit still in 
church ! But why ?

The Count and the Corporal were eighteen 
months without leave (a long, long time await
ing), but we have now started them off joyfully 
for Inverness. Who’ll give odds that they 
passed through London successfully ? Or have 
they really left Maidenhead ?

Why that quavery note on the Sunday 
morning parade last week? And, why “get 
the wind up" over a little thing like that? To 
err is human !

It is rather trying to have these specimens 
of Bumbledom laying for one these dark nights. 
Surely the special constables can find better 
occupation than spending their time trying to 
entrap boys who have “ been out and (lone 
their bit” ! Why don’t they stay in the pub. 
and play shove-'alfpenny or something ?

We understand that the Corporal with en
gineering abilities, who cultivated a cabbage 
patch last summer, has now entered the garden 
of Eden. The fruit is still untouched !
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Ward JVbtes.
F.l.

Congratulations to Sister French on her appointment to 
Sister-in-eharge of F.l. That the choice is a popular one is 
evidenced by the way that all the patients are anxious to 
assist her to maintain the traditions for which the ward is 
famous, viz: —The “Select” Ward.

Since the last issue there lias been a general clearing out 
again here, and many of the old familiar faces are missing.

Amongst them the Demon Dancer, who, we suppose, will 
be entertaining the boys at High Wycombe with his idioscyn- 
craeies.

Another well-known figure that has been removed to fields 
and pastures new is your humble servant.

Modesty forbids me dwelling upon the virtues and other 
points—good and otherwise - possessed by this individual.

Suffice it to say that I miss the company of the other 
assasins, and it seems like being isolated at present.

Ry the way, I see they have mended the gramophone 
between them in F.l.

A scrubbing brush and a nail were rather crude tools for 
the job. However, it was a “ Sharp ” fellow who thought of it.

F. 2.
Our two stalwarts on the Sister’s dressing carriage have 

left us for foreign seas (of mud !) Ptes. Maclean and Gray ! 
Here’s the best of luck to you ! May all your “ Blighties ” be 
little ones and your limbs never get less!

Oh, Sisters Stewart and Miller, “ Will yon ne’er come back 
again ?”

Our bed-patients can now be sure of a glimpse of the daily 
paper. Sister Mole is here to look after you. She is from the 
West too!

Greetings! Sister Forgie, to our four walls. We know 
that we will have to “go some ” to come up to J.2, but we’ll do 
our best.

Should not Scotsmen be more evenly' distributed so that 
we could all get the benefit of their arguments?

There is one subject they have not tackled yet, viz: The 
joys of early rising. **s

G. l.
Ontario 2 may well be proud of their gain, but ’tis our loss. 

Welcome to Sister Crampton ! We hope her stay with us will 
be long and pleasant.

Friday, Sept. 14th, was a day to be remembered. We had 
a good spread, and the gathering was quite an agreeable 
change from the usual routine.

Twin beds are the line at present. A tenor sleeps next a 
bass, or an alto next a soprano. Thus the rondings(?) of the 
Rwanee River are fine. I.D.T.
Things we know—

Our gramophone has come into its own again. Its rival is 
now amusing the populace of High Wycombe!

One of our Jocks has given (?) a wounded comrade 5/-. 
Bravo Jock !

Our ward is the coolest in the Hospital. We have a 
fountain in it, and draughts are very popular.

*•*

G.2.
We are sorry to lose Sister Skillen, and will miss her very 

much, but we hope she will come and see her old friends at 
G.2. Lucky.1.1!

A hearty welcome to Sister Pringle. May she have a good 
time in our midst.

We wish Sister Wilman a good time on her well-earned 
leave. Who wouldn't be a Blarney Stone!

Gee! Didn’t the Sergt.-Major cut up rusty when he had to 
leave his room.

Did you see our night orderly come on duty a few mornings 
ago? White flannels, boots and socks ! He does cut a dash !

By the way, we haven't heard H.2’s gramophone lately.

Has someone put a sock in it?
We extend our deepest sympathy to Cpl. B----- . May all

his troubles—Nuff said!
Needlework is still going strong in the ward, but Lowe’s 

has gone.
Thanks to Mrs. Phipps for the Whist Drive she kindly 

gave. Cordial thanks also to our Night Sister for presenting 
the prizes.
Things we would like to know—

Did one of the kitchen staff get his bet on ?
Where did Capt. White find his gloves?
What did Mrs. Phipps think of Jock's girl ?
Has he got the ring back yet ?
Who got out of bed, and thought there was an air-raid on ?
Who is the patient who will be greatly missed when he 

leaves ?
And who will miss him ?

***

H.l.
We take this opportunity of thanking the Sisters and M.O., 

of this ward for the very excellent tea they provided for us on 
the afternoon of the 9th. Everything was O.K., and very much 
appreciated and enjoyed by all.

We regret losing our excellent Night Sister, Sister Cole, 
but are consoled by having Sister Hunter with us in her place. 
We give her a hearty welcome to H.l.
A few queries —

Who was the Sgt. who ate seventeen pea-nut sandwiches 
at the tea-party ?

The name of the private who was so anxious to lay the 
tablecloth for the Sister, and if his tummy ached after tea ?

If one of our orderlies has managed to eat anything since 
the 9th ?

If our M.O. would not make an excellent female imperso
nator ?

Who was the Scotsman who lost a shilling down a crack 
in the verandah floor, and went without food for three days to 
get thin enough to go after it ?

Who was the Kangaroo Sgt. who made tea, and threw it 
away and chewed the leaves ?

If our kitchen staff has become very “savage" lately,and 
tea-total ?

***

H.2.
We are very glad to see Mrs. Watt back again, and hope 

that she had a pleasant holiday.
Who is the man who is not content with the position of 

gardener to the Hospital, but also wants to be on the kitchen 
staff ? Surely this man must be frightfully energetic, or does 
not realize the great responsibility of the position which he 
holds.

Who are the m<?n who seem to think that it is absolutely 
necessary to hold a loud conversation after lights-out? It is 
a pity that those men cannot find time to discuss the affairs 
of the nation before that hour.

The men on the verandali wish to make the request that 
Maidenhead Engineers would in future conduct their night 
operations a little more quietly, as it has such a demoralizing 
effect on them. The language that floated on the air was 
something awful to hear.

Surely the Engineers have the moral welfare of these men 
more at heart than they appear to have. We trust that this 
appeal will cause them to perform their night operations in 
the daytime !

***

J.l.
Yes, that was “ some ” tea-party of ours. We surely 

enjoyed it. “ Some ’’ class to our charming young lady, too.
Our ward boasts of three Military Medals.
A Stockholm Peace Conference wouldn't go amiss here; 

it’s getting rather strenuous.
Here's one of our riddles, there are two or three more in 

the ward : When is a bed not a bed ? Answer : After Jock's 
been around.

Someone mentioned that we needed an interpreter. 
There's a reason !
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We all made the best of that hour when the clocks were 
put back, you bet. “ Oissf.KVKR.”

J. 2.
Capt. Wiswell has returned from his vacation looking like 

a two-year-old.
We are sure glad to have him with us again.
J.l seem to boast of their raiding proclivities. I wonder 

if that accounts for the disappearance of our Silver.
We have lost our Night Sister, and we were sorry to see her 

go.
It was a pleasure to wake up and see her fluttering about 

the ward at 6 a.m., and she was always on the spot.
Cupid seems to be ramping about in this ward. Love and 

ether make a good mixture.
We are willing to back our Sisters in a bid for popularity 

against any ward in the Hospital. Foreign papers please copy.
Coco has been as close as a clam since the last issue.
\\ hat did the man on the dressing carriage think when a 

bottle fell on his head, and failed to break ?
We forgive our Sister for this one, please do likewise: 

Neil has been Neilimj.
Reddish lost his foot this week, but is as cheerful as ever. 

Sort of taking the root off.
We shall be glad when another amateur contest comes off. 

The ward fairly exudes good talent, and we must get it off 
somehow.

***

K. l.
Heavens ! there seems to be no end to the problems arising 

through the Daylight-Saving business !
Hark ye unto the latest devolved by our Sister the 

morning following the putting back of the clock : “ Will it be 
lighter or darker to-night at 8 o'clock than it was at the same 
hour last night ? "

If you feel inclined to tackle it be careful. We argued it 
for an hour, and arrived at the conclusion that the said Sister 
deserves to be reprimanded for raising the query !

Relative to the same subject, one of the patients was heard 
the other day to ask the brainy question : “ Why don't they 
put the clock back another hour so that we might have more 
daylight? "

The 41st patient in the ward is a young squirrel ! It has 
certainly come to the right place—among the (k)nuts !

No, "s--- , it is no use trying to feed a squirrel like a
parrot. It will not take chewed nuts from the mouth !

Thank you, Col. Watt, for backing our opinion, held for 
some time, that our kitchen is the cleanest and best kept in 
the whole of the Hospital.

“Have you seen a case of mumps?" asked an astute 
patient. “<‘)h yes," we* nswered. “ Well, how many are there 
in a case ? " queried the A.I1., as he gently slid away. We are 
still waiting for him 1

***

K.2.
We, in the nerve ward, have recently acquired a mascot in 

the shape of a little black kitten. We don't know where it 
came from, although it was facetiously suggested it was 
among the recent issue of “ Black Cats." It behaved well for 
a few days, always wearing its red tie, but the latest news is 
that it has been “ marked out " with an addition to its crime 
sheet.

The “ boss " of our kitchen staff has been put to bed, but 
his deputy is doing well although the responsibilities seem to 
age him somewhat.

We, in common with most others, dislike the appearance 
of grey uniforms on the golf links. One of our bed-patients 
says it revives the old “ offensive " feeling.

Whatareall our “kbaki-clad-permanent-9.30-pass-pntients" 
going to do about it this Winter? We would suggest its 
better to get introduced to Pa and Ma than to walk about in 
the cold and wet. However, Omnia vhicit amor. H.J.B.

***

ALEX. 1.
Oh lor what a game ! A few days ago the powers that

be decreed that the floors of this ward should again be spoilt 
by the roamings of the dressing carriage, and here we are 
practically a surgical ward.

I wonder if our late dressing Sister is pleased orotherwise 
that she is now on night duty ? We have our ideas about the 
matter. We are extremely sorry to lose her. However, we 
extend a hearty welcome to Sister George, who has replaced 
her.

In order to convert this into a surgical ward we had to 
part with many of our old “lead-swingers"—Fritz, the two 
Willies, Jack and “ Nelson " are gone—but we still have the 
“ whizz-bang king " with us. Put a “ shock ” in it !

We shall have to make the best of it though. We’ve a lot 
of “ patients ! "

Isn't it a change to see “ Stevie " and “ Smudger " up so 
early ?

Who was the fellow who forgot to put his watch back ; 
and who scored ?

Who put the polisher in a patient’s eye— and are we at all 
surprised ?

Why didn’t “ Robert Willie " use the chair which was 
brought for him ? *♦*

ALEX. 2.
The Sisters and the M.O. in this ward provided us with a 

splendid tea on Tuesday, Sept. 4th. Afterwards, music was 
the order, and the piano greatly assisted in cheering up the 
boys. All of us sincerely thank the hostesses and host for the 
good things they prepared for tea.

During the evening our “ old timer," Halifax, and the “ wee 
Scottie ” entertained us with their songs.

By the way, the “ wee Scottie ” has been transferred to 
another ward, where, he says, he gets “ nae custard or jellie," 
and stout is a thing of the past. He must, indeed, have fallen 
from grace!

ONTARIO 1.
We are sorry to announce the departure of “Sam," the 

Scottish member, late of the “culinary department." His 
inimitable chuckle and nocturnal cry of, “You’re a woman, 
that's what you are—you aint no lady ! ” will no longer be 
heard. Just another “ ship that passed in the night!" only 
his ship “ passed ” every night !

He was very fond of the girls, and many a Maidenhead 
flapper has, no doubt, succumbed to his personal charms. 
Certainly he had winning ways (especially at “Solo!") and 
anybody who knew him well appreciated what a real “topping" 
fellow he was.

The breach will be difficult to fill. At the time of going 
to press (how's that Mr. Editor?) it is suggested that our 
giant and wit is taking over. Whether he will or not it is 
hard to say, but his bosom chum is making great efforts on his 
behalf. We would hate to suggest it was for an ulterior 
motive !

However, the other members of the “ food control " are 
raising objections to the proposed appointment as they fear 
the danger of the" giant ” emulating “ Tom Thumb ” in getting 
lost in the garbage pail. (We'll teach you, Mr. Hooker, to pass 
remarks about “ Camp-posts ! ”)

Say ! 1 wonder what “our" Corporal-i/c thought when he 
discovered the “bloomer" he made at the meeting of the 
Athletic Association, when he enquired why such a large 
amount as £00 should be spent on suppers, and did he appre
ciate the joke when h_e discovered the item was a £60 “surplus.”

By tlie way, isn’t our ward looking smart these days ? 
Some of the old Walker's wouldn't know it !

Arguing in favour of a subscription of 6d. 
per month at the Athletic Association Meeting, 
a new mem lier said the money could lie collected 
from the men as they were paid, by the Orderly 
Sergt. That suggestion was all right, but why 
did he add the words “ That is what he is here 
for ” ?
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JUhletes and finance.
There was just a little spirit of criticism 

abroad at the semi-annual meeting of the 
Connaught Athletic Association held under the 
presidency of Col. W. L. Watt in the Patients’ 
Recreation Hall on Sept. I2th, but for the most 
part unanimity prevailed. The difficulty arose 
over the question of finance, and the method by 
which the money should be raised.

Sergt. McLaren (treasurer) in the course of 
his statement said that the receipts, including 
.£84 2s. 5d. subscriptions collected, totalled 
«30101 2s. 7d. The expenses of baseball had 
been £‘47 2s. lOd. (of which £6 3s. 8d. had 
been refunded); tennis, £6 14s. 5d.; cricket, 
£13 Is. lid.; and football, £16 5s. Od. When 
all liabilities had been met there remained a 
small debit balance. The balance sheet 
showed th,at the assets, including £60 3s. 8d., 
the estimated value of equipment, amounted to 
£72 7s. Id.—a surplus of £67 2s. Id. overall 
liabilities. Sergt. McLaren added that there 
was an amount of £20 outstanding still to be 
collected, but many of the personnel had gone 
away. He asked the members whether it would 
lie wise to make another levy on the personnel 
generally, on the new men, or on the separate 
canteens.

Captain Lewis said that the expenses of 
baseball would seem excessive, but though no 
football had been played their initial outlay a vas 
double that of the baseball team. The main 
expense was incurred in travelling, and that 
could not be avoided. The new members of the 
personnel would, he was sure, be whole-hearted 
in their desires to come in and help out. If they 
were to give a day's pay less field allowance, as 
was the rule, the finances would be all right.

Capt. Sparrow considered the best way to 
make the financial position sound would be for 
each man to pay 6d. or 1/- per month. His 
idea was to have a regular income per month, 
and the Executive would know what they had 
to spend.

Q.M.S. Hodgetts was of the same opinion.
The question of legality of stopping a man’s 

pay was raised, and Capt. Campbell said that it 
could not be done.

Col. Watt said that the present method of 
subscription was the most equitable way.

A motion, proposed by Capt. Sparrow, and 
seconded, that 6d. per month be collected from 
the personnel of the unit was defeated, an

amendment, moved by Capt. Beer, tliat they 
continue as before being carried by a large 
majority.

Replying to Capt. Sparrow, R.S.M. Jones 
assured the members that the football team 
would have quite as many if not more facilities 
for training than the baseball team had had.

The suggestion of a Nursing Sister that a 
Football League should be formed in the unit 
was discussed, but Q.M.S. Hodgetts said that it 
would be impossible to have five or six teams 
in a unit. He had written away for a league 
to be formed of hospitals in the London area, but 
had received no answer yet. They had two 
teams in training who would be able to give a 
good account of themselves.

The whole of the officers of the Association, 
who retired according to rule, Averc re-elected 
en bloc, though Capt. Lexvis expressed a desire 
to retire.

I......... I I

5Vn £legy on the grave of an 
Unknown gritish Soldier.

There lies somewhere in Flanders’ war-worn 
plain,

Where once Death’s angel laid her icy hand, 
Where grief and desolation in their train 
Have left their scars upon a stricken land,
The grave of one who long since fought and died 
For those dear ones he loved across the foam— 
The resting place of him avIio was the pride 
Of one who waits, and Avails in vain, at home.
In calm and peace he sleeps beneath the sod 
Fnmarked, save by a simple Avooden cross,
A rough, rude-fashioned emblem of his God— 
All that is left to tell of someone’s loss.
No epitaph to keep his memory blest;
Not e’en a name to mark who lies beneath. 
UnknoAvn, alone, he takes his last long rest.
His shattered rifle is his only wreath.
Sleep on brave heart, unsung by mortal pen,
On Heaven’s scroll thy name in gold is set, 
UnknoAvn, uncherished by the words of men, 
Rest thou in peace, for God doth not forget

P.I.
■ —i

Some patients would like to know why 
wounded soldiers are not allowed to sit on the 
bridge at Maidenhead, Avhile civilians are al loAved 
the privilege at all times ?
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ALLIED.

Don’t worry William, tVe have not broken relations off yet !
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Xis “friend.”
“ Poor beggar ! I can’t help admitting that 

the whole affair makes me sad, for one cannot 
help admiring downright audacity—even in a 
Hun. Then, 1 had known him so long, so 
long—not as a Hun, of course—though natur
ally he was a Hun even in those old student 
days. Yes, he was a Hun even then, damn ’im ! 
And yet he was once my friend, my very close 
friend of some of the rarest days of my life— 
years ago at Leipzig University I mean. Ah ! 
well, I must tell my story from the beginning.

“It was very natural that my father, whose 
name was indelibly identified with almost every 
step of improvement or perfection of gun con
struction, should be pleased to see his only son 
inherit all his love, and at least some of his 
talent, for this uncanny business. At all events,
I never remember the time when a gun—and the 
bigger the better—did not absorb my interest 
entirely. Therefore, after the careful scientific 
training that my own England gave me, it was 
father’s ambition that I should gather the rich 
fruit of learning in foreign fields as well. To 
Leipzig then I went—never dreaming that 
there would commence the episode here ended 
this tragic night.

“ Memory of those days is cruelly clear just 
now ! I suppose it’s nerves—the shock of this 
ugly business. But God! how real it is. 
There’s Hilly Ferguson, Sandy Mackay, and 
good old John Norton, and perhaps one or two 
others and a Hun student friend or two—yes, 
by heaven, they w ere Huns then ! only we mis
took them for good fellows. Perhaps it would 
be to the Crystal 1 Palast or a tanz-halle, as the 
mood would* have it ; or, and it was not seldom, 
the mood was a thirsty one, and so to the 
Thuritiger Hof, Auerbach’s Keller, Cafe Bauer, 
or the more intimate cosiness of a small wrein 
stuk. Ach Gott ! ye good old thirsty days ! I 
know now they must have bedeviled us.

“We always stuck together, we three, for 
each must have contributed something to the 
perfection of good company that made us so 
joyous the triple expansion of the human 
machine. Billy lent the unexpected of mirth, 
and a certain drollness of speech that was almost 
foreign at times. He hailed from Canada, and 
blamed his peculiar accent to the heavy burr 
of his Scotch father and the generous breadth 
of his mother’s Irish brogue. John was a dark 
and canny Albion from the north of England

—most precise, albeit slow, in his carefully 
moulded English. We worked and played 
together, and what more natural than that we 
each found much interest, not only in our own 
work, but that of each other as well. John 
seemed honestly afraid that 1 would wreck the 
world with my weird mechanical devices that 
were always directed tow ards the improvement 
and perfection of the gun problem, while Billy 
often waxed vaguely eloquent in his contention 
that 1 was already a cadet in the devil’s service 
for my unholy attachment to such a hobby. In 
all things we were the closest of friends, and 
mutual confidence and consultation in our work 
and play formed the basis of deep and abiding 
friendship.

‘“The very best of friends must part’ is 
the burden of an old song, and such it was to 
be with us, until years afterwards the call to 
arms found us once more together, in the same 
battalion, and together we went to France. 
Billy’s natural gift of curiosity and good fellow
ship* had finally drawn him into our diplomatic 
service, while John, ever the most plodding and 
methodical soul, had forged well ahead in 
mechanical engineering in the employ of one 
of our largest shipbuilding concerns.

“ ‘But, John, doesn t it fairly beat the divil 
that he should have allowed such a great gun 
expert to exist on the wrong side, for surely 
the old fellow himself really meant old Bob 
(meaning me) to be a Hun. Ibis trom Billy as 
we sat in our dug-out, when, as usual, 1 was 
planning and plotting on paper at my old 
hobby—this time with a tervoured interest that 
was more than ever the very life °‘ me- 'John 
sat beside me at the table ; together w e had 
been pouring over my sketches in the flickering 
light of a solitary candle.

“ ‘You’ve got it, old man,' said John, ‘the 
greatest trench mortar in the world, a thing 
that will revolutionize trench warfare.’

“With a feeling of triumph and overpower
ing elation, I turned to Billy with a retort that 
was meant to be crushing in a friendly way. 
Something in his expression, new and foreign 
to my knowledge of him, gave me pause —was 
it anger, or jealousy, or did he simply begrudge 
John the honour of having during the last few 
days been more intimately in my confidence— 
a thing that was so natural, since Billy had 
years before forsaken the profession that John 
and I had stuck to.

“ As a result I said nothing, except to suggest



CHRONICLES OF CLIVEDEN. 11

that we should go into the Mess dug-out for a 
snack and a drink, for indeed the hour was both 
late and cold. Why, I knew not then, but a 
chill silence fell upon us as we left our small 
quarters for the brighter and more commodious 
Mess near by. Nor did a drink and a lighter 
vein of conversation lift the’chill pall of es
trangement that had suddenly fallen upon us. 
Others came in to join in the usual “night-cap” 
ere we turned in, and presently John, with a 
short, though friendly, ‘Good night, old man, 
I’m tired,’ departed. Billy followed with his 
eyes, then turned to me, to find that I was 
gazing intently upon him. Our mutual em
barrassment must have been evident to others, 
for when Billy also left a moment later, with 
a short ‘ Good night," one of the other fellows 
said to me 1 What's up, Bob ? Looks as if you 
and Billy, with seconds, will meet at dawn ! ’

“It is undoubtedly true that, even between 
the most intimate of friends, an unbidden blight 
of mutual misunderstanding may arise, with at 
least some element of cause, but here was an 
estrangement so unheralded and precipitate 
that I was left stunned and silent. Nor could 
I even reply to the good-natured remark of my 
friend.

“Upon returning to our dug-out a few 
minutes later, expecting to find that John and 
Billy had turned in, I was surprised to find the 
place empty and, stranger still, all my drawings 
and descriptions of the new trench mortar, 
which 1 bad left on the table, gone ! Utterly 
bewildered 1 rushed out, and even called loudly 
the names of my two friends —an unusual 
thing to do, for, be it remembered, the Hun 
trenches were hardly a hundred yards distant. 
As if in answer, there was a single report, clear 
and distinct on the quiet night air. This in 
itself—no uncommon occurrence, for the night 
patrols are always at work—did not attract me. 
A moment later I heard, rather than saw , a 
commotion just beyond the bead of an adjacent 
listening post, and instinct seemed to draw me 
hurriedly to that point.

“ ‘ What’s up ’ I asked.
“ ‘ Can’t exactly say, sir,’ replied a sentry. 

‘ About two minutes ago one of our officers 
passed me, saying he was going out to relieve 
Capt. Campbell with the patrol-. A few seconds 
later another officer passed me. I know they 
were both ours, but as I’m a new man, fresh in, 
I don’t just remember their names.’

“ Still all was dark and mysterious—Billy

and John gone, my sketches and plans gone, 
two unknown officers suddenly passing a sentry 
heading towards the Hun lines ! Indeed, I was 
too stunned for further surprises—even the 
solution of everything.

“ I was partly aware that out of ‘ no-man’s 
land’ a little party returned with a limp form. 
Someone said, ‘ We've got him, a Hun,’ and they 
carried him to the nearest dug-out. There in 
the faint flickering of a candle he lay—a khaki- 
clad figure—one of our own officers. There 
was consternation ; and exclamations of horror 
broke forth. ‘God, there’s been a horrible mis
take ! ’ cried one. ‘ Who is it, who is it ? ’ cried 
another.

“ Grief, surprise, wonder and blank mystery 
seemed all one to me. 1 was without words or 
feeling. Nor did I realize who it was who pre
sently stooped, withdrew some papers from the 
dead man s pocket and thrust them into my 
hands -my papers, my sketches and plans.

“ ‘ I know, old fellow, you can’t under
stand,’ he said, taking both my arms in his 
strong grip and facing me squarely, eye to eye.
‘ It s simply the unexpected that has happened. 
In the old days, in Leipzig, I never suspected 
it; yet, thanks to my training of recent years, 
1 have learnt to question even myself and my 
motives, and therefore much more so my friends. 
Ever since we joined I have watched him, for 
instinct is sure when love is great. Lad, lad! 
I’ve watched this mighty invention grow in 
your hands, and I’ve watched and guarded over 
you and it with zealous care.

“ ‘ So perfect was his disguise, even in the 
old days at Leipzig, that 1 did not suspect he 
was a llun by birth.

“‘When the famous German spy, Rudolf 
von Hartzburg, worked in England under an 
assumed name 1 did not associate it with that 
of our one-time friend, or, if 1 did, I thought 
it but coincidence. When, to-night, I saw him 
take your papers, your invention, and make off 
towards the Hun lines, 1 knew it with utter cer
tainty that he who lies there—whom I followed 
and shot—was none other than Rudolf von 
Hartzburg—alias John Norton.’ ”

t___ "i

When lovers arrive at an understanding 
between them, does it imply that they are half
witted i
Capt. : “ Have you any scars ? ”
Patient: “No, sir, but I’ve some cigarettes!”
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Will îheY?
Will they go to Heaven ?

Will they drown at sea ?
Will they die on the battlefield ?

Will they die for me ?
Hear them calling for help 

On the raging sea !
Please, dear King of Heaven,

Take care of them for me.
Hear them on the battlefield, 

Suffering from pain !
Oh, dear Lord, do hear us all,

Bring them back to us again.
This little poem was written, entirely without aid, by 

Miss Anthea Shimmings, the seven years old daughter of Mr. 
and Mrs. Shimmings, Taplow House, and is a delightful ex
pression of a child’s thought.

ïhe Wooing oj “Slim”
{Alias “The Mongolian Snuff-chewer”).

“Slim,” the hero of this short history, was 
a somewhat fiat-faced youth of some twenty- 
two Summers, and uncertain temper, being at 
times almost too ready to adhere to that ancient 
old Jew law: “An eye for an eye, &c.,” but 
otherwise gifted with a “ charming " personality.

“Slim” had fought right merrily those 
beings named “Germhuns,” who inhabited a 
far country across the water.

Being sorely smitten, he was carried to ye 
ancient and beautiful Hospice known as “Clive
den,” where he was cured of his hurts.

Our hero, being somewhat of an inquisitive 
turn of mind, must needs betake himself to the 
ancient village of Maidenhead.

It was during his short sojourn in this 
delightful and charming village that he met 
his “Divinity,” to whom he gave his heart, and 
forthwith carried her off to the “House of 
the pictures that live,” and the chroniclers hath 
it that they held hands and enjoyed themselves 
right heartily (especially “Slim”).

Upon the conclusion of the merry pro
gramme he pleaded for the hand of the maid, 
and she, being pleased, gave him “The Sign of 
the Glad Eye,” and consented to become his 
life’s partner.

“Slim,” being now in the seventh realm 
of happiness, is looking hence to that ever- 
eventful day when lie carries the fair bride to 
that great and glorious county of Durham, the 
birthplace of his forefathers.

yVnother Xonour.
It is always a pleasure to extend our con

gratulations to those who have won honours, 
and just recently we have been privileged to 
offer them on many occasions. Another name 
has been added to the somewhat lengthy list— 
C.S.M. Lyons, of the 39th Batt. Australian 
Infantry Force, who has received the Distin
guished Conduct Medal for the gallant work 
he did while in charge of a raiding party at 
Messines Ridge on May 28th. The honour 
conferred upon him is all the more gratifying 
by reason of the fact that he went right through 
the South African War, and already wears the 
medals of the late Queen Victoria and King 
Edward. The C.S.M.’s fellow patients and 
friends have showered congratulations upon 
him and we wish him the “very best.”

5V Patient's Problem.
“Can the night sister please everybody?" 

asks a correspondent.
“If she reports anybody for being late she 

is called a sneak, and if she does not report 
them they think they have a right to come into 
the ward ‘ any old time.'

If she keeps on making her rounds through 
the night she is criticized, for keeping men 
awake, and if she stays down the ward they say 
she might as well not be on duty.

If she does everything any patient asks 
her she is called soft or daft, and if she refuses 
she is lazy or no yood.

If she awakens a man in the morning to 
wash himself he Avants to know why she can’t 
let a man alone when he is sleeping, and if she 
does not awaken him he wants to knoAV the 
reason, and why his wash-water is cold?

But when the sister is leaving for France 
then they all say, ‘We are very sorry Sister
------is leaving us, because she was one of the
best.'" , M.

A very tunny incident occurred at the 
meeting ot the Athletic Association, and the 
Scotch accent was wholly to blame. Sergt. 
McLaren read, in presenting the treasurer’s 
report, “Surplus, £67.” One could scarcely 
blame the Corpl. who afterwards made a vigor
ous protest against the great extravagance of 
the executive in spending £67 on suppers !
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V.5V-2)- Jfotes.
HIGH WYCOMBE.
Our Night V.A.D. Nurse 

was married on Wednesday,
Sept. 12th, to Paymaster J.
R. Cundall, R.N., by the 
Bishop of Buckinghamshire.
The wounded and some of the 
nurses formed a guard of 
honour outside the Church, 
and gave them a good send- 
off. It was a pity there was 
no photographer to have taken the pretty picture.

Mrs. Gubbins, our late Commandant, visited 
the Hospital last week. She is now head of the 
linen stores in a Plymouth Hospital.

Cannon was the lucky winner of a wrist- 
watch in last week’s Whist Drive, the gift of 
Mr. Reddington.

Many thanks to Mrs. Holt Thomas for the 
gift of football, to Miss Flint for motoring and 
teas, and to Miss Ferguson for Sunday music.

***

Dialogue I.
Experienced V.A.D. : “It’s so difficult to 

get really nice jellies for the specials. These 
ready-made things are of no use.”

Very Young Pantry Helper: “The pink 
ones are so pretty, I always think.”

E.V.A.D.: “My dear! looks aren’t every
thing, and when you get them full of lemon! 
And lemon’s an irritant— it’s fatal ! We ought 
to buy calves’ feet and make our jellies ourselves 
—or at least, of course, the kitchen people 
would have to do it.” (She disappears.)

New V.A.D. (sotto voce): “Lemon is an 
irritant—I must remember that.” (Enter 
Sister).

Sister, briskly : “Nurse! take some barley- 
water at once to Arnold in Ward 14. (Disap
pears).”

New V.A.D. (to Sister’s charming back 
view): “Yes, Sister.” (ToV.Y.P.H.): “Where 
is the barley-water?”

V.Y.P.H.: “Somewhere about, in a jug, I 
think. Oh, here it is!”

Experienced Pantry Helper: “My 
dear, that’s cocoa! The barley-water is in one 
of those other jugs—over there on the right.”

New V.A.D.: “Lemon is an irritant.” 
(Aloud): “Is this barley-water? It looks very 
brown!”

E.P.H. : “ That’s the barley-water jug. It 
does look brown.” (To another Sister who 
enters hurriedly): “Is this the barley-water, 
Sister?”

Sister: “Looks like soup; barley-water 
should be fawn, with a dash of pink.” (She 
disappears).

E.P.II. (tasting carefully) : “No, it’s barley- 
water right enough, and not at all bad to taste. 
Not enough lemon in it though.”

New V.A.D.: “Lemon is an irritant!”
E.P.II. : “ M’yes, but barley-w ater is noth

ing without it. Oh, here’s another jugful! 
What about that, eh?”

New- V.A.D.: “It smells very strongly of 
lemon, and lemon is an irritant.”

E.P.II. : “Well, wee’ll dilute one with the 
other, and that’s bound to be alright. There 
you are, Nurse.” (Nurse disappears). My 
dear, aren’t these temporary people the limit? 
And they—”

V.Y.P.H.: “But what is the real colour 
of barley-water, I wonder?” (Left wondering, 
while E.P.H. trickles away to the kitchen in 
search of milk and a lost scrubbing-brush).

E.E.H., High Wycombe.

Jhe 2)<m Juan’s Jilemma.
There’s Gertie of Wooburn on Monday,
I’ve promised to meet her at six.
Then Phyllis of Loudwater Tuesday,
Nowr whatever time did we fix ?
There’s Mabel of Burnham for Wednesday, 
She’s got curly hair and nice eyes;
And on Thursday it’s Kitty of Cookham, 
Her lips are as red as our ties.
Let me see, on Friday it’s Nelly,
Where I meet her on chance it depends. 
Saturday brings Dot, my river girl,
She comes up from Town for week-ends. 
Maidenhead calls me on Sunday,
To Ethel, who’s all love and kisses,
But what’s worrying me most just at present 
Is what day can I iix for the “missus?”

, H.J.B.
Curate : “ Now that your son has left 

school and is starting to earn is own living, 
Mrs. Jones, I trust he will endeavour to rise in 
the world.”

Mrs. J. : “ Well, he stands a good chance, 
sir, he is going to work at Hayes Munitions 
Factory ! ”
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Sports & Amusements.
BASEBALL.

On Saturday, Sept. 8th, the “Astorias” 
journeyed to London to play Pay & Records at 
Battersea Park, but as only four members of the 
Pay-Records team were present the game was 
forfeited to the “Astorias, 0—0. The Sergeants 
happened to be having an outing in London 
that day, and were present, and after a great 
deal of persuasion were induced to have a game 
with the “regulars.” It was some game! The 
contortions that some of the three-striped clan 
went through would put some of the artists on 
the stage to shame. Three innings were played, 
then all departed to have tea.

On Tuesday the boys went to Orpington, 
and won 5—4. The! game was sure a hair- 
raiser from start to finish. When thé “Astorias” 
went to hat in the ninth, the score was four all. 
McPhail walked, stole second, and scored on a 
nice single by Reid, which put us one run to 
the good. In Orpington’s half of the ninth it 
looked rather shaky for a bit. The first man 
struck out, the second got a walk, got to second 
on a wild throw, and to third on an error. The 
next man drove a “liner" to left, which Avas 
“gobbled ” up by Rehill, who “whipped” it 
home in time to catch the runner at the plate.

On Saturday the team went to Smith’s 
Lawn to play the Forestry Corps, but, sad to 
relate, were beaten 8 — 0. Some of the old 
familiar faces were seen again on the diamond, 
also some on the bench who were nursing 
injuries, Maddox, McPhail, Rehill and W ash
burn being out of the game. Saturday’s game 
was the first one our team has lost to the 
Forestry unit in the six games that have been 
played. But nobody minds losing to the 
Forestry boys because it would be hard to find 
a better bunch of sports.

Military Baseball League Table.
TEAM. AVON. LOST. P.O.

Taplow ... 11 ... 2 ... .840
Epsom ... ... 10 ... 3 ... .769
London American ... 8 ... 4 ... .666
Pay-Records 5 7 .416
Orpington ... 4 ... 10 ... .285
Uxbridge ... 1 ... 13 ... .076
Two protested Raines to he replayed—Taplow versus Epsom 

and Taplow versus London Americans.

T.hiii(/s we would like to know—

When and where do the boys play Epsom?

W hen does our team play London Ameri
cans ?

Does the team play in Slough on the 29th?
Why the team lacked the usual “ Pip” in 

Saturday’s game?
***

OUR ENT ER TAIN E R S.
The following ladies and gentlemen have 

very kindly extended hospitality to the patients 
during the last fortnight : Lady Durking (Ascot), 
Lady de Bunsen, Lady Boston, Lady Bell (Stoke 
Poges), Sir Albert Mine (Marlow), Miss Barry, 
Mrs. Davies, Mrs. Du Pre, Miss Coleman, Mr. 
Folidi, Miss Ackroyd (Burnham), Mrs. Baron 
Harris, Mr. Oliver (Windsor). Mrs. Gordon, 
Mrs. Clark, Mr. .lackson, Mr. Schuster, Mrs. 
Bradish Ellames, Mrs. Mills, Mrs. Archie Baker, 
Mrs. Skimmings, Miss Gardner and Mr. Spind- 
ler. Mr. Gude very kindly invited a large 
number of patients to a matinee at the Maid
enhead Hippodrome on Saturday, and parties 
have also been entertained by the proprietor 
of the Bridge Street Picture Theatre. Cordial 
thanks are extended to all who have contri
buted to the entertainment of the “troops.”

***

OUR CONCERTS.
Considerable amusement was derived from 

the performances of the Professional Concert 
Party arranged by Mrs. Collins, whose kindness 
in this direction is very greatly appreciated, and 
the “Chocolates," a clever company of young 
artistes, who made their second visit. The 
concerts were most enjoyable. This evening 
“The Elves" are to make their appearance, and 
there is little doubt they will be heartily 
welcomed.

***

VISIT TO WINDSOR.
On the 11th inst. a party of about 80 

Colonials had the privilege of visiting the State 
Apartments at Windsor Castle. T.M. the King 
and Queen were in residence, and met the party 
in St. George’s Hall. After the inspection, tea 
was served, and Princess Mary graciously 
presided at this gathering. The trip Avas 
extremely interesting, and will live long in the 
memories of those who Avere privileged to 
participate.

Printed for the Proprietors by The Aitors Press (Maiden 
head), Limited, 98, Quekn Street, Maidenhead, Berks 

Saturday, September 22tid, 1917.
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Telephone: No. 51x.

Arthur Upson,
!Photographic Chemistt 

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

?
Kodaks. Photographic Materials.
Films. :: Plates. :: Paper.

jZ?

Complete Department for Developing, Printing and 
Enlarging.

Films Developed and Printed in 48 hours.

The .. 
Hippodrome,
Maidenhead.

Open every Evening at 7.30. 
Always something doing.

Telephone: 156, Maidenhead. 

HOSPITALS, CANTEENS & SHOPS SUPPLIED.

Geo. Mattingley,
»----- i East Berks »
Tobacco & Cigar Stores,

55, KING STREET .. ..

Corn <&°Coa>l Stores, MAIDENHEAD.

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

telegrams: "3ear, JKCaidenhcad.” Telephone: 183.

Bear Hotel,
MAIDENHEAD.

Oldest Hotel in Berkshire. Established for over 
two centuries. :: Exceedingly well situated, within a 

few minutes of driver, Station, and Golf Links. Good old 
English Fare. Every tAccommodation. Suites of rpooms, 
double and single bedrooms. :: Electric light throughout. 
Luncheon Baskets supplied.

Launch ‘Parties Catered for.
Motor Garage and Inspection Pit, free to 'Visitors 

taking meals.

Bona-fide Family Hotel,
entirely free from .‘Qohemianism.

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

^Moderate tariff (inclusive if desired).
For special arrangements apply Manager.
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Owen Price
(Prom the Army & Navy Stores, London),

curt hairdresser c
(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
Service
Depot.

Large
Tyre
Stocks.

Motor
Cycle
Supplies.

Johnson's 
Cleaner, Wax & 
Carbon Remover

The Red Shop,
Market Street, Maidenhead.

Patches
and
Plasters.

Sparking Cleaning Gas and
Plugs. Materials. Electric Lamp

Sundries.

1 |D ||EYBDURN & Co., m
Grand Garage, Maidenhead.

'Rhone: Ko. 127.

• THE

BRITISH
AUTOMOBILE

TRACTION Co., Limited.

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

Maidenhead 
Taplow Ct. 
Cliveden H.

l 5 
l 18 
1 25

2 5 
2 18 
2 25

3 5 
3 18 
3 25

P.M. | P.M

4 55 5 
4 185 18 
4 25 5 25

6 5 
G 18 
6 25

P.M.

7 5 
7 18 
7 25

P.M.

8 5 
8 18 
8 25

P.M.

9 0 
9 13 
9 20

Cliveden H. 
Taplow Ct. 
Maidenhead

1 30 
1 37 
1 50

2 30 
2 37 
2 50

3 30 
3 37 
3 50

P.M. I P.M.

4 30 5 30 
4 37 5 37 
4 50 5 50

6 30 
6 37 
6 50

7 30 
7 37 
7 50

P.M.

8 30 
8 37 
8 45

P.M.

9 30 
9 37 
9 45

FARRS—Maidenhead & Taplow Court, 3d. ; Maidenhead & 
Cliveden Hospital, 6d. ; Taplow Court and Cliveden Hos
pital, 3d.; Rear Hotel and “ Dumb Bell ” Corner, 9d.
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MONTAGUE C. ROCK, m.ps,
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.

Phone: 439.

Confectioner.
Finest Selection of Cakes & Biscuits obtainable 

under the present food restrictions,
Delicious Chocolates.

78, High St., Maidenhead.

For the 
Newest Ideas 

in
Velours and 

Autumn Millinery.

Best Value in 
Blankets, 

Down Quilts, 
Flannel and 
Flannelette.

ARTIN,R.

4y, High St., Maidenhead

For the
Latest Styles in 
Coats, Furs and 

Costumes.

Noted Value 
in

Woven Underwear, 
Hosiery & Gloves.

Neve Bros.
(Established 1847),

Hatters, Hosiers, Glovers, . . . 
Shirt Makers i3 General Outfitters,

’Phone: No. 174, Slough.

The Slough and 
Langley Laundries
(Slough Laundry Co., Ltd.),

Agents for the Jaeger Co/s All-Wool Specialities. 
“ Aquascutum” & “ Zambrenc ” Raincoats.

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

Warm Knitted Undercoats, soft and comfortable, 
10/6 to 21/-.

Specialists in Boys’ School Outfits.

vt| 74, HIGH STREET,
’Phone: 539.

ri\ MAIDENHEAD. ::

Shirt & Collar Dressers, 
Dyers, Cleaners, &c.

BUCKINGHAM GARDENS,

Slough...........
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MAIDENHEAD.

Chiltern House, “Priscilla,”
Crendon Street, 23, Queen Street,
High Wycombe Maidenhead

(Mead Office). (Branch).

| Luncheons and j
i Afternoon Teas.

_________________J
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.

HOME-MADE CAKES A SPECIALITY.

At Homes, Garden Parties, Board Residence
Dances, &c., catered for. and Apartments.

Open on Sundays.

Telegrams: Telegrams:
Chiltern House, High Wycombe. Priscilla, Maidenhead.

Proprietress: Mrs. ETHERIDGE.

Telephone : 72, Slough.

Charles Sangster,

China. Glass. Earthenware.

^ £

4.W. & R. E. BACON,
The Household Stores,

85-87, High St., Slough.

English & Foreign

CHEMIST,

88, High Street, Slough.
**

Physicians’ Prescriptions & Nursing Requisites 
a Speciality,

Gas Burners and Mantles.
Telephone: No. 78.

Published (by subscription only) by the " Chronicles of Cliveden ” Committee, at The Duchess of Connaught Canadian Military
Hospital, Cliveden, Taplow, Bucks.


