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MRS B STERPHENS,

In this issue we have pleasure in presenting to our readers the
portrait of Mr. B. J. B. Stephens, a director of The Cirencester
Brewery Ltd., in the knowledge that it will receive a hearty
welcome from the Directors of this Company and serve to introduce
one of their new associates to the Firm's officials in all districts,
who are eager to become acquainted with our new friends, now
working in a common cause and sharing our own ideals. 1 N

Educated at Winchester College, where his studies extended
over six years and leaving in July, 18go, Mr. Stephens at the age of
nineteen joined a large firm of East Indian Merchants in Liverpool
as an apprentice. After two years he was transferred to the Head
Office in Glasgow, subsequently being sent to their Bombay House.

In 1897 Mr. Stephens joined the Bombay-Burma Trading
Corporation, Ltd., the well-known teak firm, with whom he worked
for twenty years in the Dutch Indies, Burma and India, returning
home during the Great War, after having been one of the senior
managers for several years.

From that time Mr. Stephens has been a Director of the
Cirencester Brewery Ltd., and in connection therewith it is interest-
ing to learn that he married a sister of Major F. W. B. Cripps,
D.S.0., D.L., ]J.P., who was then Managing Director. From “ Who's
Who,” we find that Mr. Stephens has been Chairman of the Burma

Chamber of Commerce, Vice-Chairman of the Rangoon Port Trust

and a member of the Council of the Lieutenant-Governor of Burma,
1913-1914, and received a C.L.E. for his services.

In the world of sport Mr. Stephens has experienced great
variety, having been Captain of Football whilst at Winchester
College, where he also played for the Cricket XI for several years.
During the summer holidays of his last year at school he played
cricket for the County of Hampshire. He has also indulged in
cricket and football, both rugby and association, as well as hockey
in many parts of the world, such as Liverpool, Glasgow, Bombay,
Poona, Rangoon, etc. Having ridden and shot most of his life, we
hope that the countryside surrounding the sphere of his present
business activities provides Mr. Stephens with opportunities for
following those favoured pastimes during leisure hours.
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Take a little wine for thy stomach’s sake and thine oft
infirmities.—The Bible.

CHAT rom

THE EDITOR’S CHAIR
(By C.H. P)

QUITE SATISFIED !

After the war there were a number of armed raids on banks.
As a deterrent, one of the big banking institutions had installed
at all their branches large electric alarm bells outside the premises,
with control pushes at various points so that in an emergency any
member of the staff could rouse the neighbourhood. Bank
inspectors were instructed to test the alarms on their visits. An
inspector, who was particularly keen on this subject, was at a
branch in a small town in Wiltshire and, just before breaking off
for lunch, said to the manager, * Now, I'm going to test your alarm
bell.” The manager said, ** Really, sir, I would ask you not to do
that. I can assure you it is in perfect working order. The fact
of the matter is that everyone in the town knows what the bell is
for and when it is rung it causes a great commotion and a crowd
gathers in the street.” The inspector, however, was not to be
deterred from what he considered his duty, rang the bell and
expressed himself as quite satisfied with it. A few minutes later
he was greatly surprised to see someone coming in through the
swing doors backwards. When the man turned round he was seen
to be wearing a green apron and carrying a tray on which were five
glasses of “ S.B.”

Tue CosT OF WAR.

While the wars in Spain and China rage on, Professor Nicholas
Murray Butler calculates how much the Great War cost the world.
He arrives at a figure of £80,000,000,000. This sum, he says,
would have provided five acres, a £500 house and £2o0 for furniture
for every family in Great Britain, the U.S.A., Canada, France,
Belgium, Russia, Germany and Australia. Also a £1,000,000
library and a £2,000,000 university for every city of over 20,000
inhabitants in those countries,

Anything else? Yes. With the money left over, the whole
territory of France and Belgium could have been purchased.

Yet the world still hankers after war !
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It’s BirTer, Bur HE CAN'T SELL BEER.

Although he claimed to have had a university education and a
fine athletic career, a retired schoolmaster was refused an off-lieence
to sell beer and wines at Woodbridge, near Ipswich, recently. He
was Thomas Harper, aged fifty-two, and in support of his application
it was stated that he :

Was educated at Durham University.

Had played in the university football team.

Had stroked his college boat.

Had been a middle-weight boxing champion.
Represented Northumberland at cricket and tennis.

Had played in the Bradford City First Division football
team.

Won three war medals and was mentioned in despatches.
Had managed a post office.

Had kept a store.

Had run a circulating library and a fried fish business.

Harper claimed to have been picked as the personal escort of
the Duke of Windsor during the war.

WELL PACKED !

A little girl was walking with her mother through a London -

square, and asked why the rggdway was covered with straw.

“The lady in this house has just had a little daughter sent to her,

dear,” said the mother. :

The child looked at the straw again, and exclaimed : * Awfully
well packed, mummie, wasn't it? "
A Live WIRE,

““ That new man Charlie we've got on the pumps is certainly a
live wire,” said the manager of the petrol station.

“ Really ? ™

“ Yes, a motorist drove up just now and shouted, * Dionne
Quintuplets ! "

“ That was a puzzler, wasn't it? ”

“Not to Charlie. He simply said, ‘ Yes, sir,’ and gave him
five gals ! "
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SHOVE HA'PENNY.

Shove ha’penny is an old English bar-parlour pastime and it is
mentioned by Shakespeare in “ The Merry Wives of Windsor.”
Slender swore that he was robbed of “ two shovel boards.” It
was played by King Henry VIII, who once lost XXXVs, VId. * to
my lorde of Wiltshire.” It is not organised, like darts. No one
knows how many clubs play it and it is doubtful if the Shove
Ha’penny Control Association know the total membership. Its
chief popularity is centred in the South Midlands and in Southern
England, and it is rarely played north of Northamptonshire.
Contests with big audiences have been played at Chelmsford,
Hastings, Christchurch and Lingfield. Two thousand people once
watched a final at Reading. The jargon of the game suggests the
jolly atmosphere of the bar-parlour. If you make a particularly
skilful shot the proper thing to say is *“ Pretty tickle, Sir.”” If you
score in every bed you have won *“ a light in every window.” The
eighth bed is known traditionally as * The Scotsman "’—no one can
tell why. If you get all your five coins home that isa ** gold watch.”
In some districts the jargon becomes military and a gold watch
is known as a ' Sergeant Major.” A shove ha’penny match was
included in a recent B.B.C. television programme. This was
between Patrick O’Neill, a 51-year-old Covent Garden porter, who
has played the game for 30 years, and Tom Blackaby, an old
soldier, who was only 15 when he played his first game—in the
Seven Dials, in the early 'nineties.

SiMPLE DEDUCTION.

As a coal miner and his wife were walking home from church
one Sunday evening, the wife said—" How is it, John, that our
Minister always calls the dove a he-bird when he gets on aboot the
Flood and the Ark and those things? I never saw in the Bible
where it was said that the dove was a he-bird.” ** Aha, me lass,”
replied John, * oor Minister is a very learned man and a very
sensible man as well ; and he knows that if the dove had been a
she-bird she couldn’t have kept her mouth closed long enough to
fetch a twig back to the Ark.”

SIMONDS BEER IS BEST.
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ANGLO-AMERICAN SYMPATHY.

In this dangerous situation it is gratifying to observe that
Anglo-American relations are growing noticeably more cordial.
The presence of U.S.A. warships at Sydney last month may have
been merely a courteous gesture ; but the visit of an American
squadron to Singapore for this month’s opening of the giant dock
is obviously something more. Neither have the Americans sent
the chief of their naval plans department to London just for the
sake of his health. America undoubtedly has still a long way to
travel before she will jettison her objection to ** foreign entangle-
ments ”’ ; but she has begun to move in the direction, and the folly
of the Japanese is almost daily accelerating the pace.

AR NG AT ANY PRICE.”

The same blindness to the latent power of free democracy is
also responsible for America’s determination to build bigger
battleships—and more of them. Alone of the naval powers Japan
preserved secrecy concerning her building programme ; alone she
has exceeded the tonnage agreed between the others. She has
thrown down a challenge which Britain and America cannot
ignore—and if, in the end, she finds herself opposed to them it will
be her own fault. Democracy wants pefte and will suffer much
to preserve it. But there is a limit. Driven beyond that limit we
believe that democracy will face the situation—united.

THE INFORMATION BUREAU. .

“ What kind of people are those who have just moved in next
door to you? asked Mrs. Gadder.

“Oh, I never talk about my neighbours,” replied Mrs.
Knowalot. ‘“ All I know about them is that their stuff came in
one van, that only one of their bedsteads has any brass on it, most
of the furniture looks old, there’s six in the family, the children are
all boys, they have two dogs, the man is about twenty years older
than the woman, they had a squabble with the driver of the van
when they settled with him, and their name is Smith.”

BeER Is BEST FOR SEA-SICKNESS.

Dr. Otto Johannes, ship’s physician, of the steamship
Gerolstein, which has docked at New York, announces, accgrdlng
to the Daily Express, that he has discovered a new preventive for
sea-sickness and that it has worked 100 per cent.

The cure is a glass of beer before breakfast.
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How 1o KILL AN ASSOCIATION,

There are various methods of strangling an association—an
occupation apparently enjoyed by some disgruntled members. The
subject was vigorously revived recently at the annual dinner and
concert of Preston Chamber of Trade. Guests went home armed
with the following ‘ Thirty Ways to Kill an Association " :—

Don’t come to the meetings.

But if you do come, come late.

If the weather doesn’t suit you, don’t think of coming.

If you do not attend a meeting, find fault with the work of

the officers and other members.

Never accept an office, as it is easier to criticise than to do

things.

6. Nevertheless, get sore if you are not appointed on a

committee, but if you are, do not attend committee

meetings.

If asked by the chairman to give your opimion regarding

some important matter, tell him you have nothing to say :

after the meeting tell everyone how things ought to be
done.

8. Do nothing more than is absolutely necessary ; but when
other members willingly roll up their sleeves and un-
selfishly use their ability to help matters along, howl that
the association is run by a clique.

g. Hold back your subscriptions as long as possible, or don't
pay at all.

10. When a banquet is given, tell everybody money is being
wasted on ** blow-outs "’ which make a noise and accomplish
nothing.

11. When no banquets are given, say the association is dead
and needs a can tied to it.

12. Don't ask for a banquet ticket until all are sold.

13. Then swear you've been cheated out of yours.

14. If you do get a ticket, don’t pay for it.

15. If asked to sit at the speaker’s table, modestly refuse.

16. If you are not asked, resign from the association.

17.  If you don’t receive a bill for your subscription, don’t pay.

18. If you receive a bill after you have paid, resign from the
association,

19. Don’t tell the association how it can help you; but if it
doesn’t help you, resign.

20. If you receive service without joining, don't think of
joining.

21.  If the association doesn’t correct abuses in your neighbour’s

business, howl that nothing is done.

o N

£

~1
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22. If it calls attention to abuses in your own, resign from
the association. _

23. Keep your eye open for something wrong, and when you
find it, resign. _ :

24. At every opportunity threaten to resign and then get vour
friends to resign. -

25. When you attend a meeting, vote to do something, and
then go home and do the opposite. ; .

26. Agree to everything said at the meeting and disagree with

4 it outside. : A

27.  When asked for information, don’t give it.

28. Cuss the association for the incompleteness of its informa-
tion. :

29. Get all the association gives you, but don’t give it anything,
but :

30. When everything else fails .. CUSS THE SECRET ARY.

ANNUAL BANQUET AND BALL.

The Reading and District Licensed Trades Protedtion and
Benevolent Association's 15th annual banquet and ball took place
on February 15th, at the Oxford Hall, Oxford Road, Reading, when
a record number of 274 spent an enjoyable evening, under th_e
presidency of Mr. Albert E. Drury, a Director of Messrs. Booth’s
Distilleries, Ltd., who was supported by the Deputy Mayor (Mrs.
Alderman A. Jenkins, J.P.) and an influential company. Messrs.
Booth, in addition to a donation of £25 to the funds of the associa-
tion, presented each lady present with a box of handkerchiefs as a
souvenir of the occasion. The arrangements were in the hands of
a committee comprising the following :—Messrs. J. Healey
(chairman), F. C. Riden (treasurer), H. Wise (secretary), H. S.
Smith, W. J. Hutchins, G. S. Cherry and T. Kersley.

ENjoYABLE DANCE AND CABARET.

On Tuesday, February 8th, a very delightful function was held
at the Grosvenor House, Caversham. Mr. F. W. Freeman of the
Accountant’s Department was responsible for the happy idea of
making use of the ballroom in which to entertain his wide circle of
friends by holding a dance and cabaret. There were over I00
present and the evening was voted to be a most en] oyable one, much
of the success being due to the most efficient arrangements made
by Mr. and Mrs. Norrish. Mr. and Mrs. Freeman excelled in giving
everybody a good time and they establis:hed for themselvzs a
reputation for the charming manner in which they acted as host
and hostess. The Grosvenor House ballroom 15 ideal for ht_he
purpose of holding private functions of all descriptions, for which
there is now an increasing demand.
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NEEDS OF MODERN COMMERCE,

Some of the old poets had an amazing insight into human
nature and a very real appreciation of the needs of modern
commerce, The following lines by Goethe are well worth reading
and re-reading :

Lose this day loitering—'twil be the same story
Tomorrow, and the next day more dilatory.
Then indecision brings its own delays,

And days are lost lamenting days.

Are you in earnest ? Seize this very minute !
What you can do, or dream you can, begin it !
Courage has genius, power and magic in it.
Only engage, and then the mind grows heated ;
Begin it, and the work will be completed.

JarAx THREATENS BRITAIN.

The actual attitude of the Japanese towards the British in
China is bad enough, but the most recent pronouncements of their
military and naval leaders have made matters infinitely worse, says
Our Empirve. It is futile for Japanese politicians to minimise the
gravity of these threats, because the whole world knows that the
army rules Japan, and tolerates the politician only so long as he
“ toes the line.”

In Tokyo the politicians realise that Japan has bitten off more
than she can chew ; in Shanghai their Commander-in-Chief tacitly
admits as much, when he threatens Britain with ** serious trouble "
if she continues to recognise the government of Chiang Kai-shek.
Japan reckoned on eliminating the Chinese chief long before this,
and his obstinate resistance is causing their leaders to lose their
heads. Hence these growls at Britain—who has actually sent
fewer armaments to China than Italy or Germany !

0”{,’ J‘Wd'”(Jw (]Of.f not mﬂ&e a Sﬂm”ff’r
but

Omne swallow will easily convince you
that

5 imonds’ Beer is  best.
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A NATURE NOTE.

COLD WINDS MEAN EMPTY CREELS.

WHEN THE MIGRANTS ARRIVE.
(BY cH.PJ

The 14th of this month is the last day of the season for coarse
fishing and we shall not be able to try our luck again until June 16th.
I have fished hard throughout the winter and always acting on
the Scouts’ motto, “ Be Prepared,” I have enjoyed every minute
by the riverside in spite of the biting, cold winds, the sleet and the
torrential rains. They say that if the wind is in the north or east
you may as well remain at home for the fish will not feed. I have
proved that beyond the shadow of a doubt this winter and an
absolutely empty creel has been the rule rather than the exception.
On Sunday, February zoth, for instance, I commenced operations
at 8 a.m. and finally reeled in about 5 p.m. I “laid on " far out
into the water : I “swam " it well out and close in ; T used bread
paste, cheese, bread crust cubes, meal worms, gentles and elder-
berries, but it was all to no purpose. I did.nlot catch a single fish,
nor did I have one bite, not even a nibble. ‘A" friend, fishing close
to me, caught one little dace and fwo other experienced London
anglers also toiled all day for nought. 1 should think it has been
one of the worst roaching seasons for many years. But I must
weigh carefully every word I say for at Messrs. Bradley & Sons, Ltd.,
where these lines are printed, is Mr. Ward, one of the finest fishermen
in the South of England. Towatch himat work is an education and
if he cannot lead members of the finny tribe to their doom, few
other anglers can. I have had the pleasure of meeting him
occasionally when enjoying the gentle art and find in him not only
a great little angler, but a great sportsman.

ANGLERS GRAVE AND GAY.

Anglers are infinite in their variety. Some are grave and
others gay. Some like a chat and others are so keen on their
fishing that they do not care to enter into conversation. Of course
it is rather annoying if, when the fish are on the feed and you are
landing a few, a crowd collects around you and allow their curiosity
to over-ride their discretion. Perhaps it was some such over-
curious folk that led an angler to give them a bit of advice.
Anyway, on the back of his fishing box upon which he was
sitting a disciple of the gentle art who came to Reading rerently
had written, in big bold letters, the following advice :(—

B Brief
Bt s b s (O

I noticed that few folk stopped to converse with him and [

continued on my way.
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WATER VOLE'S MUSSEL MEAL.

As 1 strolled up the towpath on the morning of the Sunday
referred to I saw a water vole leave the water with a mussel in his
mouth. 1 settled down for the day only a few yards away. On
my approach the vole naturally beat a hasty retreat leaving the
mussel on the bank. About half an hour later as I was sitting
quietly on my camp stool I saw the little creature trot along the
bank towards the mussel and bite away the shell at one end. Then,
sitting on his haunches, and holding the mussel in his forefeet, the
water rat ate away at the succulent interior of the shell, which was
evidently much to his liking.

I thought it was a very charming little tableaw vivant.

WILD DUCK'S TOILET.

You would hardly think that a wild duck which spends most
of his time in the water would need a bath. But as I was fishing
I watched one having a very thorough wash in the shallow water
on the other side of the river. He was indeed a handsome fellow
with his yellow-green bill, rich green head and neck with white
collar. Other parts of his dress were of chestnut brown, black and
white. He repeatedly plunged under the water, then flapped his
wings vigorously. By the aid of his bill and his feet he preened
his feathers and when he had finished his toilet, which was a very
thorough business, he did indeed look spick and span.

THE MONTH OF MIGRANTS.

We must look out for the migrants this month. It was on
March zoth last year that I first heard the chiff-chaff and, curiously
enough, on looking up my records for 1936, 1 see I first heard the
cheery notes of this little bird on exactly the same day of the
month.  About the same time the willow warblers arrive and don’t
forget to listen for their daintily sweet song filtering down from the
tree-tops.

On April 10th last year the swallows arrived. They may be
seen skimming the Pang at Tidmarsh as early as anywhere, 1
think. The following day I heard the wryneck’s tee tee tee. He
is known as the cuckoo’s mate because he arrives about the same
time as the bird with whose notes we are all so familiar. The
nightingales also come here in April. The swifts are among the
last of our summer visitors to reach our shores and it was not until
May 3rd last year that I saw some of the first arrivals.

The why and the wherefore of migration still remain a mystery
as also does much else concerning wild nature’s ways.

Behold ! we know not anything ;

I can but trust that good shall fall
At last—far off —at last to all

And every winter change to spring.
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BREWERY JOTTINGS.

(BY W. DUNSTER.)

Just to show us that winter is not yet over we have been
experiencing a rather cold spell, and as this has been universal
throughout the South it has not helped trade. However, with the
promise of better things (and weather) to come we shall be having
our busy time in due course. Judging by what I heard of a few
members of our staff who have been in the Plymouth area, on
business, they found the weather very bitter and were asking for
hot water bottles for their beds. One who sojourned in Torquay
for a short while found it anything but warm and this must be very
unusual, I should imagine, although I have never been there myself.

Glad to say the staff have weathered the winter well and the
amount of sickness has been very little. From enquiries it would
seem to be the general rule in Reading. Now that the days are
drawing out there is promise of *“ Merry Sunshine "’ to come.

In reference to my notes of last month regarding the three
generations of Goodalls, viz., Mr. " Dick "’ Goodall, Mr. A. Goodall
and Mr. R. V. Goodall, I am informed that the father of Mr. Dick
Goodall used to work at The Brewery so that makes it four
generations. I am indebted to Mr. F. Josey for this information.

Football has been very much to the fore this past month, for
Reading have been making a bold bid for promotion and although
the prospects are not too good, at the moment, in view of the
number of away games Reading have yet to play, interest may be
kept up until the end of the season. Our Bristol friends are no
doubt thinking seriously about promotion and they have a most
excellent chance. As they are playing just now they will want some
stopping. - There does not seem to be any particularly outstanding
team in the Southern Section of the League this season so we may
have a big surprise before May comes along. Naturally at Reading
we hear a lot about the prospects of London teams. Nevertheless
I am not so sure that a London team will win the league.

With regard to our other “ Branch ' teams, it is surprising to
find that both Portsmouth and Plymouth are keeping up all
the other teams in their respective leagues. Still I have an idea
that Portsmouth will continue to do well, but I am not quite so
sure about Plymouth. We shall see! Brighton are doing quite
well but possibly like Reading their promotion hopes are not so
bright as they might be.
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The following football note from the Evening Gazette (Reading’s
local daily paper) is of more than passing interest :—

“ Spectators at the Sherfield Reserves and Whitchurch
Reserves football match at Sherfield (near Basingstoke) had
plenty of excitement. Members of a hunt galloped across the
pitch while play was in progress, the ball was lost in the top of
the Queen Victoria Jubilee chestnut tree, a violent altercation
took place on the touch-line between rival members of a
women'’s organisation, drawing the attention of players and
spectators—and then the common caught fire !

“ It is believed Sherfield lost the match 1—3.”

I am sorry to record the death of Mr. O. F. Kealey, father of
Mr. E. A. Kealey, of the Branch Department. Mr. O. F. Kealey
was employed at The Brewery in the Building Department for 14
years, leaving in 1925. The opportunity is taken to express our
sympathy to Mr. E. A. Kealey in his sad loss.

Mr. H. Goatley of the Estates Office, who has recently returned
to duty after a very severe illness, has had a very trying time lately
owing to his wife having to be taken to the Royal Berkshire Hospital
to undergo an operation. It is pleasing to record that Mrs. Goatley
is going along very nicely.

I have just heard of the death of Mrs. Wadhams, mother of
Mr. J. H. Wadhams (Assistant Seeretary) and our deepest sympathy
is hereby expressed to him in his very sad and tragic loss.

The following transfers and changes of Tenants have taken
place during the month of February and to all wish every success :—
The Prince Albert, Whitton (H. & G. Simonds Ltd.)—]
W. J. Emmett.

~ The Red Cow, Wooburn Green (Wheeler's Wycombe Breweries
Ltd.)—Mr. W. J. Morgan.

The Chequers, Dorchester (H. & G. Simonds Ltd.)—Mrs.
A. E. Tame.

Off-Licence, 35 Speedwell Street, Oxford (H. & G. Simonds
Ltd.)—Mr. E. A. C. Parker.

The Globe, Windsor (H. & G. Simonds Ltd.)—Mr. W. J.
Fawcett.

The Greyhound Hotel, Wargrave (H. & G. Simonds Ltd.)—
Mr. C. J. Carvill.

The Railway Arms, Windsor (H. & G. Simonds Ltd.)—Mr.
E. J. Newman.
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I regret to record the following deaths during February :—

Mr. C. White, The Bee Hive, Russells Water, who had been a
Wheeler Company tenant since September, 1917.

Mr. George Berry, The Perseverance, Wraysbury, who had
been a tenant for 40 years.

~ Mr. H. R. Foskett, who died at 39 St. Peter’'s Road, Reading,
resided in High Wycombe for 30 years and for practically the whole
of that time was manager of the mineral water works connected
with Wheeler's Wycombe Breweries Ltd. It was not until the
brewery and mineral water works ceased to exist that Mr. Foskett
removed to Reading. On the Wednesday morning prior to his death
he visited the Reading British Legion headquarters and expressed
the hope that when he died his coffin would be covered with the Union
Jack. He was assured that when that time arrived his wish should
be gratified. That evening he was taken ill and never spoke again.
Mr. Foskett had a distinguished military career. For 21 years he
served with the 13th and 18th Hussars and retired with the rank
of Regimental Quartermaster Sergeant. In High Wycombe he
proved himself a useful resident and for years was one of the
sidesmen at Christ Church and he was the Founder of the Church
Lads’ Brigade Company. The funeral was held at High Wycombe
and his coffin was covered with the Union Jack. R.I.P.

The above details were extracted from the Bucks Free Press.

Make a new contact and it is surprising what you can hear and
learn. What I mean is this : if you meet someone outside your
usual run of friends it is amazing what you can hear. In fact I
think there is no one more interesting than a human being;
that is where the charm of meeting fresh people comes in and where
is one more likely to do-this than in an ordinary Pub?

However, this story was not heard in a Pub. To some it may
seem ‘ tall”; nevertheless it is true in every particular. It
concerns a taxi-driver who had to take two people to the station.
In addition he had to take a large picture and it was put on the top
of the taxicab. When arriving at the station you can well imagine
the driver’s surprise when he was told by his fare he had no money:
to pay him, in fact only sufficient cash to pay for his railway tickets.
Naturally the driver asked ‘“ What about it ? "' Eventually, after
considerable talk, it was agreed that the taxi-driver should keep
the picture until his fare (who gave him his address) sent him on
7/6 (the fare), plus a certain amount for carriage of the picture to
the owner. On arriving at his home the taxi-driver obtained
assistance and took the picture off the top of his cab and whilst on
this duty, two ladies passing asked him where he had obtained it
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and, in reply, the driver said ** I've just ‘ pinched ' it in lieu of a
fare.”” One of the ladies offered him, there and then, £5 for it but
he did not accept. The money for the fare has not yet been
forthcoming (and this is a matter of eleven years ago). The taxi-
driver still has the picture which is an oil painting and very large.
I have been asked my opinion of the value but as I am no expert
I am unable to do so.

The taxi-driver then went on to tell me another true story. A
man he knew bought a few pictures which he liked. He actually
paid very little for them at a sale. When his wife was ill with
“flu” a doctor was called in and had a look at the pictures hung
up on the wall and for one of them offered £5. This the owner
would not accept and he had it valued. The Valuer advised him
to send it to Christies, which he did, and the picture was sold for
£2,500.

THE ROEBUCK HOTEL, TILEHURST-ON-THAMES.

Congratulations to Capt. and Mrs. P. F. Williams on the birth
of a son on February 28th, 1938.

CROSSBILLS.

One day in early spring, when wind and snow
Had driven starveling migrants from the north,
Down to our Ufton firs ; methought I'd go
Across the woods ; and so [ sallied forth,
Expecting no excitement, nothing rare :
—Only to sniff the resin in the air.

But when, as was my custom, I had stopped

Within an open space where sunlight fell,

And on the ground lay branches newly lopped

Exuding all their turpentiny smell

—As tho’ from heaven sent, a glad surprise
Assailed my sight and gratified my eyes.

For there, about a dozen yards ahead,

Were visitors I'd never seen before :

(The females olive-green, the males rust-red)

Not one or two or three, but near a score :

Hanging as little parrots on the trees

—CROSSBILLS, in colours like crushed strawberries !

What lessons to my tale ?—why scarcely one :
"Twas all a part of God’s beneficence

In keeping with the breezes and the sun

And with the forest’s broad magnificence :
-—This only will I add, and say no more,
—You never know what blessings are in store.

S. E. CorLins,






