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MR. A. G. TERRY.

Mr. Terry shares the distinction enjoyed by few other senior
employees of the Firm in having worked in the same Department
during the whole of his service, which commenced in the Wine and
Spirit Warehouse in 1915. During his 28 years in that Department
he has witnessed three changes in the management, large extensions
in the floor space and, prior to the war, a vast increase in that
section of the business. :

He has successfully carried out the various duties of the
Department and is now Customs and Excise Bond Clerk, controlling
everything that takes place in the Bonded Warehouse and, until
imports were curtailed, as a result of the war, he handled the
colossal stocks which passed through the Bonded Warehouse. His
work comprises the reducing operations and blending in bond, as
well as the issuing and signing of Clearance Warrants and stock-
taking at the Bonded Store, which is a very meticulous job,
particularly in regard to stock records and using stocks in rotation
and strictly complying with Customs regulations. In addition,
Mr. Terry carries out clerical work and gauging and reducing
operations in the Duty Paid cellars at the Brewery. He is
thoroughly versed in the manifold regulations attaching to his
work and is very efficient.

To have served over a quarter of a century in an atmosphere
redolent of the warm and comforting aroma of choice wines and
often charged with the pungent fumes of spirits, complete self-
discipline is necessary. Mr. Terry has never failed to observe this
golden rule.

Mr. Terry is a member of the 7th Battalion, Royal Berkshire
Home Guard, and for many years has practised cycling with the
Bath Road Club and the Cyclists’ Touring Club, of which he still
retains membership. In the course of his numerous tours he has
passed over the threshold of some thousand or so wayside inns,
hotels, and other places of call, inseparable from cycle touring.
This hobby was, therefore, one which went well with his work as
he was able to observe the retail of wines and spirits which he had
probably handled in bond. He still hopes to accomplish, during
summer holidays, the tour which *“ Bath Roaders ”’ venture to essay
in the course of their cycling career, viz., Land’s End to John
O’Groats and back to Reading.
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Take a little wine for thy stomach’s sake and thine oft
infirmities.—The Bible.

CHAT fr i

THE EDITOR’'S CHAIR
(By C.HP.)

THEIR GREATEST SERVICE.

Travelling with the King, the Queen has seen more than any
other woman of the service that women are giving in factory and
ship}_-'ard, on the railways and the land, in the fire service and the
hospitals, in nurseries, canteens, and all three Services. Yet our
women'’s greatest service has yet to come—in the rebuilding of the
nation’s homes. They alone can do it. The Government can find
the bricks and mortar for the houses—and would be wise to take
the women'’s advice as to how those houses should be built. But
only the women can make the homes. Analyse the motives which
drove our men to war and you come down to that one word. They
are fighting for home—a home free from the fear that to-day grips
most of the homes in Europe, a home free from want, a better
home than many of them have known in the past, a home that shall
be the centre and the inspiration of a new life, a home fashioned
by a woman’s hands—and heart.

VALUED HELP!

It is a truism that the busiest men find the most spare time—
for helping others. And the following paragraph, which I came
across in the Christ Church Magazine, well illustrates the point :—

" Of the many services rendered by parishioners to the Church
in Whitley there is one which is mentioned at the Annual General
Church Meeting, and then only. I should like it to be realised
by a greater number of people than are aware of the fact at the
moment, that year by year when the Churchwardens’ Financial
Report is being licked into shape for publication, our good friend
Mr. A. G. Richardson, a worshipper at Christ Church, goes all
through those accounts with a fine comb and, as Honorary Auditor,
declares them to be in order. When an expression of thanks is
passed every year for this good service it is liable to become a
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formality, and so on behalf of the Council and all parishioners,
let me say how much we value his help. And to his daughter
Joan, whose wedding takes place to-morrow, we wish every
happiness and blessing.”

N.AAF.I. i1x NorTH AFRICA.

Figures issued by N.A.A.F.I. recently show how the well being
of our victorious troops in North Africa is being looked after.
Recent cables revealed that N.AAF.I. was operating eight
permanent garrison canteens for large troop concentrations,
twenty-five bulk-issue stores from which units draw canteen
supplies in bulk, and seventeen mobile canteens, soon to be
increased to twenty-seven. N.A.AF.I. has acquired a part of
what is claimed to be the best hotel in North Africa and opened
it as a club, complete with restaurant, snack bar and American
bar, for the use of officers of all the allied nations. Nearly_l,ooo
English Sunday newspapers and 1,000 periodicals are beivng issued
free to the troops every week, while another gift from N.A.AF.L
to the North African forces was £20,000 worth of sports goods and
games. The Officer Commanding Expeditionary Force Institutes,
North Africa, has organised a number of concert parties from local
talent, including French artistes. These concert parties, often
comprising as many as sixteen performers, have provided regular
free shows to troops in Morocco and Tunisia at a cost of several
thousands of pounds. Several N.A.A.F.I.-E.N.S.A. parties have
visited North Africa, from Gibraltar and the MiddlebEast, and
twenty-four mobile cinema units will soon be operating in the area.

These wide scale amenities have been steadily organised since
N.A.AF.Is ““advance guard "’ reached North Africa only a few
days after the first successful assaults by our fighting men.

Living Upr-To-DATE.

We are very busy living the lives which make up the present
chapter of history. All our lives are altered, but we have b_ecome
accustomed to the change. Fighting, to the man in battle, is now
as much his daily job as was his job in an office. The housewife
queues up patiently, and the fire guards yawn by night in the
places where they work by day, and the old luxuries are gone as
though they had never been ; but life goes on, and we can even
jest now and then, for we are now used to the noise of the world
being shaped by giants’ hammers on the anvil of war.

No doubt the historians will write of us as a bold and hardy
people. But we have little time to meditate on those things now.
We can only hope, in the few moments we have for thought, that
we shall have done something to bring mankind towards an age
in which all the steries are tranquil and kind.

THE Hor LEAF GAZETTE. 161

TuE Last LAP.

“As I have been married 30 years I think I deserve a few
drinks,” said a man at a North London court.

CriticisM DISARMED.

A preacher had on his desk a special book labelled *“ Complaints
of members against one another.” When one of his people called
to tell him the faults of another he would say, “ Well, here’s my
complaint book. I'll write down what you say and you can sign
it. Then when I have to take up the matter officially I shall
know what I may expect you to testify to.” The sight of the
open book and the ready pen had its effect. ““ Oh, no, I couldn’t
sign anything like that | " and no entry was made. The preacher
said he kept the book for forty years, opened it probably a thousand
times, and never wrote a line in it.

To THE GIRLS IN WHITE.

Every serving man knows the blue uniform of the N.A.A.F.I.
canteen girl—but what of the “ backroom canteen girl,” the girl
in white. An airman on a Scottish R.A.F. station has written
a poem about her. Done in water colours, it hangs on the canteen
wall as a tribute to the white-overalled girls working unseen in
N.AAF.I. canteen kitchens.

“ Don’t forget the girls in white who work behind the door—
To make your cakes and suppers, and tea for evermore :
They never see the limelight, but their work is never done—
And they're every bit important if you want your tea and bun.”

OVER-THE-BOUNDARY CATCH 1S LEGAL.

Not all the members of the M.C.C. know the rules of cricket.
Some of them joined in the protests at Lord’s when Leslic Compton
caught Leary Constantine with one hand stretched back behind
the pavilion rails.

M.C.C.s instructions to umpires say :

“ A fieldsman may lean against the boundary to catch or
field a ball. 1If a fieldsman standing within the playing ground,
even though he be touching the boundary, catch a ball outside
the boundary, the batsman should be given out.”

Pat Hendren was once so caught in a Test against Australia
at Lord’s. McCabe was the catcher.
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TALKING PINTS.

Systematic visits to public houses have revealed that the chief
topic of conversation is food restriction, with religion second.—The
Bishop of Rochester (Dr. C. M. Chavasse), in his Diocesan Magazine.

’

‘“ ANGEL's DRINK ”' IN TUNIS,

The manageress of a N.A.AF.I. canteen in Hampshire has
received a letter from her husband, R.S.M. of a Tank Regiment
in North Africa, in which, writing a day before Tunis fell, he says :

“We had a grand surprise to-day. That grand firm, the
N.A.AF.I, supplied us with a bottle of beer—ye gods, angel’s
drink ! I must say the N.A.A.F.I is doing its stuff as regards
fags, etc., and they are quickly in the vicinity when we rest.”

In Hiping !

The A.T.S private had gone for a walk in the country near
her camp. It was a hot day, so when she came to a pool a little
off the road and surrounded by trees, she decided to have a dip.

She folded her clothes on the bank and jumped in, swam
around for a little while, and then scrambled out.

As she did so she saw an Army officer approaching and hid
behind one of the trees. He came nearer and nearer, and suddenly
called out : “ Camouflage platoon, dismiss!”

Whereupon all the trees walked away !

Joap oN LICENSING Laws.

I was interested to see that Dr. C. E. M. Joad, of Brains Trust
fame, was writing in a Sunday newspaper the other day on the
best way of encouraging tourists to come to Britain after the war,
writes E. Cox Price in The Caterer and Hotel Keeper. First and
foremost, he recommends the reform of the licensing laws and the
removal of the absurd restrictions which so often annoy our foreign
guests. His other suggestion includes open-air cafes, providing
food and hard and soft drinks; Sunday theatres and cinemas ;
licensed casinos; better cooking; and more tolerance and less
superiority towards foreigners in general.

Not at all a bad prescription !

“ HowLERS *’ 1IN CHURCH.

Children perpetrate ““ howlers’
the mishearing of certain words.

Church House reported that a ten-year-old girl who was
heard to give this rendering of the Third Collect at Evensong :
“. .. by Thy great mercy defend us from all parents and dangers
of this night,” because she had not properly heard the word
““ perils.”

»

in church services because of
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An evacuee from London who went to Devon had this version
of the Lord’s Prayer, ** Thy will be done in earth as it is in Devon.”

And one little girl’s definition of a sentence in the Creed was
none other than this : ““ Edith sended into Hell |

CATERING NOWADAYS.

The following verses, recited to the Californian Northern Hotel
Association by Mr. Maschal, of Harris, Kerr, Forster & Co., were
reproduced in our American contemporary, Hotel World Review.
They are so equally appropriate to the British catering industry
that we believe our readers will think them interesting :—

The chef is in the shipyards, welding cargo ships ;

The waiter’s on the briny, instead of counting tips ;

The maitre is a captain ; the bus boy steers a jeep ;

The changes in the hotel’s staff would make the devil weep.

The new cook burns the entree and complains he works too long.
The waitress blithely spills the soup ; then adds the check up wrong.
But they’ll quit and join the others if you dare to lift your voice—
And those willing to replace them aren’t likely to be your choice.

There is no butter ; there are no eggs.
Bacon has vanished, too.

Cream is a memory—beef a dream.
Gone is the savoury stew.

Well, what the hell's the answer ? That’s what we want to know.
It looks like better planning ; readjustments down the row.
Your aides do double duty—and you’ll do double that

If you mean to solve the problem before your roll’s quite flat.

Serve beer instead of coffee. Give the guest one dish—not two.
Remove the frills from service—it’'s the proper thing to do.
Simplicity’s the keynote—(the best people are in jeans)—

Till Uncle Sam allows us something more than navy beans.

To Keep THEM AT IT.

““Men must make war, but women must make beer to keep
them at it,”” says a hop-picker now busy in Kent.

INTENSIVE CULTURE.

My garden is less than 100 acres, but in spite of its limitations,
so far as space is concerned, I get the maximum of interest out of
it. I obtained a twopenny packet of tomato -seed and planted
about one-third of these in the early spring. I carefully placed
twenty-four seeds in three flower-pots and kept them indoors until
they were about three inches high. Then I gave them more
breathing space and placed them in my conservatory which, by the
way, consists of a few cloches. Each of the two dozen seedlings
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thrived. I removed the cloches at the proper time and now I have
twenty-four sturdy plants each containing from thirty to forty
fine tomatoes. I tended them with the grestest care, but I have
been more than repaid for my trouble. I generally grow a few
sunflowers for the tits in winter. One plant is over g feet high and
another, which I carefully disbudded, had a monster bloom which
has now given place to many seeds—roughly 1,500. Not a bad
result from one tiny seed !

BeeEr—DEspiTE Hop WiLT.

Beer production is not likely to be appreciably affected by the
appearance of the hop wilt disease on farms in mid-Kent.

The disease, which is believed to come from potatoes, has so
far been confined to small areas, and as the season is nearly over
this year’s crops cannot be seriously attacked.

A FINE RUNNER.

Major R. St. J. Quarry, one of our Directors, has been
proving his prowess as an athlete in the army. He is a very fine
runner with a most attractive style which greatly impresses those
who have been privileged to see him do the mile.

PrISONERS OF WAR.

Mr. F. Drury recently learned that his son, Pte. Harold Drury,
R.A.0.C,, of the Accounts Department, is a prisoner of war in
Japanese hands. Pte. Drury, who is 24, was in the Territorials,
and has been serving in the R.A.0.C. since the outbreak of the
war. He was at Dunkirk and came through safely. He was a
member of the Reading Rowing Club.

Corporal Edward Chandler, R.A.S.C., son of Mr. Chandler, one
of our well-known drayman, is also a prisoner of war in Japanese
hands. He, too, was at Dunkirk.

OLD AND TRUE.

I see a beantiful city and a brilliant people rising
from this abyss, and in their struggles to be truly free,
in their triumphs and defeats, through long years to come,
I see the evil of this time and of the previous time of
which this is the natural birth, gradually making expiation
for itself and wearing out..—CHARLES DICKENS.

KinGsTON ON THAMES.

Our Mr. Kingston is not only an expert in dealing with figures,
for he knows full well how to handle fish. Angling from the
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Promenade recently, he got into a pike weighing about 4 Ibs.
Though he had jack tackle out this fresh water shark did not take

+ the little roach he had as a bait, but preferred the little piece of

bread with which Mr. Kingston was trying for roach. He was
fishing with very fine tackle, and the fact that he succeeded in
banking this good fish proves his prowess as a piscator.

BRISTOL.

We are pleased to record that our Head Brewer at Bristol,
Mr. H. H. Robertson, was awarded a Pass in Part Il of the
Institute of Brewing Examinations in June, 1943.

His success is very praiseworthy, particularly as the examina-
tion is highly technical, and includes numerous scientific questions,
as well as Malting, Brewing, Bottling, etc.

Exactly how he managed to find time to take the examination
amongst all the difficulties which confront a Head Brewer at the
present time, with very little leisure, only Mr. Robertson can say,
but it is a wonderful achievement. Our congratulations,
Mr. Robertson !

WEDDING OF PAYMASTER-LIEUT. J. D. RICHARDSON
AND MISS J. M. RICHARDSON.

On July 24th the wedding between Paymaster-Lieut. J. D.
Richardson, the only son of Mr. and Mrs. J. L. Richardson, of
“ Keldholme,” Ravenscroft Avenue, Wembley, and Miss Joan M.
Richardson, the elder daughter of our Chief Accountant and
Mrs. Richardson, of ““ Ben Rhydding,” Shinfield Road, Reading,
took place at Christ Church Reading.

The bridesmaids were Miss Christine Richardson, sister of the
bride, and Miss Monica Sykes, cousin of the bride.

Among the guests present was our Chairman and Managing
Director, Mr. F. A. Simonds.

Officers and friends in the Admiralty showed their appreciation
by contributing to a silver cigarette box with the signatures of the
donors engraved. It is a beautiful present (and, incidentally, a
wonderful war souvenir), and contains signatures of many notable
personages in the Royal Navy such as Admiral Sir Frederic C.
Dreyer, G.B.E., K.C.B., Vice-Admiral Sir Henry R. Moore, K.C.B.,
C.V.0., D.S.0., Vice-Admiral Sir Neveille Syfret, K.C.B., to whom
the bridegroom is assistant secretary, and Rear-Admiral Dennis W.
Boyd, C.B.E., D.S.C.

Flight-Lieut. E. Hardcastle, D.F.C., R.A.F., was the best man.
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Bride and

bridegroom leaving the church.
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NATURE NOTE.
(BY C.H.P.).

DAVID AND GOLIATH : A UNIQUE INCIDENT.
A FAMILY OF GOLDEN-CRESTED WRENS.
THE SWIFTS DEPART.

In the spring I wrote that there was a pair of partridges on
our Sports Ground, that I thought they would have their nest
there, and that if they did I would find it. Well, they did have
their nest—and I found it. The birds just scratched away a little
earth and in the shallow bowl thus made placed bits of dried grass
and a few leaves—that was the nest. In it there soon appeared
the eggs, one by one, until there were sixteen. Then the hen
commenced to sit and in twenty-four days fourteen little chicks
appeared. At the time of hatching the male partridge is invariably
to be found close to the nest and as the babes appear he takes
charge of them and “ dries them off "—a very charming sight.
Partridges invariably have their young, in this district at any rate,
between June 16th and 23rd. The earliest hatching in my
experience was on June 6th. In Norfolk, I believe, they hatch
earlier. When the eggs of the partridge are hatched under the
domestic hen the keeper will take them with him accompanied by
a pointer. This intelligent dog will soon tell him when there are
other young partridges in a wild state. Among these the keeper
will place those partridges he has brought with him and leave
them, knowing full well that they will all get along together
splendidly. The male partridge is a wonderful father and will
look after the youngsters with devoted care.

THE RUSE OF PARENT PARTRIDGES.

It was with the greatest interest that I kept close observation
on the young partridges on our Sports Ground from their youth
up and in exactly three weeks after birth they were quite strong
on the wing. The parent partridges objected to my intrusion on
their preserves and endeavoured to entice me away from where
their young were by pretending that they had broken wings or,
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at any rate, could not fly, They bobbed up and down only a few
feet from me, and struggled and crawled along the ground. Then
I let them have their way and followed them until they thought
I was a safe distance from their children and then, all of a sudden,
up they would fly and wing their way back to their bairns.

DAVID AND GOLIATH !

And talking of partridges, Captain L. A. Simonds, one of our
respected Directors, tells me of an extraordinary and, I should
think, unique occurrence. Nearby a little stream, which contains
some nice trout, out Mortimer way, he noticed an old heron which
doubtless was on the look-out for trout for dinner. Close at hand
was a pair of partridges with their young ones. A heron which will
readily eat water rats would probably be not averse to voung
partridges for food. The partridges evidently thought the heron
a dangerous kind of fellow and while the mother bird quickly led
her family away from him, father partridge fiercely attacked the
heron. One would have thought that it would have been ten to
one in favour of the heron had he shown fight, but the concentrated
fury of the little brown bird had its effect and, quite cowed, the
winged monster slunk away and left the partridges in peace.

We have read of David and Goliath, and here we have the
meaning of the story illustrated in a marked degree.

Bravo, little pater partridge, we raise our hats to you !

A LITTER OF LEVERETS.

About the beginning of March I noticed a couple of old hares
courting. Their antics were amusing in the extreme. In fact
their behaviour can truly be described as “ mad as March hares.”
I kept them under close observation and later on, as I was sauntering
about quietly among the uncut grass, I noticed a slight movement
near my feet and there, sure enough, was a baby hare—one, two,
three, four of them. Directly they noticed me they remained
motionless, squatting low on the ground in a way that is known as
“ freezing.” But for that slight movement of one I doubt if even
my keen eyes would have noticed them, so perfectly did their
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colouring harmonize with the surroundings. There were two here
and two there, about four feet apart from the others. And they
were crouching close together, head to tail. I just stroked one and
thought, what a charming pet he would make, though I do not
like keeping any wild creature in captivity. As a rule mother hare
places each baby in a separate place, not in twos, to lessen the risks
they run when discovered by their enemies—and they are many.
While rabbits are naked and blind when born, hares come into the
world with their eyes wide open and are fully clad with fur.

GREEN WOODPECKERS' DINING TABLE.

There are many ant-hills in that part of the Sports Ground
to which I am referring and birds are frequently very busy eating
the eggs. Green woodpeckers are often there and their unusually
long tongues are admirably adapted to reach and pull up these
morsels to their mouths. The tip of this long tongue is barbed
with small filaments like the teeth of a rake and by its aid the
woodpecker easily rakes in its insect food.

GOLDEN-CRESTED WRENS.

The observant eye of our Chairman and Managing Director
(Mr. F. A. Simonds) is ever discerning something of interest in
wild nature’s ways and recently, he tells me, he came across a
family of golden-crested wrens. To see them being fed is always
a charming sight. I wonder what was the total weight of this
wee family. Five full-grown gold-crests weigh less than an ounce !

I, too, have had the pleasing experience of watching these
tiny birds feeding their tinier children. There is a nest in a fir tree
near the approach to the Bluecoat School, Reading. It is close to
the pavement in the Bath Road and there for everyone to see.
I saw the wee birds building their globe-like nest, suspended from
a branch of the tree, and have been making notes of their habits
ever since. The call-note of these birds is very thin and wiry, and
similar to the cry of the shrew.
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THE SWIFTS DEPART.

Towards the middle of August the number of swifts grew less
and less and by the 24th they had practically all winged their way
to South Africa. Swifts do not like cold weather. They are
among the last of the migrants to arrive in this country and among
the first to depart.

Bon voyage !

A MAGPIE'S ANTICS.

Councillor R. M. Fynes-Clinton, of 25, Eldon Square, Reading,
writes as follows to the Berkshire Chronicle : *“ We have just had a
visit from a magpie. He alighted on the lawn beside us, hopped
to the onion bed, pulled up an onion, tried to swallow it and failed,
buried it under a pile of leaves which he collected from round about,
hopped up the step-ladder and pecked at the nails, dug up his
onion, found it still too large and buried it again, gave a hop-dance,
throwing leaves over his shoulder, then pulled up several lettuce
and spinach seedlings When I whistled he came eagerly to a bowl
of water and drank, then pecked at my fingers. An amusing but
destructive visitor.”

A GREAT THOUGHT.
THINGS THAT MONEY CANNOT BUY.

The late George Horace Lorimer, for many vears editor of ** The
Saturday Evening Post,” once wrote these words : ** It is a good thing
to have money and the things that money can buy ; but it is good, foo,
to check up once in a while and make sure you haven't lost the things
that money can’t buy.”

The things that money can’t buy would make a long list—here
are some of them —

Money can’t buy real friendship—friendship must be earned.
Money can’t buy a clear conscience—square dealing s the price
tag.
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Money can’t buy the glow of good health—right living is the
secret.

Money can’t buy happiness—happiness is a mental attitude,
and one may be as happy in a cottage as in a mansion.

Money can’t buy sunsets, singing birds, and the music of the
wind in the trees—these are as free as the air we breathe.

Money can’t buy character—character is what we are when we
are alone with owrselves in the dark.

Money can’t buy inward peace—peace 1is the rvesult of a life in
harmony with God through the redeeming merils of our Saviour,
Jesus Christ.

WORDS OF WISDOM.

Die when I may, [ want it said of me, by those who knew me
best, that I always plucked a thistle and planted a flower where
I thought a flower would grow.—ABrRAHAM LINCOLN.

The world goes up and the world goes down,
And the sunshine follows the rain,

And yesterday’s sneer and yesterday’s frown
Can never come over again.
No, never come over again.

—CHARLES KINGSLEY.

Oh, the comfort, the inexpressible comfort of feeling safe with
a true friend. Neither to weigh thoughts, nor measure words,
but pouring all right out just as they are—chaff and grain together—
certain that a faithful, true hand will take and sift them, keep
what is worth keeping, and with the breath of comfort blow the
rest away.

Life is short, and we have never too much time for gladdening
the hearts of those who are travelling the journey with us. Be
swift to love. Make haste to be kind.

_This is the comfort of real friends, that though they may be
said to die, yet their friendship and society are, in the truest sense,
ever present because immortal.






