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MR ALY TEE,

In writing the business biography of Mr. A. P. Tee, it is
difficult to realise that over 37 years have elapsed since he entered
the Firm’s employ as a junior clerk. Actually his service began
on the 7th January, 1907, when he made his debut in the Cask
Department, in accordance with custom which then obtained of
starting clerical staff at the bottom of the ladder, whereby they
obtained a fundamental knowledge of the general routine of the
Firm’s business and numerous departments.

For many years Mr. Tee took a leading part in the conduct of
the Cask Department, with all its manifold duties and responsi-
bilities, combined with the training of numerous recruits. How
important is the work of that department in keeping the records
of casks has never been more clearly demonstrated than at the
present time, when all sizes are in such great demand.

In 1933, Mr. Tee was moved to the General Office, where he
was variously engaged on the returns books, purchase accounts,
mineral sales books and other ledger work. Subsequently he
transferred to the business of A. S. Cooper, a local branch of the
Firm in the Market Place, Reading, where he is now Chief Ledger
Clerk. He was unfortunate enough to be on the premises during
the air raid on Reading in February, 1943, when considerable
damage was inflicted upon the centre of the town, including the
rear of A. S. Cooper’s offices,

The business of A. S. Cooper in normal times is large and
progressive. It includes a valuable wine and spirit trade amongst
leading County people, and the continual expansion before the
war necessitated the strengthening of the staff, which was effected
by the acquisition of Mr. Tee's services.

In all departments in which Mr. Tee has worked he has applied
himself vigorously to his duties and has always been recognised as
thoroughly reliable as well as speedy, a combination of qualities
which are not always found together. His reputation for adhering
closely to the job in hand until it is completed and never working
“ by the clock " is typical of the “ old school ”* who have proved
so valuable in the strenuous times through which we are now

passing. j '

A favourite pastime of Mr. Tee’s is photography when the
requisite materials can be obtained. The quality of his work shows
his fondness for his hobby and proclaims that he is no mere novice
in the art. He is a keen hiker, and in the past has spent much
leisure in long rambles in the countryside.
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Take a little wine for thy stomack’s sake and thine oft
wnfirmities.—The Bible.

CHAT from

THE EDITOR'S CHAIR
(By, C'H'P)

“ MisseE MILITAIRE WITH Srots.”’

The Italians, who invented the name ‘‘ Missee Militaire ”’ for
a member of NAAFI's A.T.S./E.F.I1.—first British girls to be
attached to the Eighth Army—have since elaborated on this
nickname.

Second/Subaltern Eileen Streather, of Raunds, Northampton,
in charge of the canteen girls in Italy, confesses that she did not
object to the Italians calling her *“ Big Missee Militaire " distinguish-
ing her as an officer—but that she experienced some alarm when
they referred to her as “ Missee Militaire with Spots.”

A hasty glance in the mirror allayed her worst fears, she says,
and she realised that the ““ spots "’ merely referred to the ‘* pips ”*
on her shoulders.

SON FOR COMMANDER DAWSON.

All will remember the good work which Commander Dawson
did for sport at the Brewery, and the following announcement
in The Times will be read with particular interest :—

DawsoNn.—On April 17, 1944, at Godalming, to Helen
(nee Hone), wife of Commander P. F. M. Dawson, R..N‘—a son,

Commander Dawson sends his good wishes to all ‘at the
Brewery—good wishes, I am sure, which will be warmly reciprocated.,

Broop VOLUNTEERS.

In the spring of this year there was again a ready response
at the Brewery for donors of blood, and Mr. E. S. Phipps, Secretary
of the Company, has received a letter from the Donor Registrar,
for Brigadier, Commanding Army Blood Supply Depot, Southmead
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Hospital, Bristol, in which he says: "I should. like to take this
opportunity of thanking you very much indeed for all your efforts
on our behalf, and I shall be pleased if you will convey the sincere
thanks of the Service to all those who helped in any way.”

OUR SPORTS GROUND.

Our Sports Ground is now looking very attractive in its summer
attire and is a great credit to those responsible for the necessary
work and those who actually carry it out. The grass tennis courts
are in particularly fine order. I have played on a number of courts
of late, but I can truthfully say that none can with these compare.
Many birds have built their nests in the trees surrounding the
courts, including the blackbird, thrush, linnet, hedgesparrow’and
chaffinch.

NORMANDY AND NEWMARKET.

For the last few days, says The Times of June 13th, all the
news has flowed from the beaches and fields of Normandy to
this country. The traffic has been strictly one-way, but for a few
moments on Saturday the process will be reversed, and it is the
troops across the Channel who will be anxiously waiting for one
news-flash from England—the names of the first three horses past
the post in the Derby. The pattern of daily life in this country,
however much the frills and decorations have been shorn away,
has somehow survived nearly five years of war, and although there
is nothing intrinsically meritorious in holding a race meeting at a
time when the fate of the world is being decided, it does afford a
curiously heartening proof of stability. The great operation,
gigantic enough to set this island rocking to its foundations, was
launched from our coasts without any more disturbance to the
routine business of the nation than the slight tremors caused by
the awful discovery that a few trains were not running to the
form laid down by the A.B.C.

ALL ToOo Easy!

If what the soldier says is not evidence, what the soldier wants
is not always easy for a civilian to determine, and a genial,
uncomprehending sentimentality is at times disposed to endow him
with characteristics of which he is wholly innocent. It is all too
easy to sit back and imagine a perpetually grinning figure giving
the “ thumbs-up " sign, herding German prisoners in at the point
of a cock-a-hoop bayonet, and dismissing his ordeals in a slang
phrase ; there is danger in the conception, and it broadens the gulf
between what he actually wants to interest him and what we imagine
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would meet his need until it is as wide as that which yawns between
presents given to a child because they are good for him and those
on which he has set his inarticulate heart.

THE Most UNITED FAMILY.

If, however, it were possible to hold a plebiscite on the
desirability of holding the Derby this year, not only among the
men of the Forces in Normandy but among those in Italy, Burma,
on the seas, in the air, behind the wire of prison camps, and in all
unlikely and obscure corners of the earth to which they have been
appointed by war, the decision by a great majority would certainly
be that Growing Confidence, Garden Path, Tehran, His Excellency
and the rest should face the starter on Saturday. That family is
the most happy and united which has its own traditions, its own
intimate jokes and its own peculiar ways of amusing itself.

RituAL GROwWS MORE DEAR.

- To outsiders the proceedings may seem absurd, but to the
initiate the ritual grows more dear with every repetition. One
of the most precious family events known to the Empire is the
running of the Derby, and the importance of the occasion is not to
be measured by the bookmakers’ accounts, but rather in the
amount of absorbing argument it engenders, in the hurriedly
organised sweepstakes, in the odd coins, the cigarettes or any other
convenient symbols of exchange that are wagered upon it. It is
our Derby, and those who are most remote from it may, perhaps,
when they hear the result, feel for a precious, fleeting moment the
most closely drawn into the magic circle of home.

A FiNE EFFORT.

In connection with H. & G. Simonds’ Savings Group, they
made a very fine effort in the * Salute the Soldier ” campaign,
raising no less a sum than just over {500. That was indeed a great
achievement, reflecting credit on all concerned, and particularly
Mr. A. H. Hopkins, the energetic hon. secretary.
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CAPTAIN E. D. SIMONDS.
GALLANT AND DISTINGUISHED SERVICES.

Captain E. D. Simonds, second son of our Chairman
(Mr. F. A. Simonds) and Mrs. Simonds, has received
honourable mention for gallantry at the Front. The following
is an extract from the Supplement to the ‘* London Gazette,'’
6th April, 1944 :—

The KING has been graciously pleased to
approve that the following be Mentioned wn
recognition of Gallant and Distinguishéd
Services wn the Middle East.—

RovyAL HORSE ARTILLERY.

LT. (Temp. Capt.) E. D. SIMONDS (124725).

This is the second occasion on which Captain E. D.
Simonds has been ‘‘ mentioned ’’ for gallant service.

All three sons of Mr. and Mrs. Simonds are now serving
abroad.

THE LATE MR. F. H. BRAISHER.
We deeply regret to record the passing over of Mr. F. H.
Braisher, foreman of the Canvas Department, on the 22nd April,
after a long and painful illness.

The late Mr. Braisher was extremely popular, and by reason
of his cheerful disposition was always successful in securing the
harmonious co-operation of his staff and colleagues in other
departments of the Brewery, with whom his work brought him
into continual contact.

His ability as an organiser in erecting large numbers of
marquees for military camps, and his skill as a designer and maker
of marquees, are well known throughout the Firm, and his loss is
keenly felt. The deepest sympathy with his widow and family
has been expressed from all quarters.

Numerous members of the staff, including Mr. A. R. Bradford,
Mr. F. C. Hawkes, Major H. Kaye and Mr. A. W. C. Bowyer,
attended the funeral service. An unusually large number of
employees from all departments of the Brewery were also present.
The floral tributes were lavish and beautiful.
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BARON SIMONDS OF SPARSHOLT.

Residents in Berkshire and Hampshire heard with
special pleasure that the King has approved the appointment
of Mr. Justice Simonds as a Lord of Appeal in Ordinary
in succession to Lord Romer. Sir Gavin Simonds was
born in Reading in 1881, the second of four sons of the!

late Mr. L. de L. Simonds, who was formerly Managing

Director of H. & G. Simonds, Ltd. His brothers are Mr.
F. A. Simonds, the present Chairman and Managing Director,
and Commander H. D. Simonds, formerly a member of the
Reading Town Council.

One brother, Captain J. de L. Simonds, was killed in the
last war.

Educated at Winchester and New College, Oxford,
Sir Gavin was called to the Bar by Lincoln's Inn in 1906,
and took silk in 1924. He had a brilliant career at the Bar.

Since 1940 he has been Chairman of the National Arbitration|

Tribunal.

Sir Gavin was sworn in a member of the Privy Council,

carrying with it the prefix of Right Honourable.

The Right Hon. Sir Gavin Turnbull Simonds, the new
Lord of Appeal in Ordinary, has been granted the dignity

of a Baron for life by the style and title of Baron Simonds
of Sparsholt, in the County of Southampton.

Lord Simonds resides at Sparsholt, which is near
Winchester.
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NATURE NOTE. .

(BY C.H.P.).

THE ACCOMPANIMENTS OF FLY-FISHING.

BIG ' BAG '’ OF BIRDS NESTS.

CHILDREN AMONG THE FLOWERS.

It was a bright May morning when I set out for the little
trout stream, but the young and tender leaves of the oak and ash
showed unmistakable signs of the nocturnal frosts. The small
beeches that formed part of the hedges were particularly hard hit,
But these glimpses of the remains of a prolonged but not severe
winter were soon forgotten as the sun rose in height and strength,
and the joyous birds burst forth into song. The district is a noted
place for nightingales, and I heard half a dozen flooding the copses
with their rich liquid music. The larks wére winding and unwinding
their silver chain of song, redshanks were uttering their plaintive
cry, cuckoos were calling, and a host of other birds gladdened the
countryside with their joyous wvoices. The grasshopper warbler
was there, too, reeling out his song, if such it can be called. As I
drew my line out from the winch the sound produced was a replica
of that which emanated from the throat of this rather rare and
very shy little warbler.

A MAN SUFFERED.

WHY THE COWS MOO-ED.

IF EVER

On entering one meadow the cows moo-ed and moo-ed until I
wondered what all the fuss was about. Then I saw the cowman
in the distance, he having entered the mead the same time as
myself. The moo-ing grew and grew in volume, and I asked my good
friend the reason. He knew ! The calves belonging to these cows

K

had only recently been weaned and taken away from their mothers,
and these poor old cows were imploring this man of the meadows
En b e to return to them their children. How I wished he could have
f_f}_ e done so, for wouldn’t that have been a happy reunion !

MY OLD BOVINE FRIEND.

And my old friend, the big black bull, was there to greet me
as he has been for some years now. I patted him on the neck and
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made a rare fuss of him, but in the imagination only, for I always
prefer to be on the opposite side of the river to him, in spite of the
fact that the cowman told me our bovine friend was as gentle as
a little child—" if yer don’t upset un!”’

In these days of labour shortage fences do not get repaired
as was the case in normal times, and this bull had succeeded in
working his way through a broken fence and into a meadow where
there was a herd of cows. He had no business there, and our good
friend to whom I have referred came along to put that bull into
his proper place.

EXCITING MOMENTS !

Instead of being the main issue, the actual fly-fishing was
only a sideline. Never has the water been known to have been
so low. And the fact that it was crystal clear did not, by any
means, help matters. I fished fine and far off, but it was all to
no purpose. There was a good hatch of fly and I saw an occasional
rise. I tried a dainty-looking little dun on 4X gut—nothing could
be much more refined than that—but it failed to tempt more than
one good-sized fish, though I did succeed in banking a small grayling
and a small trout. And I had a few very exciting moments. Just
below where the cows had been drinking and cooling their legs in the
river the water was nicely coloured, and here I saw rising what was
evidently a good fish. I threw out a very long line and away
went my little dun, alighting on the water as light as air, and
sailing right over the fish’s nose, like a stately little yacht.
Almost immediately the trout was up and at him; I struck at
" the psychological moment and at once knew that I was into a good
fish. He fought like a tiger. I played him with all the prowess
that comes from a life-long experience, and in spite of my gossamer
gut, after a few minutes I thought I was getting the better of my
quarry. I drew him near to my net, which I was just going to
place under him, when off he dashed at terrific speed. My very
light tackle was being tested to the utmost, but it still remained
intact. Again I reined in what I now thought was going to be my
fish, and he was just within reach of the net when he made another
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dash for liberty, leapt fully two feet out of the water, and smashed
me up. It was a bitter disappointment, especially as I had handled
him with such care and for so long.

But it is the great difficulties and glorious uncertainties of
fly-fishing that make it the fine art it undoubtedly is.

MY MEASURE OF ENJOYMENT FULL.

On hands and knees, getting badly stung by the nettles, I tried
to stalk the fish where I saw a rise at rare intervals and brought
to bear on my task all the skill at my command, for I do not like
to be beaten. But the conditions were dead against successful
fishing, and I had to admit defeat, the worst ‘defeat I have
experienced for over fifty years.

Beaten, yes ! but only from the point of view of the weight
—or, rather, absence of it—in my creel. I was very far from being
beaten viewed from the standpoint of the measure of enjoyment
I derived from my day by the riverside.

TROUT NOT ON THE MENU.

Fish was evidently not on the menu, so I went birds’-nesting,
and here indeed I reaped a rich harvest. I found nests too
numerous to mention. I noted where a nightingale had been
pouring out his liquid music for hours, and entering the wood near
the spot found the nest in some nettles, within five minutes. The
beautiful little building contained three olive-green eggs. Another
rare find was the nest of the grasshopper warbler, very cunningly
concealed in the herbage at the foot of a hedge. A “ run’’ similar
to that often leading to the nest of a partridge attracted me to it.
The nest contained two very delicate eggs, with blots of pink.
Then there was a yellow hammer’s nest with four eggs, and with
writing on them which suggested that the bird had been
endeavouring to learn shorthand. One word of the winged art
was the exact outline for “ fishing,” with an exclamation mark
at the end.

The poor fisherman could not get a rise out of the trout, so
this saucy bird was apparently taking a rise out of the fisherman.
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But I took it all in good part, bless you. I was sorely tempted
to bring the egg home, so realistic was this shorthand outline of
“ fishing,” but I refrained from robbing the little bird, in spite of
her -cheek.

WILY WILD DUCK.

The nests of two wild ducks were included in my “ bag.”
The wee babes were only just hatched, and at my approach
scampered about on and under the water. The mother birds, in
each case, came quite close to me, and flapped about on the water,
pretending they. were injured in order that I should pay attention

to them and not to their children. And then, in a bush over-

hanging the water, was the exquisite egg-shaped, lichen-covered
nest of the long-tailed tit. The youngsters were fledged and there
they were, about a dozen of them, sitting on a twig by the nest,
all in a row—what a charming picture ! Other riests, too numerous
to mention, that came under my notice included those of the
moorhen, dabchick, linnet, hedgesparrow, tree-creeper, sedge-
warbler, whitethroat, blackbird, thrush, dove, pigeon, sparrow
hawk, wren and willow warbler. This by no means completes the
list.

LITTLE CHILDREN’S LOVE OF FLOWERS.

The wild flowers were on show in profusion. The dog-roses
displayed their beauty in a manner that suggested they were being
exhibited for sale over the counter. Anyway, they were disporting
themselves to the very best advantage. Kingcups and cuckoo
flowers were in great abundance as also were the moondaisies or
wild chrysanthemums. And little children were in the meadows
reaping a rich harvest of the fragrant blooms—the most appealing
picture of all, I thought. They had already gathered almost as
many as they could carry, but I added bunch after bunch to their
sweet-smelling burdens, and their healthy little faces beamed with
smiles, especially when I chatted to them about the meaning of the
flowers, how they lived and even fought for a place in the sun. 1
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was even more impressed than they, and those well-known words,
uttered by the greatest of all gardeners, flashed across my mind :
“ Suffer little children . ,

A THOUSAND BLENDED NOTES.

I renew my wanderings, and
“1 heard a thousand blended notes,
While in a grove I sat reclined,
In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts
Bring sad ones to the mind.

To her fair works did Nature link
The human soul that through me ran ;
And much it grieved my heart to think
What man has made of man.”

i S.0.S. QUICKLY ANSWERED.

{ The Firm's organisation was put to an excellent test on Whit-
Sunday and came out with flying colours.

The Chairman received a signal from an Army Commander at
1g.30 on the Saturday before Whit-Sunday to make an urgent
delivery of 100 barrels of beer to meet a special emergency the
following day. Willing staff were at once contacted and by g.30
the next morning the barrels were all on the loading stage and
being rolled into the convoy of army lorries, with the help of a
working ‘party-of soldiers, sent to fetch it. The convoy was clear
of the Brewery and well on its way to a very thirsty corps before
noon and a signal to that effect was despatched to the Army
Commander, who has sent his personal thanks to the members of
the staff of the Firm concerned with this lightning operation.
The thanks of ‘the 'Chairman of the N.A.AF.I. and warmest
congratulations were also sent to the Firm.:

The same enthusiasm which was shown when the Company
first started its military business in Aldershot in 1855 at the time
of the Crimea, and continued through the South African War and
the Grear War, 1914-18, is still in evidence to-day and the beers
are as popular as ever.






