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MR. R. BROAD.

During the course of the war it has become increasingly
evident that, despite the vast amount of extra clerical work
necessitated by restrictions and regulations, and the consequent
multiplication of junior personnel in certain departments, the
veterans of the last war have proved of inestimable value in holding
together the fabric of departmental routine, without which, chaos
would inevitably follow.

In the forefront of the staff who have formed that solid
foundation stands Mr. R. Broad, the subject of our frontispiece in
this issue. His labours during the past trying years have been as
important to the Firm as have been those of the “ back-room
boys " of other spheres. Mr. Broad is in charge of the Cask Beer
section of the General Department, and his duties include the
supplying of records of barrelage to various Departments, including
the Brewing and Secretarial offices, and the checking of summaries
of supplies to the houses of other Brewers, and vice versa, under
the zoning regulations, which call for extreme accuracy. It was
a wise selection in appointing Mr. Broad for this responsible work,
in which he has earned the highest praise.

Mr. Broad's career started in the Delivery Department in
February, 1916, and he worked there until August, 1918, when he
was called for military service. He joined the Royal Warwickshire
Regiment, which formed part of the Army of Occupation on the
Rhine. In retrospect he recalls his sojourn in the beautiful city of
Cologne, which so often became Target for To-night in the recent
war. He returned to the Delivery Department in April, 1921, and
was transferred to the General Department in 1923, being engaged
upon sales books and ledger work, and gaining knowledge which
has been such a great asset to him in his present work, and enabling
him to supervise and instruct new staff during the past six years.

Upon the outbreak of war in 1939, Mr. Broad joined the
Brewery First-Aid Party and, to gain more experience, became a
member of the St. John Ambulance Brigade, passing examinations
in First Aid, Home Nursing and A.R.P., for which he holds
certificates.

In May, 1942, when the call came to ‘ Man the Guns,”” he
joined the ro1st Battery A.A. Home Guard, and rose to the rank
of Sergeant. Incidentally, he was Troop Sergeant on the first
night that the Battery went into action against the enemy.

As a member of the Brewery cricket team, Mr. Broad is
remembered as a medium pace bowler. On account of his ability
to swerve the flight of the ball, which is very deceptive to batsmen,
and which brought him much success, he soon became the opening
bowler in the first eleven. He was a member of the Social Club
billiards team which won the Reading and District League in
1927-28, and was considered a very able exponent of the game, in
which he still indulges as a member of the Curzon Club. His work
on the Committee of the Brewery Social Club is well known, as also
his ready and willing help in the social functions,
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Take a little wine for thy stomach’s sake and thine oft
snfirmities.—T he Bible.

CHAT rom

THE EDITOR'S CHAIR
(By C H P)

THANKSGIVING.

It is peace again in Europe. Germany has surrendered

' unconditionally by land, air and sea. Not for the first time

we have done something which the world thought was
impossible. By our efforts we have wrought wonders ; by
our faith we have moved mountains. To others it may all
seem a miracle. To us the secret is simple, and contained
in one word. That word is Unity.

Now Victory has been won we think, with pride, of
our country, our brotherhood, and our traditions. With
pride, but not vainglory. Peace in Europe has been bought
too dearly for us to greet it with anything but quiet thank-
fulness. The hour is one for rejoicing, but also for
solemnity ; for celebration, but also for profound reflection.

Peace does not yet reign on earth. In Japan we have
another powerful enemy to subdue.

REJOICE |

“0O sing unto the Lord a new song; ‘for he hath done
marvellous things ; his right hand, and his holy arm, hath gotten
him the victory,

“ The Lord hath made known his salvation ; his righteousness
hath he openly showed in the sight of the heathen.

“ He hath remembered his mercy and his truth toward the
house of Israel : all the ends of the earth have seen the salvation
of our God.
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“ Make a joyful noise unto the Lord, all the earth ; make a
loud noise, and rejoice, and sing praise.

*“ Sing unto the Lord with the harp ; with the harp, and the
voice of a psalm, '

“With trumpets and sound of cornet make a joyful noise
before the Lord, the King.”

WE Must REMEMBER !

These days we think of those who should be here, but are not.
Those who, by their toil, and wounds, and suffering, have made this
day come true.

“To skies that knit their heartstrings right,
To fields that bred them brave,

The saviours come not home to-night,
Themselves they could not save.”

Their gift to us is peace, and it is our duty to preserve it. For
the moment, after six years of darkness and destruction, the
prospect is still unrealisable, almost incredible. Sights and sounds
of the past six years will come back to us as we hail the end of the
war in Europe. The vapour trails of the Battle of Britain; the
moan of the sirens, the crack of the guns, the crump of the bombs,
the Vi and V2. The organ phrases of Churchill ; the miracle of
Dunkirk, the great victories of the Royal Navy ; the desert army,
the glorious Eighth, under Alexander and Montgomery. Joy and
dismay ; hope and fear. The turn of the tide. The support of
great Allies—the magnificent feats of the Russians, the marvellous
material achievements and the great fighting qualities of the
Americans.

OurR GREAT FUTURE.

To each his own memories, but to all a common experience.
We, the living generation of the British people, hug something to
our souls which can be shared by no other nation. It belongs to
the time when we, alone in all the world, stood firm against the
glowering tyrant across the Channel. “ God bless the narrow
seas,”” cried Tennyson, and we echoed his fervent invocation.

Let us now go forward into the great future that awaits us,
equipped as we are with the prestige won, under Providence, by
our triumph. The nations of Europe have turned to us in war,
and thev look to us also for leadership in peace. The tasks before
us will be onerous.  Six years of conflict have left Europe disrupted
and devastated. The social, moral, material and political problems
left in their wake are appalling in their magnitude but they must
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be tackled and solved and we must take a foremost part in their
solution. At home, too, tremendous reforms confront us. In
mingling the old with the new there will be many trials and not a
few errors. There will be controversies and disagreements—
perhaps hard times. But we can if we will, make a better and
more prosperous Britain than any we have known if we stand
together. As nations and as individuals we have put aside
differences so that with our united strength we could overthrow
the common enemy. By union alone we have won through to a
great deliverance.

If we can perpetuate in peace the comradeship of war, then
war will be banished. Twice within thirty years we have learned
that truth. We must not again forget it.

THE King's TASK.

The King has made his reply to the loyal Addresses of the
Lords and Commons on the victory in Europe. ‘I have done my
best,” he said, ‘" to discharge my duty as a constitutional
Sovereign of a free people.” The phrase was characteristically
modest. The King's first concern was to thank the peoples of this
country and the Empire of which he is the supreme head and
ruler. His was a regal tribute to the Armed Forces, the Merchant
Service, the workers and defence forces at home, and especially to
the women, not forgetting the housewives, without whose contri-
bution the war could never have been won. But what of the King
himself, and of his gracious and smiling consort, Queen Elizabeth ?
It is customary to speak of their untiring devotion to duty, and we
may read the phrase without much thought. But a world of truth
lies in the conventional words. The King and Queen have shared
the sorrows and the hazards of this war with their people. Their
London home has been bombed and Windsor has also been under
enemy attack. The King's brother, the Duke of Kent, lost his
life on a Service flight, and one of his nephews, Viscount Lascelles,
fought in Italy and was captured.

ALways oN Durty.

The King has visited his forces in the field, on the active
battlefronts of Italy and Western Europe, and in North Africa and
Malta while the war was still raging in the Mediterranean.
Together the King and Queen have made numberless visits to
industrial areas, institutions, and bombed sites, and often they
have performed some public function after the sirens have sounded.

These are only some of the duties which have fallen to the
Sovereign. But above and beyond these things all the burdens
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and anxieties of the war have fallen upon the King for nearly six
years. The Addresses have been presented from Parliament, but
the people have paid tribute to the King and Queen in their own
way. On VE-Day, as on previous occasions of national rejoicing,
they made for the Palace and called for the King.

It was an instinctive demonstration to the Crown as the
centre of this ancient democracy, but it was also a mark of affection
for the man who wears it.

BrREWERY A.R.P. SERVICES. .

On Friday, 25th May, the Brewery First-Aid Party men met
in the Social Club Canteen and spent a very enjoyable evening to
mark the standing down of the Party.

During the evening our Party Leader, Mr. P. Ruffles, paid
tribute to our guest, Captain A. S. Drewe, A.R.P. Controller, for
the magnificent way in which he had organised, not only the whole
of the A.R.P. services of the Brewery, but the great personal interest
he had taken in the way the Firm had built and equipped our fine
underground hospital.

Captain Drewe thanked all members for their loyal support and
keenness. Although being fortunate in this town not to have
been called on many times, the few occasions when the services
were required, all casualties had been dealt with most speedily and
efficiently. For this, thanks are due to our First-Aid party leader,
Mr. Tom Kent (now in the Forces) who worked so ably and well to
organise and put us through our training—a training which enabled
everyone in the party to pass for their FFirst-Aid certificates and
re-examinations.

DECONTAMINATION PARTY.

On Friday, 8th June, the Decontamination Party held a
similar social gathering at the Club. Here Captain A. S. Drewe
thanked all members for the wonderful way in which they had
acquitted themselves. Working in heavy anti-gas suits was a
real man’s job and they, of all parties in the A.R.P. services, had
to go through the most arduous training under the able leadership
of Mr. Venner. They had to keep up practice right to the end of
the war. As a memento of his services it gave Captain Drewe
great pleasure to present to Mr. Venner a leather wallet subscribed
for by his team.  Photo on page 155.

Mr. Venner responded by thanking all for their able and loyal
support.
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A WORTHY PART.

The great Firm, to which we are privileged to belong, played a
very worthy part in the war. The three sons of our Chairman and
Managing Director distinguished themselves abroad; several
of our Directors have also seen years of service, and very many

. others employed by the Firm have served in almost every theatre

of the war. Not a few have made the supreme sacrifice, and our
hearts go out in sympathy to the bereaved parents and relatives.
The Firm has sent vast quantities of beer to the Forces, and this
has been appreciated more than words can tell. The Directors,
too, have treated all employees who have left temporarily to serve
their country with a generosity that is typical of the Firm. And,
meanwhile, those left behind have worked like Trojans to keep the
Hop Leaf flag flying. Our great chief, Mr. F. A. Simonds, has set
us all a noble example in this respect and has worked wonders.

Bravo, everybody !

Too CoLp AND INFORMAL.

When a party of W.R.N.S. recently took over an old building
in a north-east city, the usual notice board was set up announcing :

ADMIRALTY
NO ADMITTANCE

This was evidently too cold and formal for a local wag, for a
few hours later these two words had been added in chalk :

WRENS NESTING.

Our GREAT PRIME MINISTER.

Mr. Churchill has given us magnificent leadership, resulting in
tremendous efforts and the winning of the war. He has travelled
far and wide at great risk ; nothing was too great for him to bring
peace, and his steadfastness gave us determination to defeat a
wicked enemy. Is our memory so short that we should now cast
him aside? It will be to our eternal shame if his great gifts,
intelligence and leadership are forgotten.

Let us borrow the words of South Africa’s VE Day message to
the Empire’s leader. Here they are :—
“ We rejoice with you in a magnificent victory. To-day we
recall how much so many owe to so few; but there is no one
person to whom humanity’s debt is greater than to yourself.
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Mac, not MIKE !

Councillor W. E. C. Mcllroy, the National Candidate for
Reading, is making wonderful progress in the constituency. He
is a man of sterling character, who has proved his worth in private
and public service. His speeches are pregnant with sound common

sense, and in the various Clubs he has visited, and elsewhere, he .

has made a very favourable impression. At the Balfour Club
recently, when Mr. W. Bowyer presided, he had a great reception,
and Mr. F. A. Simonds observed : ‘“ We have had a VE-Day and
a VE-Plus-One. See to it we have a V.C. (Victory for Churchill)
Day.” He added : “ We want Mac, not Mike ! ”

The company appreciated these observations, and applauded
with great gusto.

EPITAPH.

At a Norwich church :

He angled many a purling brook,
But lacked the angler’s skill,

He lied about the fish he took
And here he's lying still.

SomME BEETLE !

Mr. Fisher, of the Scalds Department, has captured a stag
beetle. It is a male, with horns over half-inch in length. Only
the male stag beetle has these horns, with which they can give
you quite an appreciable pinch. The beetle is about two inches
long. These insects often remain four years in the larval stage.
Mr. Fisher’s beetle is a very fine specimen, and it was thoughtful of
him to show it to me. I used to keep them as *‘ pets " when at
school.

A Happy REUNION.

There was a very happy family reunion recently at Mortimer
when Mr. and Mrs. F. A. Simonds’ three sons met after an absence
of five years. The two younger sons (Major E. Duncan Simonds
and Captain Kenneth F. Simonds), both of whom won distinction,
were on leave from Italy and Syria respectively.
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NATURE NOTE.

(BY C.H.P.).

THE MAYFLY 1S UP!
ITS FASCINATION FOR THE FLY-FISHERMAN.
A DAY OF VARIED DELIGHTS.

The mayfly was up ; I am a student of politics, but with that
ephemeral fly making its appearance, the trouble over Trieste and
other international problems paled into insignificance. I was more
than surprised when the Vicar made no mention of the momentous
fact that the mayfly was up in his sermon on Sunday.

Nor was there any hymn to the effect !
The mayfly is up,
Ye anglers rejoice ;
Many trout are rising,
So now make your choice.

With such a stirring hymn I am sure I should have forgotten
myself and shouted Encore ! '

UNDILUTED DELIGHT.

But, to be more serious. Noticing that the mayfly was in
evidence I hied me to a little trout stream, there to spend a day of
undiluted delight. When in the countryside I always study to be
quiet—you thus see so much more of wild Nature and her ways.

As I was creeping noiselessly through a copse a nightingale
burst forth into song within a few yards of me. For some minutes
I knelt in the nettles and listened to the exhuberant gladness as it
was being outpoured from the throat of this master of matchless
music. He flooded the copse with his rich, liquid notes. We

‘read that in nature there is nothing melancholy, and yet, to me,

there always seems some sorrow in the nightingale’s song.

NEVER HURRY WHEN FISHING.

The stinging nettles seemed very partial to my hands and left
their impress there.
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But what did that matter—the mayfly was up! Arriving at
the river I was quite eager to assemble my tackle—a very simple
matter to the fly-fisherman. And while I always study to be quiet,
I also make it a very strict rule never to hurry while fishing. I
stroll up the river and observe what is happening. The water is
still very low and very clear, and there are long reaches where it is
so shallow it could hold no good fish. And so, generally speaking,
the conditions were unfavourable, particularly as the rises were
very few and far between.

And though the mayfly was up there were only a few to be
seen when I arrived at the river in the morning.

NO SUCCESS AT FIRST.

I noticed one or two trout take the mayfly, but these fish were
so small that I did not waste any time on them. However, they
afforded me the information I was seeking—which fly to use. So
I attached a mayfly to my cast, first oiling the hackle of the fly
with paraffin to make it float well. I sent this fly in many
directions, in likely-looking water under the alders and under
either banks, where it sailed down the water like a stately little
yacht. There was a very gusty wind blowing and accurate casting
was no easy matter, especially with a long line. And so, for one,
two hours, I strolled along leisurely, trying my luck here and there,
but no success came my way. I revelin a hard fight, however, and
I was far from feeling beaten yet !

A SYLVAN SCENE.

In a quiet sylvan scene I rested on the trunk of a large tree
that had been felled some time ago, and it was bereft of much of its
bark. Here I ate my lunch of bread and cheese—how I could
have done with a little more cheese for I began to feel, as well I
might, the keen demands of appetite! Then I drew from my
otherwise empty creel a bottle, and had a long and refreshing drink
of—cold tea ; (Loud laughter.)

There came and alighted beside me a pearl-bordered fritillary
butterfly who enjoyed basking in the sun. She was joined by

R
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another of the same species. From the topmost branch of a small
tree a whitethroat repeatedly rose into the air, performed curious
aerial antics, singing all the while. And then I heard the song of
the little blackcap ; its gladsomeness is unmistakable, and White,
of Selborne, truly describes its song as ‘* full, sweet, deep, loud and
wild.””  The blackcap is one of my favourite birds, and its song is
almost as rich, and quite as joyous, as that of the nightingale.
Then a sedge warbler chattered away to his heart’s content. His
is a very welcome note, perhaps carrying more noise than meaning.
The willow warbler, too, was much in evidence. His delicately
sweet song is like a little silver stream trickling from the tree-tops.
The grasshopper warbler was pulling out his line. of so-called
“song "’ as if from a winch. And a kingfisher flashed by, adding
a touch of gay colour to these charming surroundings.

A TROUT ON THE MOVE !

I had almost forgotten my promise of a brace of trout to a
friend, so I must set to work again. I have been keeping my eye
on the ball—I mean the water—all the time, and I have noticed
a good trout on the move in the distance. I approach him stealthily
and, crouching behind a bush, throw out my line. The fly lit on
the water on the very spot at which I aimed—about a foot above
the fish and a few inches this side of him. Very, very gradually
the fly floats down-——it is over the trout’s very nose. What a tense
moment ! He was a fine fellow and, like a member of that famous
regiment, he was ““ up and at it ! "’ [ struck, from the winch, for
fear of hitting him too hard. The winch sang—what music |—as
the line was rapidly drawn out by the fish and I knew he was well
and truly hooked. I played him for a while and when he was
tired I guided him ever so gently to the net and lifted him from
the water—a pound of speckled beauty.

SET TO WORK WITH ADDED ZEST.

This was indeed encouraging, and I set to work with added
zest. I have been a fly-fisherman now, alas ! for sixty years, and
never before have I been in such fine form. Throughout the day
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I did not make one single mistake. With expensive casts and
expensive flies, both difficult to obtain, one must use super care.
Though I fished under, over and around briars and branches not
once did I get hung up, in spite of the tricky wind that blew quité
strongly at times. And to cut a long and, to me, mémorable
story, short, I had, throughout the day, only ten rises, and landed
seven good fish ! T was proud of my prowess.

THE LAST AND BEST

I must relate how I landed my last fish. My practised eye
can generally judge the size of a fish from its rise. Earlier in the
day I had noticed what I knew was a fine fish feeding as though he
meant business. But the spot was surrounded by bushes and trees
on either side of the water, and to get a long line out to the rising
fish was indeed a difficult task. However, perseverance always
pays. Further upstream I measured out the exact length of line
required. Then I crept towards my would-be prize. I saw him
seize a real mayfly. And so, swish! swish!! swish!!! away
goes my fly on its great errand. It floated right over the fish ; he
turned towards it and then sank down, and he seemed clearly to
say to me, * What do you take me for ? " That was a challenge ;
I have accepted many challenges in my life and not by any means
have I always come off second best. I accepted this challenge
with a bit of the old sportsman’s fighting spirit in me. I tied on
another fly and after a while sent this on its mission. The trout
seemed to sulk and took not the slightest notice of the fly as it
floated right over him.

I SCORE IN LAST ROUND.

It looked all like a K.O. for me—not the first by ary means.
I rested for ten minutes. Meanwhile I attached yet another fly,
‘known as the green drake, and thought I would try the artful old
dodger with that. As I have said, the surroundings were most
difficult in which to cast a good fly, and I had had a long day.
But again, swish ! swish !! swish !!! and, perhaps more by luck
than judgment, I avoided every overhanging snare in the shape of
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branch and bush and my fly fell on the water just where required.
When a few inches from the fish's nose I gave my line a very, very
gentle little jerk which just moved the fly and made it look every
bit as though it were alive. Another tense few seconds and the
trout rose in truly business-like fashion. T struck at the psycho-
logical moment and then the fun began! I was fishing with 4X
gut and as the fish dashed up and down stream I wondered if with
such gossamer material I should be able to hold him. It was a
great fight and lasted about ten minutes. The fish was game to
the last and once, when I got him to the surface, he leapt fully two
feet out of the water. Then he began to tire—1I believe I did, too—
and ever so gradually I coaxed him nearer and nearer to my net
and, at long last, drew him into it and lifted him on to the bank
—a prize indeed, well over 2 lbs. in weight and in the pink of
condition ! j '

Then I reeled in, a tired, happy, and, I think, a justifiably
proud man ! :

VICTORY IN EUROPE.

This being the first Board Meeting held since the announce-
ment made by the Prime Minister, Mr. Winston Churchill, on
May 8th, that the whole of the German Armed Forces had
surrendered unconditionally to the Allied Commanders, the

Directors desire to give expression to their deep sense of gratitude

to the Forces of the Crown and to the Merchant Navy, who, under
the leadership of our great Prime Minister, have by the Grace of
God, been able in Europe to vanquish and overcome all our
enemies.

They would also like to place on record their sincere apprecia-
tion of the loyal and steadfast conduct of their employees in times
of great dangers and difficulties when, in common with all other
members of the civil population, their enduring will to carry on,
despite all hazards, made possible the achievements of the Fighting
Forces.

(The above is a copy of Minute at the Board Meeting held 14th May,

1945.)






