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    Tempus Fugit.

    


    In the morning of our prime

    We have sacrificed our time,

    And likewise other things we needn’t count.

    Careers and hopes and wishes,

    Are gone to feed the fishes,

    And cash to a respectable amount.


    But we keep our spirits humble,

    And we should not grouse nor grumble,

    If Time were only not so loth to die.

    But he always keeps on hand,

    Nor seems to understand

    That we’re somewhat weary of his company.


    We have learned his every feature,

    And he’s quite a kindly creature,

    And will surely cure each mortal grief and pain.

    But ‘we loathe his leaden footfall,

    So bring along the football

    And we’ll sacrifice the ‘blighter’ once again.


    Anon.

    


    R.N.B. Cricket Club.

    


    The Club has had rather an uphill task lately. August was far too varied to allow of uninterrupted progress with the League fixtures, and the programme of matches was sadly upset by the adverse elements. Tattoo practice proved a further hindrance. The intricate manoeuvres of the cyclists and the wild rushes of the embryo savages precluded the idea of morning cricket, and with the evenings unmistakably drawing in, the span of play was decidedly limited. Under the circumstances it is hardly surprising that interest has waned, but it is all the more regrettable in view of the inevitably laggard departure of the summer game.


    There are still a number of League matches to be played off, and September will be far advanced before the secretary can close his books for 1916. Premier honours are practically settled in the first and second divisions, Collingwood D and Benbow D being the respective champions. It will be interesting to watch if Hawke C retain their place at the head of the third division, thus dividing the honours among the three Battalions.


    Below are the Tables up to September 2nd:—


    First League


    
      
        
          	

          	P

          	W

          	L

          	D

          	Pts
        


        
          	Collingwood D

          	8

          	7

          	1

          	0

          	14
        


        
          	Benbow B & C

          	8

          	6

          	2

          	0

          	12
        


        
          	Benbow D

          	8

          	6

          	2

          	0

          	12
        


        
          	Benbow A

          	8

          	5

          	3

          	0

          	10
        


        
          	Hawke A

          	7

          	4

          	3

          	0

          	8
        


        
          	Collingwood B

          	7

          	3

          	4

          	0

          	6
        


        
          	Hawke C

          	7

          	2

          	5

          	0

          	4
        


        
          	Hawke B

          	8

          	1

          	7

          	0

          	2
        


        
          	Collingwood A

          	7

          	0

          	7

          	0

          	0
        

      
    


    Second League


    
      
        
          	

          	P

          	W

          	L

          	D

          	Pts
        


        
          	Benbow D

          	8

          	7

          	1

          	0

          	14
        


        
          	Benbow B

          	9

          	6

          	3

          	0

          	12
        


        
          	Collingwood D

          	10

          	6

          	4

          	0

          	12
        


        
          	Petty Officers

          	8

          	6

          	2

          	0

          	12
        


        
          	Collingwood A

          	9

          	5

          	4

          	0

          	10
        


        
          	Benbow A

          	9

          	4

          	5

          	0

          	8
        


        
          	Hawke C

          	8

          	4

          	4

          	0

          	8
        


        
          	Marines & Engrs.

          	8

          	4

          	4

          	0

          	8
        


        
          	Hawke A

          	8

          	3

          	5

          	0

          	6
        


        
          	Collingwood B

          	9

          	2

          	7

          	0

          	4
        


        
          	Hawke B

          	8

          	1

          	7

          	0

          	2
        

      
    


    


    


    Third League


    
      
        
          	

          	P

          	W

          	L

          	D

          	Pts
        


        
          	Hawke C

          	9

          	7

          	1

          	1

          	15
        


        
          	Benbow D

          	8

          	7

          	1

          	0

          	14
        


        
          	Collingwood A

          	9

          	6

          	3

          	0

          	12
        


        
          	Collingwood D

          	7

          	5

          	2

          	0

          	10
        


        
          	Hawke B

          	8

          	5

          	3

          	0

          	10
        


        
          	Benbow B & C

          	9

          	4

          	5

          	0

          	8
        


        
          	Petty Officers

          	8

          	2

          	5

          	1

          	5
        


        
          	Benbow A

          	8

          	2

          	6

          	0

          	4
        


        
          	Hawke A

          	9

          	1

          	7

          	1

          	3
        


        
          	Collingwood B

          	9

          	1

          	7

          	1

          	3
        

      
    


    


    Some changes are noticeable in the averages. F. Percival heads the batting list with even better figures than last month, but otherwise only C. Keary has retained his place in the first six. Two new names figure among the bowlers, of whom S. Wylde easily has the beet analysis. The leading First League figures are as follows:—


    Batting.


    
      
        
          	

          	Inns.

          	Not Out


          	Runs

          	Avg.
        


        
          	Percival F. C. G.

          	11

          	4

          	461

          	65.9
        


        
          	Ward W. H.

          	6

          	0

          	218

          	36.3
        


        
          	Keary C.

          	10

          	1

          	276

          	30.6
        


        
          	Pargeter H.

          	11

          	0

          	304

          	27.6
        


        
          	Mavins W.

          	5

          	1

          	101

          	25.2
        


        
          	King C.

          	6

          	2

          	101

          	25.2
        

      
    


    


    Bowling.


    
      
        
          	

          	Overs

          	Maid.

          	Runs

          	Wick.

          	Avg.
        


        
          	Wylde S.

          	91.4

          	22

          	232

          	32

          	7.2
        


        
          	Pargeter H.

          	75

          	9

          	267

          	29

          	9.2
        


        
          	Angrave H.

          	116.4

          	27

          	308

          	33

          	9.3
        


        
          	Fielder R. D.

          	80.3

          	21

          	209

          	22

          	9.5
        


        
          	Dyer O. R.

          	94.3

          	11

          	308

          	32

          	9.6
        


        
          	Lamb E.

          	81.2

          	22

          	256

          	20

          	12.8
        

      
    


    No Brigade matches have been played since our last issue, the much anticipated fixture with Zaandam falling through owing to the Dutchmen scratching. However, considerable enthusiasm has been aroused by inter-Battalion matches; we withhold results pending the completion of the programme.


    S.T.T.

    


    R.N.B. Tennis Club.

    


    It has been a poor month for Tennis, and the ground staff have had a busy time, chiefly occupied in removing moisture from the Courts. The surface has become woefully bumpy, [image: iss18_Tennis]and the water, accumulating during the showers (we were favoured with abundance of them during the month) has an unfortunate knack of filling up the inequalities. It is the happy lot of the groundsmen to conjure this away, with the aid of broom and a strong right arm. And then, often their work is all for nought! The Courts have just become playable again, when another quasi cloud burst breaks over “Timbertown”, quickly putting the Tennis arena under water.


    However, there has been considerable — if intermittent — activity, with the racquet since our last issue. The inter-Battalion Tournament has been concluded and the palm of victory won by Collingwood. It was necessarily a protracted conflict, but the scoring was very close and excitement well maintained. Benbow, boasting a larger percentage of members, had the larger following, and enthusiasm waxed high in the concluding matches. The results were as follows:


    
      
        
          	

          	P

          	L

          	W
        


        
          	Collingwood

          	144

          	29

          	115
        


        
          	Benbow

          	144

          	36

          	108
        


        
          	Hawke

          	144

          	43

          	101
        

      
    


    Subsequently, competitions were arranged to decide the disposal of two “Doherty” Racquets, kindly presented by Messrs Slazengers Ltd. The Committee divided the members entering into two classes — play to be on the ‘knock-out’ principle, best of thirteen games. With the struggle at its height, it would be bad taste to publish our “selections”; but 13 Mess — !


    S. T. T.

    


    R.N.B. Athletics Club.

    


    To all outward appearances the period under review has been decidedly quiet in athletic circles, only a local Meeting on the Noorder Sportterrein apparently rousing members to competitive strife. But actually the Club sent representatives to Meetings at Arnhem and Dordrecht, and if the officials were not so prone to hide their light under a bushel, we should be able to place the results before our readers. As it is, we have perforce to content ourselves with the bare mention of the fact.


    At the Noorder Sportterrein Meeting, on August 27th, we were only interested in the 100 Metres and the Two Mile Steeplechase, principally the latter, as our best sprinters were away at Dordrecht. In the sprint, W. H. Davies ran well, but had to give place to W. Duiker, who won by two yards in 11 seconds.


    A big field turned out for the Two Mile Steeplechase, including L. Huizinga who gave an exhibition run. The race proved an exciting tussle between P. R. Goodyer, D. A. Stevens and J. Jullens. Our men were in fine form, and in the last lap Goodyer drew away and won by 70 yards in 10 mins. 6 secs. Stevens was second, and Jullens third.


    S.T.T.

    


    A Day in the Camp.


    (Continued)

    


    It was not what one could call an ornamental looking-glass, [image: iss18_DayInCamp1]for much of the silver was missing and it was neither round nor square, but despite its many faults it still in parts retained the power of reflection. Looking at myself, and lowering at friend Harvey through the unsilvered portions of the glass, I attempted a few words. No notice being taken, I dropped the mirror, adopted a pugilistic attitude and — well, I hardly know what exactly happened. I remember passing through the doorway very hurriedly, and also hearing something about an unsolicited testimonial, but an unsympathetic crack on the back of my nut sent me spinning into Dreamland.


    Strange dreams came to me. I seemed to wander unto private domains, where words of a non-freezing quality could be heard from beneath moving walls and streets, and sometimes above the foot propelling music of a ragtime. Was I in the Camp? Behind a moving door I seemed to see the Martini Tower and the Café Prins. The latter place seemed to suggest a solution of the mystic movements and strange expressions, [image: iss18_DayInCamp2]and yet — I’d only had eleven beers and about half a dozen other Drinks the night before. My capacity cried Shame! and I put the libel behind me. A long loud blast, and I came to earth. One, and only one person is there that I know who can reign supreme with the aid of a cornet. A weird wandering wail and the name Cunningham, preceded by many non-asbestos clothed addresses, rent the air.


    Things were beginning to take shape. A stool, with a chequer-board design painted on its sides, labelled it “The Follies”, while here and there protruded pieces of scenery that I dimly remembered to have taken part in the shows of the Operatic and Dramatic Societies. Was I behind the scenes? The head and shoulders of Barron appearing through the trap-door verified my suspicions. A muttered prayer and a wild scramble on the part of ‘Lofty’ Ashton, as the bald-headed part of a piece of scenery came in contact with his head, and I commenced to observe things more closely and to recognise the different actors.


    [image: iss18_DayInCamp3]



    With sinuous and seductive movements of his fingers, Wiggy Bennett was giving “Mister Rubenstein” seven different kinds of the unmentionable, aided and abetted by the step-dancing propensities of Eddy Walker, while under the able and caustic superintendance of George Makins Davies, Barron appeared in imminent danger of being smothered by the rush of property descending through the trap-door. Everybody appeared busy. Even Frank W. Edwards mediated and seemed to want to do something, but beyond looking after the time and puffing energetically at a cigarette, contented himself with the desire. Hearing in a hazy manner, “Now give him the whole bucketful”, and feeling as though the Falls of Niagara were pouring down my neck, I came back to dull consciousness to find a crowd of P.O’s eyeing me curiously, while many hairy, horny hands sandpapered my skin with great glee.


    Gazing in a vacant manner at my surroundings, I tried once again to locate myself.


    The unmistakable click of Billiard Balls and the penetrating voice of the Bo’sun gave me a clue. My mind flew to the P.O’s Canteen. Had I by some miraculous act of daring invaded the sanctum of their retreat? Shrinking back into my shell I tried to collect my thoughts. Could I get out again without being seen? A rather corpulent C.P.O. was standing in the doorway, discoursing in an animated manner with a fellow sympathizer about the relationship between Billiards and Whist, and why the enthusiasts of one pastime should be forced to contribute towards the upkeep and popularity of the other. My chances looked small. “Whist”, he was saying in a supercilious voice, “why — look over there”, suddenly pointing a fat finger at a table where another C.P.O. and a Coastguard were holding an inquest, “they play for ten minutes and argue for forty, and then they start again from where they left off”. No notice was taken by the party referred to.


    “When I led that seven of Spades, and you took it with your King, why didn’t you return my lead”, the C.P.O. was saying.


    “Why didn’t I return your lead”, the Coastguard replied in a pained, hurt voice, “why! ‘cos you played all wrong. Why didn’t you return my lead when I led the three of Clubs and you took it with your Ace? Why didn’t I return your lead!” he ejaculated in a scornful voice after a slight pause occupied in sitting further back in his chair.


    My attention at this point was suddenly rivetted to the sinuous movements of a hand that slowly but surely crept in suggestive waves towards my pocket. I decided it was time to show signs of life.


    “Who — where — what’s happened” I murmured, making a gallant effort to raise myself. With a dextrous movement, the mouth of a bottle was jammed to my lips, and — I fell back again! Lemonade!!! “Try some Ginger Ale” I heard someone whisper. With a convulsive wriggle I stiffened out. “Sick Bay — quick!“ he commanded. Flattening out a chair, they placed me upon it and proceeded in the direction of that Home of protracted ailments and afflictions.


    (To be continued.)


    T.J.

    


    R.N.B. Regatta.

    


    Favoured by good weather, the Regatta held at Paterswolde on August 23rd proved a splendid success, and says much for the zeal and working abilities of the organizers. The conditions, from the Swimming Officials point of view, were by no means ideal, but with the aid of a barge quite a respectable swimming pool was roped in. Judging from the remarks of the swimmers, the water was not ideal either, both in regard to temperature and taste, but good musters for the different events were the order, and many exciting and interesting races and displays resulted; the Diving Display being especially attractive. With a medium breeze blowing, the Sailing races were run off in good style; the handling and manoeuvering in one or two instances being responsible for some very tricky work. We should have liked to have seen more rowing events, but the Club membership is restricted to a limited number and we presume such was impossible. What they did serve up for us however was right on the top line, form and style being distinctly good.


    The large attendance, among whom were practically all our Officers, proves how popular the programme was, and we feel sure we are only voicing the feelings of those who attended, when we thank those responsible for the entertainment, and also the Brass Band for their able co-operation. The results were as follows:


    Sailing.


    Keel Boat Race. (H/cap) 2 rounds.

    1st “Brunica” P. O. Brown. 2nd “Johanna” F. Henshaw.


    Open Sailing Race. (H/cap) 3 rounds.

    1st “Martha” F. J. Bakker. 2nd “Brunica” A. Brookes. 3rd “Johanna” G. Paice.


    Tjotter Race. 2 rounds.

    1st “Poseidon” W. Evan. 2nd “Neptunus” L. Young. 3rd “Johanna” L. Chester.


    Keel Boat Race. (H/cap) 2 rounds.

    1st “Stella” A. Manvill. 2nd “Voorwaarts” H. Grosvenor. 3rd “Brunica” E. L. Langmaid.


    Rowing.


    Scratch Pairs. 600 metres. (Final).

    B. Chessum, W. Tolmie. (cox) S. Cook.


    Scratch Fours. 1200 metres. (Final).

    R. West, H. Danvers, F. Hussey, B. Chessum. (cox) S. Cook.


    Swimming.


    50 yards. (H/cap).

    Heat Winners. C. Stevens, F. Morgan, W. Smith, E. Crowe, J. Curtis, S. Milgate, S. Wylde. Final. J. Curtis, E. Crowe, F. Morgan.


    Hunt the Bellman.

    Winner: F. Buckingham.


    Battalion Team Race.

    1st Collingwood, 2nd Benbow.


    High Hat and Wet Shirt Race.

    1st E. Russell, 2nd S. Wylde, 3rd F. Morgan.


    Polo Match.

    Collingwood v. The Rest. Collingwood 3, The Rest 2.


    Walking the Greasy Pole.

    J. W. Sears.


    T. J.
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