
  
    
      
    
  


  
    
      
        	The Camp Magazine

        (14 Collected Editions)
      


      
        	First Royal Naval Brigade
      


      
        	First Published: H. N. Werkman (1915 - 1918)
eBook: Michael Robinson (2013)
      


      
        	
          

        
      


      
        	Tags:

        	History, Biography, War & Military
      

    


    

  



        The Camp Magazine


      

"A miser's hoard of useless junk" is how First Sea Lord
Fisher described the British Navy, at his review, in anticipation of war with
Germany. His series of reforms then decommissioned 150 ships and 20-30,000 men
in favour of a smaller number of more capable vessels.


War came on 28th
July 1914. Winston Churchill, the then First Lord of the Admiralty, called up
these reservists on 5th August 1914 and formed them around a corps
of marines, into the 1st and 2nd Royal Naval Brigades.


By 20th August German forces had taken Brussels and moved
on to besiege Antwerp – a vital strong-hold that prevented German access to Allied
ports. The Belgians had successfully bogged the Germans down to trench warfare
but the Germans brought in 42cm Howitzers on 28th September and
started bombarding the Belgian line from a safe distance. On October 2nd
the Belgians threatened to give up Antwerp but Churchill convinced them to hold
by calling up his new brigade. By October 5th they were deployed as infantrymen
to bolster the front line.


The deployment was rushed. They had been issued rifles just three
days before departure and were still without basic equipment. Their two 9” guns
had only half the range of the more powerful Howitzers.


Antwerp was
heavily shelled and the Allies were ordered to withdraw. The main force got
away safely but the remainder were cut-off from retreat. They marched to the
safety of the neutral Dutch border. Some
were captured by Germans to be interned at Döberitz but 1,500 British, of the
1st Royal Naval Brigade, and 30,000 Belgian troops entered Holland on October
9th 1914.


On 15th
October 1914, the 1st Royal Naval Brigade entered the Groningen POW camp, which
they nick-named H.M.S. Timbertown. They would spend the rest of the war
interned there.


They chronicled their stay in a series of magazines. This is their
lives in their words —






  About this eBook
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  To my comrades of both Services interned at Groningen.

  


  Although the “Fortune of War” has been unkind to us, and has condemned us to inactivity at a time when we would all, without exception, give everything we possess to be able to join our Countrymen at Sea and on Land in the struggle in which so many of them are laying down their lives, we also have a struggle to make, a struggle which is all the harder because it is distasteful — the struggle of patience and cheerfulness under misfortune, of hopeful resignation to our hard luck, and of determination not to be downhearted.


  It is just under such circumstances as ours that we have the opportunity of exercising all that is best in the British character, of proving in practice, what we all claim to be one of the finest characteristics of our race, viz: the ability to take a knock-down blow without being knocked-out.


  No doubt to many of us come moments when our outlook seems a bit dreary, moments when we see nothing ahead but a dreary wait till the war is over, and a return to our several occupations at home, where we shall not have so many thrilling experiences to look back on and to relate, as those of our more fortunate comrades in arms, who started level with us, and who go through the whole of the war.


  At such moments we are apt to lose the sense of perspective — to allow the misfortunes of the moment to obsess us — to forget that there is a future as well as a past.


  But even in the past we have reason for satisfaction, for nobody can take from us the comforting reflection, that it was to our holding on to Antwerp until it was too late to save ourselves, that the enemy was checked for a sufficient length of time, to enable our Army to prevent him from achieving one of the main objects of his strategy.


  It is to the future, however, that we must keep looking forward, for, even if we are destined to take no part in the present war, we must not lose sight of the Lesson which history teaches us viz: — that one war sometimes begets another.

  



  Knitting.


  Two ladies from England have charge of large knitting classes, and the warm clothing made has been sent to the men of the Royal Naval Division who are imprisoned in Germany.

  


  Church Notes.

  


  The first chapters of our Church life in Groningen make strange reading. The difficulties that had to be met with were in many ways very great. Not that the authorities were in any way unsympathic, just the reverse, but in the old Kazerne there was a lack of accommodation, and more than once the small room placed at the disposal of the chaplains had to be evacuted. However difficulties are sent to be overcome, and in our present and happier surroundings we are apt to forget, that not so long ago we had to go round pleading for room for Evensong, to say nothing of once having to take refuge in a room over a café near at hand.


  Now, all is changed, and quite one of the Sights of Timbertown is our recreation hall with a permanent church at one end. Bit by bit we hope to make this part more in keeping as a church. Already P. O. Williams and his friends have worked wonders, and our Commodore’s kind loan of his portable altar with all fittings attached, has given the Sanctuary quite a pleasing appearance.


  What a change also has come over the services! A few months ago one could count the number attending Evensong on the fingers of both hands; now, the attendance has reached 300, but there is plenty of room for expansion. Seaman Strivens has taken charge of the choir and Seaman Storrar the organ at Parade services, while Seaman Tooby takes his place at evening services. The real interest they have thrown into their work, has in no small way added to the brightness of our services.


  The visit of our Bishop has been fully reported in the papers, but he himself has written an interesting account of the camp in the March number of the “Treasury Magazine”, which is well worth reading. We would advise all to obtain a copy.


  On Sunday evenings after service during Lent, Lantern services and hymn singing have taken place, a large number having availed themselves of the opportunities of seeing the beautiful slides, and hearing the sacred music rendered by the orchestra. We cannot thank the latter sufficiently for their help.


  Now we must close for the Editor will not give us more space in this first number, and we want to keep in with him! Next month we hope to give a full account of Easter week here. We are both living in the camp, and have a room in the Administration hut where we are always glad to receive men.


  We are confident that the splendid help that has been given us on all sides in the past will be continued in the future.


  H. H. C.

  


  A Roadside Scene.

  


  As weary once thro’ Belgium I strode

  Along the ancient cobbled road,

  With tall dark trees on either side,

  Suddenly a house there I espied.

  Outside there stood an old, old, man,

  His clothes were bare, his features wan;

  Still he stood with concious pride,

  With no sign of fear, no wish to hide,

  While ever before him there passed along

  The refugees — a silent throng.

  I too, passed on my way,

  But he stood firm, come what may.

  Deep in thought I wondered why

  He preferred to stay, perhaps to die,


  Home — memories — and all those things

  That make the lives of peasants and Kings,

  Better the bricks in a mould’ring cot,

  Than to go away from this sacred spot.

  Old man! Old man! A moral you taught;

  Be firm in trouble: have strength in thought.


  R. D. FIELDER.

  


  Arts and Crafts.

  


  This branch of Camp life is a most interesting one. The mushroom-like manner in which the present industry has grown, is due to the Commodore’s speech in the Kazerne soon after our arrival in Groningen. He then suggested that men should turn their hands to the manufacture of various novelties which would be of interest to people in England and elsewhere, and at the same time help to relieve monotony.


  A week or so previous, Able Seamen Hapgood and Peters had made a start in business, their first venture being the carving of coloured designs on pipes. These met with great success, and orders arrived in large numbers. After a short period they extended their business and included small boxes carved and inlaid in a similar fashion. Specimens were shown to the Commodore who expressed his approval, and from that time onward the work has progressed in a most satisfactory manner. Eventually the demand for goods became so great that it was found necessary to obtain a special room, in order that the work might proceed without interruption. This was done, thanks to Sub. Lieut. Hon. Rupert Mitford, who procured the first camp workshop. Both Able Seamen Hapgood and Peters now have large staffs of skilled assistants, turning out goods for sale in the old country.


  In addition to these two “firms”, many then are engaged in making woollen mats, and fancy articles in wood and zylonite, this work often being done at their own mess tables during leisure hours. In the early weeks of our internment, many interesting knick-knacks were produced with the useful penknife as the chief tool, but, proper tools having now been obtained, better work is produced in larger quantities Many men have turned to the long neglected fretwork set and others to the paint brush or pencil, in order to spend their time here as far as possible in a useful and congenial way.

  



  Netmakers.


  The netmakers are a busy set of men, who, under Petty Officer Comer, employ their time in braiding nets of all descriptions. The fourteen men in this department are fishermen, many of whom are skippers of their own boats, and all ply the braiding needle in the skilful manner born of an experience only to be gained in the course of years. Orders have been received and executed for an English bred trawl net used in deep sea fishing, and herring nets. Hammocks, Football and Tennis nets are also made, while small string bags for use in the messes are turned out by this department.


  The fame of our British networkers has evidently spread, for they have supplied a Dutch firm with a 9’9” square Totibel. The Totibel is a typical Dutch net sunk in shallow waters, rarely, if ever, made or used in England.


  The splicing and plaiting of ropes and the making of strops, nettles, clews and guy ropes is included in the work of this department.

  



  The Gardeners.


  When we first took up our abode here, there was a considerable amount of waste ground left in the state builders usually leave land near new buildings, namely, bricks and lengths of wood and felt scattered about in great abundance.


  Now “Jack” is a handy man, and when a gardening party was suggested, he set to with a will. We now see, as the fruit of his labours, a number of gardens laid out in picturesque designs, and it is hoped that there will be a profusion of flowers blooming in the near future.


  The gardens have been planted with fir trees, and there is a whisper, that they are for our mess: tables next Christmas, but this, we may state on good authority, is purely a “buzz”.


  There is no doubt however, that the gardeners have done good work, and under the able direction of Petty Officer Yetton, have made our surroundings quite pleasant. Thanks are also due to Mr. Arthur Sutton, the famous seedsman, who, through the good offices of Mr. Coryton, has kindly given a quantity of lawn and flower seed.

  


  Entertainments.

  


  When the wheel of fortune referred to by our Commodore eventually takes a turn in the right direction, and finding ourselves home, we look back upon the time spent in Groningen, perhaps some of our pleasantest recollections will be associated with the Recreation Hall.


  To say that our entertainment has been splendidly catered for by the Hall Committee, is the modicum of praise. They have indeed exceeded all our expectations by the varied and attractive nature of their programme.


  We have had numerous Vocal and Instrumental Concerts all of which, under the able direction of Petty Officer Harrison, have reached a high standard of excellence, whether given artists from outside, or by our own popular “Interned Talent”.


  We have also had many instructive Lantern Lectures, illustrated by splendid slides. This form of entertainment was most happily inaugerated by Bishop Bury in January last, when he delivered two most interesting lectures with such a rare personal charm of manner, that few men who heard him will ever forget.


  Again, we have had the novelty of a Fancy Dress Dance, which was largely successful through the efforts of a tall, and perhaps hardly graceful looking Cupid, believed to be a popular Collingwood P.O. At this gathering, we had “Jack Tar” masquerading in a variety of characters of both sexes, while a spindling of the genuine fair sex added to the attractions of the evening.


  The height of enjoyment however, was attained when the inimitable “Follies” appeared on the scene. For two jolly hours on three separate nights, we completely forget our daily environments in the gaiety of the moment. At the first of these performances there was an “Early Doors” queue of several hundreds, who waited in the snow a good hour before the advertised time of starting, and when the curtain rose, the “House” was literally packed.


  All the events we have referred to, have been well attended by enthusiastic audiences, and visitors especially, must have always carried away with them a very vivid impression of the hearty manner in which a British audience can express their gratitude and approval.


  Perhaps it is not fully realised, that the abundance of good things served up in the way of entertainment, is largely due to the untiring efforts and labour of the Hall Committee. This body is composed of our indefatigable Chaplains, together with a Petty Officer and an Able Seaman from each of the three Battalions and judging by results, everyone must acknowledge that it would be hard to find a more competent or satisfactory committee.


  We feel that there cannot be a more appropriate way of concluding this article, than by offering to the above Committee our heartiest congratulations un the success of their efforts. Further, we take this opportunity of thanking Petty Officer Williams and his staff of workers, for the excellent way in which the Hall is prepared for all classes of entertainment.

  



  The Follies.


  There is nothing that succeeds like success and we feel it is impossible to write too enthusiastically about “The Follies”. Unquestionably they are the hit of the Recreation Hall Season. They came, they sang, and they conquered — by storm!


  Signalman Penley tells us that a few months ago, when the idea of forming a troupe was in its infancy, he never for a moment anticipated such an overwhelming success, or such splendid support. He considers himself singularly fortunate in securing so many talented artists, — we quite agree, but would add that it reflects all the more creditably upon his powers of selection, that he has obtained so well-balanced a troupe from the galaxy of available talent in the Camp. Every man is clever; every man seems to fit in; and every man appears indispensable. That is the art of the born stage manager.


  We regret that in this issue, a detailed report of their entertainment cannot be given, chiefly because, where all surpassed themselves, all must be mentioned, and we are already feeling anxious as to how our space is panning out. Moreover, as everybody went to see them, everybody knows what a topping “show” they were.


  We must mention however, that in addition to the concerts given in the Camp, “The Follies” scored an immense success at the Nieuwe Schouburg, Groningen, on March 16th. The proceeds were in aid of the “Daily Telegraph Belgian Relief Fund” in England, and it is good to hear that a cheque for over £35 was sent as a result of this performance.


  Before long, they hope to give fortnightly concerts, and while this magazine is in the printers’ hands, the Brigade will have had a further sample of the troupe’s wit, song, and frolic.


  During Easter week, they are also giving two more performances in Groningen, and in each case charity will benefit to the extent of their profits.


  It is also interesting to learn that “Manager” Penley has already been approached by London managers, with a view to possible future bookings, and, at a later date, a tour through Holland is on the cards.


  We wish to draw attention to the great difficulties the party has been labouring under in regard to scenery, stage effects etc. Notwithstanding these disadvantages, “Handy Jack” in the guise of the Pierrot, has proved equal to the task, for led by Dan Godfrey, most of the scenery has been improvised, and painted by members of the troupe.


  We cannot close without a word of congratulation to the band, for the able manner in which, under the skilful direction of Seaman Storrar, they have assisted the efforts of the troupe.


  For the benefit of possible readers in England, we append the names of the members of the troupe.


  Fred Penley.

  Dan Godfrey.

  Will Langdale.

  Charles Barnard.

  William Benwell.

  Arnold Gowing.

  John Linley.

  Bay Hicks.

  Sidney Bourne.


  Petty Officer Shute and Victor Cowley have also rendered assistance. Assistant stage managers, G. J. F. Young, and F. W. Edwards.


  Business manager, Petty Officer Harrison,


  Forthcoming Concerts.


  Tuesday April 6th. Recration Hall, 7 p.m.

  * Thursday April 8th. Nieuwe Schouwburg, Groningen.

  † Saturday April 10th. Nieuwe Schouwburg, Groningen.

  Monday April 12th. Recreation Hall, 7 p.m.


  * In aid of the Belgian Refugees in Holland.

  † In aid of the Dutch poor in Groningen.

  



  The Orchestra.


  The origin of the Orchestra was due to the foresight of Major Trefusis of the Collingwoods, but we think when the happy idea occurred to him, he little imagined how soon they would become an essential part of our recreative life here. Able Seaman Storrar is to be congratulated on the rapid way in wich his band has reached its present high level of excellence, and doubtless with assiduous practices, they may attain a tout ensemble worthy of the Queen’s HaIl Orchestra.


  In our next number we hope to deal more fully with their doings; however, it is of especial interest to remark, that all the music played at “The Follies” entertainment, was adapted to the orchestra by various members, showing conclusively the high technical ability of some of the musicians.

  



  Comic Opera.


  It may not be generally known that a “Trial by Jury’’* will shortly take place in the Recreation Hall. As the case is sub judice we are not permitted to comment in any way. However, by the courtesy of the “Clerk of the Court”, (Petty Officer Brown of the Sick Bay) we learn that a strong cast numbering about 20, including the chorus, has been secured. We eagerly await the hearing of the case, which is in the safe hands of Leading Seaman Ward, and other budding “Legal Lights”.


  * A dramatic cantata by Gilbert and Sullivan.

  


  Sports and Pastimes.

  


  In discussing this most interesting, and we might say brightest side of our camp life, it is necessary to bear in mind the conditions under which our sports and pastimes have been carried on and also the changes we have experienced since arriving in Holland.


  A few days after our advent, when time was beginning to hang heavily on our hands, the true British sporting instinct came to the surface, and men immediately began to ask for sport of some kind.


  A sports ground became essential for us, and after a short interval one was provided opposite our internment barracks. “Rugger” and “Soccer” commenced straight away, and although our field was somewhat boggy in parts, good sport was enjoyed by approximately 100 men daily — weather permitting. Everything went smoothly until early in December, when, unfortunately for the sporting element in the camp, our field was given up to the contractors for the building of our new quarters.


  Outside games, for quite two months, were consequently at a standstill, but during this time boxing took a prominent place in our life and several excellent competitions were arranged.


  When we removed across the road we found Rugby and Football grounds already laid out. This was very advantageous, because, whereas in the past we had to go through the formality of “falling-in”, and perhaps waiting half an hour before being escorted across the road, we could now play at any time. Sport thereby received a decided fillip, and owing to the large area of ground and room available, other branches of sport and pastimes sprang into being.


  A Harriers Club was formed and caught on like wildfire. A Tennis Club is in embryo, and the game will shortly be in full swing.

  



  “Soccer”.


  In so far as Association football is the national sport of England, it is natural that it should occupy the premier position in our camp sports. As early as the first month of our internment several teams had been formed, the most important being the Brigade Xl, which in a very short time attained a high standard of excellence.


  Owing to the kindness of the Dutch authorities, fixtures were arranged with Dutch teams, and at most of these matches the Brigade were allowed to attend. The first and only match played away was at Leeuwarden when we won by five goals to nil. Other matches against Dutch teams were arranged locally, and the satisfactory results which the Brigade obtained, proved that our team was well able to hold its own with some of the best clubs in the north of Holland.


  Since Christmas the Royal Naval Brigade Association Football Club has been formed with Petty Officer James, Chairman. V. Cowley L. S. (Benbow), Vice Chairman. R. S. Cooper, Hon. Treasurer, and S. W. Pye, (Benbow), Hon. Secretary.


  A competition was arranged between four teams from each battalion, each team supplying a representative on the R. N. B. A. F. C. Committee. Those elected were: Hawke Batt. W. W. Brown, G. Reader, C. Sharman, and R. S. Cooper.


  Benbow Batt. J. Clarke, D. R. Jones, V. Cowley and W. H. Barnett.


  Collingwood Batt. Petty Officer Dooley, Petty Officer Goubert, W. Gordon and W. Caffrey.


  Referee representative, J. Allott.


  The competition is for medals and the final result table will appear in our next month’s issue, together with a full description of the Easter Football Championship.

  



  Rugby.


  It is well known that our sports have from the first been catered for in a splendid manner, so it was natural that rugby, as one of the most important of those sports, should come in for special consideration. As a result a ground was marked out on our recreation field, and gear being provided, the game obtained a firm foothold. Inclement weather however interfered considerably with its progress during the first few months, but nevertheless several good games were fought out, and despite the fact of the mud-bespattered players returning with a distinct suggestion of the “Chocolate Soldier” attached to them, their smiling faces denoted the enjoyment they had derived.


  The most notable game contested was undoubtedly the one between the Benbow XV and the Rest XV played on the “Be Quick” Football Ground in December last. At this match several of the Dutch sporting Fraternity put in an appearance to witness a game, which the greater part of them had never seen before. Dutch mud was again very much in evidence, but a good game was played, although the local press described it as “lusty and rude”. The closeness of the game can be judged from the final result which read 5 points all.

  



  1st Royal Naval Brigade Athletic Club.


  For some time past a few keen athletes who did not rank among the first class footballers, had felt a desire to organise an athletic club. With this object in view, a general meeting was called on Feb. 25th with the Rev. G. T. Waldegrave in the chair, and as a result, the 1st R. N. B. A. C. was formed and the following committee duly elected.


  President, Commodore W. Henderson, R. N., Vice Presidents, Rev. H. H. Coryton, Rev. G. T. Waldegrave. Captain, F. R. Ashenden, (Collingwood). Vice Captain, J. W. Sharman, (Hawke). Committee, H. G. Bromhead, (Benbow), E. W. H. Mullins, (Hawke), and R. Fielder, (Collingwood). Hon. Secretary J. Morton, (Hawke). Hon. Treasurer, W. J. Yetton, P. O. (Collingwood). Trainer, H. Waites, P. O.


  The whole idea of the club was not to produce first class racing teams, but rather to provide a congenial form of exercise suitable to all types of athletes and healthy men. With the help and encouragement of the Commodore and the Rev. G. T. Waldegrave, the club became popular, and its membership increased by leaps and bounds, in spite of the fact that we had a most unfavourable course to run over. Bearing this in mind we approached the Commodore for permission to organise road runs outside the camp, and this he speedily obtained for us. That was the beginning of happier days for the club.


  The pace of packs varies considerably, so that every member is enabled to enjoy two roads runs per week at his own particular speed.


  The club has already commenced issuing to all members a monthly gazette containing notes contributed by its officers, and also giving a complete list of members. The first number was hectographed, but it is hoped to have subsequent numbers printed.


  Altogether it is a very happy little club, and every man able to run, who does not join, is undoubtedly not making the most of his stay in Groningen.


  The following events will take place in April.


  April 14th. Relay Race. Teams of 4 to cover 8 laps (about 2 miles).


  April 21st. Inter-Batt. Race. Same conditions as previous Battalion races.


  J. MORTON,


  Hon. Secretary.

  



  Boxing.


  Although we have not had so much boxing in the camp in recent weeks as formerly, there are a considerable number very interested in the art, and the skill of our men has not diminished by their rest.


  The interval of inactivity in boxing was brought about by circumstances which were unavoidable. Several interesting and exciting contests were arranged in our old quarters, but on removing there was unfortunately a lack of accommodation for some weeks. March 18th. was the earliest date which could be fixed for a display. On that evening several interesting contests and exhibition bouts were held.


  The final results were:


  Welter weights, Seaman Grinsell, (Collingwood).

  Middle weights, Ldg. Seaman W. AIdridge, (Hawke).

  Heavy weights, Stoker Kemp, (Hawke).


  Thanks are due to Petty Officer Yetton who organised the whole entertainment.

  



  Gymnastics.


  The gymnasium is in sole charge of P. O. Shute, (Hawke Battalion), who daily conducts voluntary Swedish drill classes.


  These classes, consisting of about 30 men in each have been formed, with, as far as possible, a separate class for each battalion. The course consists of Swedish drill with complete apparatus, and as the Instructor is in every way pleased with the progress already made, an advanced class is shortly to be formed.


  The advantage of the gymnasium for all men cannot be too greatly emphasized, and as there are a considerable number of special duty-men in the camp, co whom only the evening is available for exercise, it is of especial benefit to them.

  



  1st Royal Naval Brigade Chess Club.


  At a representative meeting of the Hawke, Collingwood and Benbow battalions held on January 27th 1915, the above club was formed and the following officers and committee were duly elected. President: Commodore W. Henderson, R. N.; Match Captain: W. C. Jameson, (Hawke); Deputy Match Captain: S. W. Murray, (Benbow); N. Pearson, (Collingwood) J. E. Johnson, (Benbow) R. Venables, (Hawke); Hon. Treasurer: S. Flowitt, (Collingwood); Hon. Secretary: T. Johnson, (Collingwood).


  No greater evidence of the popularity of chess as a healthy and invigorating study and pleasurable pastime could be given, than the club’s present membership of 115, and although in our match with the Staunton Chess Club, Groningen, we suffered defeat by 10 points to 4 the closeness of the game and the decided improvement that is so noticeable at our meetings from week to week, leaves no room for doubt that in the near future, conclusions of a far more satisfactory character will ensue.


  At the moment of writing the Hawke Battalion hold the premier position in regard to wins in our inter-battalion matches, but, the scores which read: — Hawke v. Benbow 13½ points to 10½, Collingwood v. Benbow 13½ points to 10½, and Hawke v. Collingwood 12½ points to 11½, are so fraught with possibilities that subsequent matches can be confidently looked forward to with the sense of keeness that doubtful issues produce.


  Our meetings, that are held in the Recreation Hall every Saturday night from 6 to 10 pm., have proved most satisfactory in every way, inter-battalion matches “SimuItaneous” displays “Knock-out” and “Lightning” tournaments having clearly shown themselves to be as interesting and exciting as they have been instructive.


  It is a distinct tribute to the enthusiasm of members for a game combining exercise of the mental faculties with congenial recreation, that the attendances at the meetings have been so large, and this, in conjunction with the sporting spirit that prevails, reflects very creditably on both the club and its members.


  Townley Johnson, Hon. Secr.

  



  The Camera Club.


  President: Commodore W. Henderson R. N.


  Committee:


  R. Raymond (Hawke), E. S. Harding (Benbow).,E. Peckham (Collingwood) and C. I. Stevens (Benbow), Hon. Sec.


  The needs and requirements of amateur photographers have been carefully considered and a club has been formed. Excellent quarters have been found including a dark room. The subscription is 25 cents per month, and the only qualification for membership is, that the applicant is a bona fide amateur photographer possessing a camera in the Camp. Meetings and demonstrations are given from time to time.

  


  Camp Sporting Life.


  By the Rev. G. T. Waldegrave.

  


  This appreciation is written from the point of view of an onlooker, though also with a certain amount of “inner knowledge”. It seems from all reports that sport was carried on in a more or less desultory fashion from the old Kazerne, and also if our Dutch friends are to believed, in somewhat “rude manner” though “rugger” flourished regularly. With the move to our present quarters came the revival of sport to its great and general advancement. It was noticeable that something was up when a small green and white hut was erected. Then football of both codes seemed to proceed with a certain amount of vigour. Corpses were carried into the said green hut and came out skipping and dancing, and the magic word of “trainer” was whispered. Things were indeed moving! Then one or two poor souls, lost it seemed, could be seen ploughing steadily round the field, encouraged by the more or less critical remarks of casual observers. Yet from this humble beginning arose the flourishing Athletic Club with its daily road runs and occasional races.


  But things were not yet complete, there were several club committees and no central body. At last this was formed under Flight Lieut. Murray. This committee is well supported by the officers both British and Dutch. Each battalion committee is represented, one chaplain being treasurer and the other secretary. It is hoped that the general welfare of camp outdoor sports life will be greatly improved by the formation of the club.


  We have heard whispers of “tennis”. We have seen true British workmen laying out Courts, but when will the work be finished? At present the “navvies” have a 2 hour day with a half hour interval for liquid refreshment, and various conversational and resting stops in between. We hear on good authority that a week’s work will finish it. At the present rate 52 weeks might. Gentlemen, to work!


  Cricket is in the air, and we hope soon to see as good games in this form of recreation as we have had in football.


  To sum up, the sports life of the Camp seems to be extremely keen and satisfactory. It is a splendid thing that we are able to arrange matches with local teams, and we hope this happy state of things in general will continue so long as we are here.


  At any rate if they do not, it will not be the fault of our joint Presidents, Commodore W. Henderson and Kolonel de Josselin de Jong, for whose efforts and interest in this way as in others we cannot be too grateful.

  


  Business!

  


  I wish to call the attention of all readers, particularly those outside the Camp, to one of the primary, if not the most important reason for the issue of this magazine. I refer to the financial side of the question. The idea, when formulated, was that daily news sheets, translated from the latest Dutch bulletins and newspapers, should be issued to all hands free of charge and the expenses defrayed by the sale of a periodical.


  Owing however to the generosity of the British Consul of Groningen in loaning us a typewriter and duplicator, expenses have been reduced to a minimum; but the cost of issuing “The Camp News”, often consisting of three sheets, is considerable. It is therefore necessary that the magazine must be very well supported. Copies can be obtained at all canteens, also from members of the staff, or on application at the publishing office. Everyone purchasing a copy bas the pleasure of securing a momento, unique of its kind, and at the same time assisting in the issue of our daily paper. I shall be glad to receive subscriptions for any amount, addressed to J. E. Farrell, 1st writer Interneerings Depot, stating the number of copies required.


  Both publications are under the auspices of the Brigade and produced by the undermentioned staff.


  J. E. F.


  Joint Editors:


  General: J. C. Aird, Signalman, (Benbow).

  Sports: S. Flowitt A. B., (Collingwood).

  Entertainments: W. C. Jameson, A. B., (Hawke).

  Reader: Townley Johnson, A. B., (Collingwood).

  G. F. Ashurst, L. S., (Benbow); C. W. Cobb L. S., (Benbow).

  Business Manager: J. E. Farrell, 1st writer.

  



  A Reminder.


  All contributions for publication in the next issue must be handed in at the office not later than the 25th. April. All are invited to submit articles, but, it must be remembered that lack of space may prevent publication.


  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .


  We must thank Leading Seaman W. H. Robinson, Benbow Battalion, for the design on the cover of our magazine.
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  Editorial.


In our first issue we
expressed the hope, that the reception of the magazine would spur us on to better
and greater efforts. The success we have been accorded is very gratifying; it
was most encouraging to see, on the first day of its publication, copies on almost
every mess table in each of the Battalion huts. Judging from reports received
from our busy Post Office, large numbers have been sent home, we hope, as a
permanent and interesting record of our enforced stay in Holland. It must be remembered
that in producing the magazine we work under difficulties. We have to deal with
a printer who has the disadvantage of printing in a foreign language, and also
adapt ourselves to his requirements. In last month’s issue — which was in the nature
of a review of past events since our arrival in the huts — we were greatly
handicapped by space, and although the articles were necessarily brief we had not
sufficient space to mention all the deserving branches of life here.


As we promised last month,
the contents of this issue are of a more varied nature, and we hope to improve
with every issue. Many suggestions have been made some of which we have
adopted. The new design on the cover is the result of a competition and one
that we hope, will be appreciated by friends at home, and also prove of
interest to ourselves in the future. Our grateful acknowledgements are due to
C. Oakes for assisting us with such an appropriate design and also to the other
artists who so kindly sent us drawings, of which the one sent in by T. Martin
requires special mention.


For the purpose of any
future demand, a further supply of the first issue has been ordered, so that
everyone in the camp has an opportunity of obtaining a copy, which can be bound
and kept long after our return home.


We must thank — and in
doing so we voice the appreciation of the whole camp — Messrs. Gratama Bros.,
of the Royal Rosaries at Hoogeveen, (Holland) for their kind gift of 450 rose
trees, which will in time give a very pleasing finish to our gardens. We also
tender our appreciation to the Dutch Committee for providing us with the
opportunity of learning French, Italian, Dutch or German.




Church Notes.




To be able to enter into the full joy of Easter, it is well known that Eastertide must be proceeded by a well spent Holy Week. With this in view, special services were arranged in the camp day by day, and the results were most encouraging, large numbers coining to the simple Mission Services held each night. However, of all the days in the week Good Friday will especially be remembered. The Parade Service was a remarkable gathering, and many felt that a different atmosphere surrounded us. Men did not seem to grudge the hour that we spent together when our thoughts gathered round the great token of God’s love. The three hours from 12 to 3 were spent by some in quiet devotion.


In the evening a large gathering assembled for the Lantern Service, which will be long remembered by many of us, not so much because the pictures were excellent, and the singing good, but that we seemed to get into personal touch with the Saviour of the World.


On Easter Sunday our Church was bright with plants and flowers, and many said that they had never thought to spend such a day away from Old England.


The fortnight that followed Easter was a strenuous time for both the Chaplains. Our Bishop was expected on the 18th., for the long looked for Confirmation, for which 40 candidates were being prepared.


The work the Bishop got through in his Sunday with us would astonish most people. He began with the Parade Service, and one only wishes that his Sermon could be reproduced in the notes.


At 11.30 he celebrated Holy Communion at which over 40 were present, a good number, however came to the early service at 7 a.m.


It was in vain to try and get the Bishop to rest in the afternoon; he had set his heart on visiting the classes carried on from time to time. Then of course came the service of the day: the Confirmation. The church had a very pleasing effect, as L. CpI. Raynor and Pte. Palmer of the Marines had been to no end of trouble to decorate the Sanctuary walls by stencilling. The Church had also been decorated with palms and flowers, and to the astonishment of all, a Bishop’s chair had been made and carved in the camp, the order being given and executed within a week.


The Confirmation was a very simple and helpful time, and we feel sure that many who attended, who have not yet come forward will think the question over. Our Bishop has promised to hold another confirmation, but this time he hopes it will be held in London at a not very distant date.


We must not close these notes without mentioning the splendid work done by our two ladies, Mrs. Oakley and Miss Hatchell. Their Bible Class on Monday’s and Wednesday’s is growing and we would advise all those who have not joined to give them a trial. Then there is a knitting class, held every day. Here is a splendid opportunity to learn the art, to say nothing of helping our brothers in Germany and at the front.


A most delightful photograph of the church has been taken in which the Bishop’s chair is shown, and we advise all our readers to obtain a copy from the Camp Photographic Club.


H. H. C.





Roman Catholic
Services.


The Roman Catholic members of the Brigade suffered no small loss when, shortly after Easter the Rev. Brandsma (late of Mill Hill College, London N. W.) took leave of us to continue his missionary labours in the Congo. He had been with us sometime — in fact ever since our internment in Groningen, and his departure left a void in our midst. This has however, been supplied by the appointment of the Rev. Breek, who took an early opportunity of visiting us on Sunday April 25th. While regretting the loss of our late spiritual adviser, we can assure him of our good wishes in his new sphere of activity — so dear to his heart — and may congratulate ourselves on getting so capable a man to take his place. As yet, he has only a casual acquaintance with us, but his charming and sympathetic manner will doubtless soon make many friends. He will be in Groningen every third week end, and arrangements will be as formerly.


G. T. T.






Presbyterian and
Nonconformist Services.


Through the courtesy of the Minister and Consistory of the French congregation, the Walloon Church, Groningen, has been placed at the disposal of the Presbyterian and Nonconformist members of the Brigade, Sunday morning services having been held regularly since October last.


Monsieur Bretey, pastor of the French Church, who is now serving with his regiment in France has written a letter conveying his hearty greetings to all his co-religionists and extending the hospitality of the Walloon community. In whatever way M. Bretey can assist us he will willingly do so, and we all highly appreciate his friendly feelings.


On Sunday April 18th., the sacrament of the Lord’s Supper was observed, when Mr. G. Haselager of the Dutch Church acted as Elder. Our thanks are due to Dr Bergsma for making the necessary arrangements. A Bible class is held on Sunday afternoons at 2 o’clock in the schoolroom by the Amsterdam or Rotterdam minister when on duty in the Camp,


J. Irwin Brown.





A Character Study.




I had often heard of him, and used to wonder what people saw in him. They were always talking about him. But it was rather the way in which they spoke that gave me food for thought. Some clearly loved him, others were amused at his strange, not to say eccentric, behaviour. Some again, were sarcastic at his expense, and very many, I am sorry to say, were positively abusive about him.


At last I met him. Yorkshire Geordie introduced me, and at once his attractive personality gripped me, though I must confess to a subdued feeling of instinctive distrust. Yet his credentials were good; for Geordie had been given charge of him by C. P. O. L . . . . z, who had received him direct from the hands of High Authority. So really I had little cause for distrust.


No sooner had I been thus attracted than I began to take a close interest in all he did, and for the next few days he did not work “in a corner”. The result of his energy was to be seen everywhere. Many a postman in far-off England, grumbled at the extra work he caused, and as for the Camp Post Office people, well, they at last really had something to do. He was here, there, and everywhere, tying up parcels, nailing down boxes, emptying over-full kit-bags, writing letters and causing a general bustle. Out of doors also he was busy. The gardeners wondered whether they should go on planting rose trees, and the Tennis Court Party at his subtle suggestion actually thought of taking a really well-earned rest, (N.B. This is not sarcasm!) for they understood him to say that their toil would be quite useless.


This went on for two or three days, then to my surprise he suddenly disappeared. Perhaps it was modesty, perhaps it was shame; perhaps, since he was found to be able to do up boots and gaiters so well that once he had done them up for them people went to bed in them, perhaps I say, he was frightened of being overworked.


Be that as it may, he disappeared. Rumours of his being in the camp have since got about, but the sergeants at the gate have never seen him pass through. It is said that he daily visits the Collingwood Hut, and tries to make it like a magnified beehive, but certainly I have lost all faith in him. Others also, I know, share my feelings.


For my own part I shall never trust him, not even round a corner, until I actually see him bring the Commodore into camp at 11 p.m. to serve out with his own hands three days’ rations of bully beef and biscuits. There is no truth whatever, I am sure, in the highly fantastic prophecies of Buzz, the son of the brother of the father of Aliah, who hath his dwelling in the Land of Nod.


G. T. W.





The Library.




Bacon, the Elizabethan writer said “reading makes a full mind”. If that is so, we could all of us leave Groningen with more or less full minds, providing we took advantage of the opportunities offered to us in the Library with its stock of about 3500 volumes. A glance along the well packed shelves of books written by the most distinguished authors, both past and present, will reveal literature that will suit the host epicurean of tastes. Both Their Majesties The Queen, and Queen Alexandra have sent presents of books, whilst we are also indebted to Lady Johnstone, the wife of the British Ambassador at The Hague, and many libraries and private people in England for having so generously contributed to our needs. We must also thank the many Dutch people who have so kindly sent us books and magazines.


A word is necessary on behalf of the staff, who have, in addition to the arduous duties of Librarians, been busily engaged in packing goods for our unfortunate comrades imprisoned at Doberitz.


In February last, 104 parcels of clothing, partly made in the Camp, each parcel weighing 10 lbs., were despatched to them, and news has since been received of the safe arrival and distribution of the welcome goods. Last month a further supply of clothing, books and games was sent. Our thanks are due to the Commandant who has on every occasion given his assistance, in ensuring the safe passage of the goods into Germany by making the necessary arrangements with the Dutch Customs authorities.


A word in passing regarding our comrades in Germany is not out of place. We are all aware of the terrible conditions under which they are existing — living is hardly the correct word — and any efforts we can make to help them will be greatly appreciated and tend to lighten their heavy burden. Suggestions have been made regarding the knitting classes in the Camp and utilizing part of the canteen profits. All men capable of helping — and the majority of us are — should do so. C. P. O. Pearson, the Librarian, is always willing to receive parcels of clothing from men in the Camp, to be sent to Doberitz with the next consignment.


While not wishing to make any forecast as to the duration of the war, or any prophecy of the day of our release, it is of interest to know that in the Library there is packed away a box of decorations for our next Christmas tree. The box was sent off from England in November last, and arrived here quite intact about the middle of February, having had an adventurous and protracted journey.


J. C. A.





Recreation at Port
Royal, Jamaica.

By Captain F. E. Fryer, R. G. A.




Port Royal, Jamaica, is practically an Island, and it is impossible to go for a nice walk without first taking a thirty five minutes trip in a launch.


In peace time several hundred white troops were stationed there, and many of the expedients adopted to obtain recreation for them, bear such a striking resemblance to some of the arrangements made for the R.N.D., Groningen, that the following may be of sufficient interest for publication. — The period referred to is November 1909 to January 1913.


A launch left Port Royal for Kingston at 2.15 and 6 p.m. and returned at 4.15 and 7.15 p.m. Careful investigation of these figures will reveal the fact, that for anything but a brief visit to the mainland the soldier would miss having tea in barracks. It would, moreover, be very hot in Kingston up to about 4 o’clock, and as a pass had to obtained every time Kingston was visited, this form of recreation was very seldom indulged in.


 Once a week a launch ran fron Kingston to Port Royal at 11 p.m. but it was very unusual to find many men making use of it, Kingston being quite uninteresting as a place to spend an evening, no cinema or theatre, only the rum shops, and there were a few of these in Port Royal.


Before the earthquake of 1907 they had a theatre, and another has been built since the time of which I am writing, but performances would, I imagine, only take place occasionally. Cricket was played on matting lashed down to a concrete pitch on the gravel parade ground. Later a grass ground was obtained, but it did not wear well and could only be sparingly used. This ground, situated on what had been before the earthquake, part of Port Royal village, was made of a kind of grass of which each root had to be separately planted by hand, old women being employed on this work.


At one end of the gravel parade ground was a disused concrete tennis court. This was appropriated as a site for practice nets, sockets being let into the ground so that the poles (gas piping) could be removed when the whole extent of the parade ground was required for military purposes. Certain officers and other ranks, also played in the Garrison Cricket XI at Up Park Camp on the mainland. Here, in the fertile Liguanea Plain, on the edge of which Kingston is built, the vegetation is of a far different character, grass cricket, football and polo grounds and a golf course of sorts being in evidence.


Hockey was also played on the parade ground, and sometimes produced wonderful unrehearsed acrobatic displays, due to players tripping over the concrete pitch when going “full out”. No less a person than the Commanding Officer performed a complete somersault whilst playing for the Officers and Sergeants versus The Rest.


(To be continued).





“The Cooks”.

By Q. M. Stores




There is one spot in the camp which must be mentioned in the Magazine; it is one seldom out of the thoughts of the men (or inner men) and then propably only during that blissfully unconscious state known as “sleep”. This is a long thin building on the south side of the camp — known as the galley. The thiness however, should not be connected with the allegation of many, who claim it is not the only thing in this particular state. Inside are fourteen snowy white figures, all a-bustle under the direction of the Chef, affectionately known as “Ben!”


From early morn until dewy eve glimpses of this merry party can be caught through the steam, and their voices now raised in song, now in “gentle rebuke”, come forth in sonorous tones. Three times a day the bugler bids us attend. Then follows a shout and a stampede in the huts to the lower doors, and a neat if noisy queue files through the galley door, banging tins to demonstrate their emptiness. In a few moments the owners emerge, bearing steaming viands, and rush away to their messes, to be received with acclamation, — or otherwise. If there is any truth in the saying that the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach, then there is no boubt that the gallant cooks are our best friends.


If the truth were known, they must hold some funny views on the subject of insomnia in the camp, for although they make it their duty to be up and doing early in the morning, they are often forestalled by those people, who seem to rise in the dead of night in order to secure a front “pitch” in the “scram” line for their dixies.


Although our cooks devote so much time to the welfare of the troops in general, (a depressing job) they have still enough energy left to tame such ferocious animals as dogs, cats, chickens, pidgeons etc., which may be seen on request. Their artistic temperament is shown in the “tiddly” garden laid out in front of their sleeping abode.


Although the latter is quite a sanctum, a glance through the curtained French windows reveals their thoroughness and neatness!


These then, are the cooks, whose regularity and culinary art conduces in no small measure to our general welfare. We are all agreed that their efforts earn our great and lasting appreciation.





Association Football.




During the past month there have been played without doubt, the most important “soccer” matches since our arrival in Holland. These were the Easter Championship matches.


A silver cup was offered by Heer, J. E. Scholten, a well known Groningen gentleman, for competition between five Dutch teams and the Brigade XI. (It will be remembered that J. E. Scholten, gave two sets of medals for Brigade football, during our stay in the Kazerne, the Hawke A Co., Xl winning the silver set and the Benbow C Co., XI the bronxe set.)


On Easter Sunday, April 4th., Vitesse, (Arnhem) met our team on the “Be Quick” ground. A most exciting game followed and both sides showed very good and similar style, due perhaps to the fact that jack Sutcliffe, the well known English International, is the trainer of Vitesse and doubtless he has coached his team on English lines.


The game was very fast throughout, Bagshaw scoring the only goal, thereby making the Brigade the winners by 1 goal to nil.


The second match was played between “Forward” (Groningen) and “Be Quick” (Zutphen), the former winning by 2 goals to 1.


In the last game of the day “Be Quick” (Groningen) met “Go Ahead” (Deventer); the latter, however, were quite out classed and lost by 8 goals to 2.


The semi-finals were played on Easter Monday on the “Forward” ground, the opening game being played between “Forward” (Groningen) and the Brigade Xl.


From the commencement our team showed superior form, Short, after a few minutes play, heading a clever goal and Rawlins, after smart dribbling, adding another in the second half. The final result was Brigade 2 “Forward”.


“Be Quick” (Groningen) then played the Brigade second Xl, as a bye, and afterwards met our first eleven in the final. In this game Rawlins scored the first goal and Bagshaw the second. The half time result being 2 - nil in our favour. On resuming play Rawlins put in the third goal and after clever dribbling by the same player Bagshaw scored a fourth. No further score was made, the Brigade thus winning the Cup by 4 goals to nil.


Throughout the games our backs and half backs played splendidly, and although the shooting of the forwards was at times weak, the team as a whole, worked together in first class style.


The presentation of the Cup was made by the Commandant, Kolonel de Josselin de Jong, and both he and the Commodore were loudly cheered by the crowd.




About 1000 of the Brigade attended the matches each day. The League Championship arranged in the Camp has made rapid strides, and the final results will soon be known.


Thanks are due to Petty Officer Little, for the trouble he has taken in arranging the football outfits for the various teams, and also the general management of football in the camp.






Cricket.


The Summer Sport has made its welcome appearance and already trial matches have been played to test the skill and harden the hands of would-be cricketers. A committee has been formed, fixtures are being arranged, and before our next issue — when more will be said of the “Sport of Kings”, — the game will be in full swing.


Heer Menno S. Kalma, a local gentleman who has in the past given us every assistance in football, has extended his kindness and will help us in obtaining facilities for cricket. He has already procured the use of a ground and promises further support. It will interest us all to know that Heer Kalma is to be married on the 26th. of May and we feel that we cannot let this opportunity pass, without sending him our thanks for his freely given help and our sincerest wishes for a long and happy married life.






R. N. B. A. C.


The past month has been one of great interest and general activity to both members and non-members of the Athletic Club. The dominant features were a relay, and an inter-battalion 3 mile race, both of which were well supported and great interest. The continuous dry weather enabled the committee to organize the relay race, thus developing the “flat” side of the programme. Two members in each team ran 440 yards, one 880 yards and the captains of the teams a mile, the different distances affording opportunities for sprinters and distance men alike. The entries exceeded 100 and this alone gives some idea of the keeness of the members, bearing in mind the fact that at that time only 160 names were on the books.


The inter-battalion four-lap race was almost a repetition of the same event in last month’s programme; the position of the battalions being unchanged viz., 1. Collingwood, 2. Hawke, and 3. Benbow. At the beginning of next month the club will hold a Brigade sports meeting open to both members and non-members. A Dutch team has been invited to compete in a relay race, as well as in the Tug of War; an 880 yards scratch race has also been thrown open to visitors. The Dutch officials have approved of the club and we thank them for their support. Taking all things into consideration our prospects leave little to be desired.


J. Morton, Hon. Sec.


 Editorial Note. We congratulate “The Harriers” on their monthly periodical, which is exceedingly well produced.





A Day in the Sick Bay.

By the Chief Steward.




The Sick Bay, is, as defaulters know, situated under the wall on the south west side of the camp. It is a light and airy building, well ventilated, containing sixteen commodious beds and occupied by cases varying from headaches to broken legs.


We will start our day in tile Sick Bay, in the usual Gilbertian way by commencing at midnight, when the steward whose turn it is to take the only long watch of eight hours makes his appearance in the ward. By the time he has written private letters to his best girls and picked out the winner, it is nearly five o’clock, when the patients have to be awakened for hot coffee and biscuits. Often however it is earlier, when a young fairhaired steward will persist in raking clinkers out of the stoves and upsetting tables in the vicinity of a nervous patient.


At six o’clock hot water is provided for washing purposes. After ablutions the poor patients are allowed to lie in peace until seven-thirty; at which time they find breakfast ready. Eggs and white bread are supplied for those who need extra delicacies. Needless to say a great many lay claim to these extras. During the time the gourmets are satisfying their inner man, the Doctor has arrived to attend [To be said quickly. ED.] sick Dutch soldiers. He then attends to the halt, maimed and malingerers, who have been called out of their beds — in which they have breakfasted sumptuously — by the sick bugle call. Powders of all kinds are given for divers complaints, from a sprained ankle to a certain disease known as “A pain in the back, Sir!” Next we have the hustlers by name but not by nature, who beg for a permanent excuse from route marching, because exercise makes them go “all of a tremble”. The excuse may or may not be granted by the doctor; if it is, one may perhaps see the excused one, half an hour later, playing a very strenuous game of football, or perhaps working much harder than he would while on a route march.


At ten thirty the dentist arrives, and is kept busy pulling troublesome molars and stopping and filling teeth. During the course of the morning the civilian doctor pays his visit to the patients who have been so badly treated at five o’clock in the morning. He also sees further cases that have been referred back for examination. After the doctor’s departure dinner is welcomed by the sick and staff, the latter having put in a hard mornings work. Besides the usual bill of fare served from the general galley, port wine, eggs, milk, white bread and rice puddings are added to the menu. Punctually at two o’clock we again see the dentist arrive and enter the murder chamber, which will be found at the south end of the ward. At four o’clock he departs for the day, after having fixed his attentions on several persons’ “dents’ and sent them away with a little more-in their teeth than when they entered the lethal chamber (alias “Green room” of the Operatic Society).


The wife of the Commandant visits us several times a week and very kindly brings with her, flowers to brighten the ward, and also fruit and cakes for the patients.


Tea is served out at 4.30, jam or marmalade is supplied for all, with eggs for the delicate ones, During the evening a excellent gramophone plays a varied selection of music. At 7.30 cocoa and biscuits are given out, and at nine o’clock the lights in the ward are put out and patents “pipe down” for their night’s rest. So ends our day.






R. N. D. Tennis Club.


After numerous difficulties have been surmounted (despite adverse criticism) the courts are now practically completed, and by the time this appears in print, we hope play will have commenced. Everything tends to show that we shall have much faster and better tennis than is obtained on the average grass court in England. We trust the standard of play will soon reach the same height of efficiency as that of other games played here.


D. A. Poland, Hon. Sec.






1st. R. N. Brigade
Chess Club.


Since the publication of last month’s issue of this magazine, long warm evenings have set in, with the result that Chess gradually declined in favour, and died a natural death through attempting a Smoking Concert on May 1st.


In our return match with the Staunton Chess Club, we were entertained by them in their Club Room in the “Harmonie”, and again went under to the extent of 12 points to 10.


Our thanks are due to the Commandant and Kapitein van Baerle for granting us special leave in which to accept the invitation, and also to the Staunton Chess Club for the trouble they went to in arranging fixtures.


A notable feature of the winding up of our season was the appearance of our Fixture Cards. Such I am sure will prove a treasured momento of our stay here; the dark blue design of a sailor standing on a chess board, surmounted by a “Knight” in gold, being most neat and appropriate.


We hope that before the issue of this magazine, we shall have the pleasure of electing two more life members, but at present we do not know whether they have fulfilled the conditions laid down by the committee.


In conclusion, I should like to thank the various officials of the Battalion teams, and also the members for their support during the past season.


Townley Johnson, Hon Sec.





Entertainments.




The Entertainment Committee has again provided some very enjoyable evenings during the past month. Of these, the following require special comment; the second performance of the “Follies” with an entirely new programme; a concert by the “Gruno” Male Choir; a dancing and gymnasic display by the Ladies Gymnastic Club of Groningen; the Commodore’s lecture on “Our part in the Antwerp Expedition”, and “Trial by Jury” by the Gilbert and Sullivan Operatic Society.


The “Follies” gave a splendid show, of which the most popular items were “Shrapnel!!!” the Airship Scene, and the sketch “The Village Fire Brigade”. The sketch was well carried out, and like “Good-bye . . . e”, “Don’t dash abaht ‘Arris” has now become, one of the regular expressions of the camp. As the “Follies” are most probably going on tour to The Hague, we have not given them an article in this issue, but in our next, we hope to have an account of their tour by “Manager” Penley, as well as an article on their final performance for the season in the Recreation Hall.


The Commodore’s lecture on the Antwerp Expedition was intensely interesting, especially as many of the movements which seemed so useless, were fully explained. This lecture was a masterpiece of clearness, and could be understood by everybody who attended.


Bishop Bury has paid us another visit, delivering two lectures, one on the “Panama Canal” and the other on “My Life in Russia”. At our first lecture we were honoured by the Commandant, Kolonel de Josselin de Jong, taking the Chair, and at the latter, the Commodore. The lectures of the Bishop were highly appreciated, and he fully showed the good work done by Christianity and Science. The Bishop has a wonderful personality which attracted a large crowd both to his lectures and services.


The Orchestra again worked hard in providing music for the dances, accompanying the “Follies” and the Operatic Society, and also giving assistance at some of the concerts by providing items for the programme. As we are hoping to have a band stand or stage in the open were the “Follies” are to give al-fresco concerts, we also hope to have both the orchestra and the brass band playing out of doors, and as a special treat we might have a massed band. Captain Fryer, R. G. A., is President of the Orchestra and has also taken over the arduous duties of conductor. As there was not sufficient space in our last number to include a list of entertainments up to date, a diary of events up to the end of April will be found at the end of this article.






Diary of Entertainments.


Jan.


27 “Travels in New Guinea’, by Prof. Hubrecht.

28 “Central America”, by Bishop Bury.

29 Grand Opening Concert. Arranged by Petty Officer Harrison.

30 “Russia and Siberia”, by Bishop Bury.


Feb.


5 Vocal Recital by Sergt. and Mrs. Clinge-Doorenbos.

11 “Whitby”, by the Rev, H. H. Coryton.

13 Fancy Dress Dance.

18 “The Follies”. Presented by Fred. Penley.

22 “Ireland with its humor and pathos”, by Rev. T. Irwin Brown.

23 “The Follies”. Presented by Fred. Penley.

26 “The Follies”. Presented by Fred. Penley.


Mar.


1 Grand Special Concert. Arranged by Petty Officer Harrison.

18 Boxing Display arranged by Petty Officer Yetton,

19 Vocal and Orchestral Concert by the Delfzil Mobilisation band. Vocalist, Mlle. Jeanne Palm.

22 “Bonnie Scotland with its Heroism and Humours”, by the Rev. T. Irwin Brown.

24 “Industries of America”, by Mr. A. A. Pfaustichl.

25 “The Cities of America”, by Mr. A. A. Pfaustichl.

29 “South Africa”, by “A Constant Visitor There”.


April


5 Concert, assisted by the Ladies Gymnastic Club of Groningen.

6 “The Follies”. Presented by Fred. Penley.

12 “The Follies”. Presented by Fred. Penley.

14 Concert by the “Gruno Male Choir”.

15 “Panama Canal” by Bishop Bury. Chairman, Kolonel de Josselin de Jong.

16 Grand Concert. Chairman, the Commodore.

17 “Life in Russia” by Bishop Bury. Chairman, the Commodore.

21 “Our part in the Antwerp Expedition”, by the Commodore.

22 “Our part in the Antwerp Expedition”, by the Commodore.

23 “Trial by Jury”, by the Operatic Society, preceded by a concert.

27 “Trial by Jury”, by the Operatic Society, preceded by a concert.

28 Monuments of Ancient Babylon, by the Rev. Scholte.





Trial by Jury.

By our Dramatic Critic




The Operatic Society gave their first performance on April 23rd., when they produced the Comic Opera “Trial by Jury” (Gilbert & Sullivan). The difficulties of an Operatic Society in this camp are tremendous and therefore the rendering given by them was most creditable. The whole performance was full of go and mirth, and the audience who were quickly affected by the humour of the Opera, thoroughly enjoyed the evening. The arrangement of the stage was excellent, and the make up of the Company on the whole good.


The principle parts were well acted. Seaman Stevens as the “Judge”, was excellent in every way, his singing and acting being well above the usual standard. The part of the “Usher’ was filled with every success by Seaman Muffins, and although perhaps he was inclined to overact he kept the performance going from start to finish. Seaman Slater as the “Defendant” was quite good, but at times his singing was indistinct and his actions lacked variety. The ladies were “passable”; one of them had fair hair and dark eyebrows! The chorus acted very well but their “getup” was overdone, and their singing required a great deal more moderation, due attention not being paid to expression. The other members who had parts to sing were absolutely inaudible, and one or two of them were like “Jack in the Boxes”. Seaman Morton as an old farmer, was the pick of the Jury, his make up and acting being really splendid.


Much ingenuity was shown in the scenery and the placing of the stage. Petty Officer Brown and Seaman Ward who arranged the Opera are to be congratuled on the performance. Sergeant Harwood, R.M.L.I. also gave most valuable assistance and advice. The Operatic Society must be thanked for providing us with one of the best entertainments we have had in this camp.


The musical arrangements were well carried out under the Conductorship of Leading Seaman Langmaid, supported by the Orchestra.






The Gymnasium.


The gymnasium classes are now in full swing and the congratulations the Commodore extended to the special class when he inspected it, is good evidence of the rapid strides that have been made.


Further apparatus has been provided, and we can now boast of an almost fully equipped gymnasium.


A new departure will shortly take place when P. O. Shute hopes to devote Saturday evenings to instruction in the art of self defence — Ju-Jitsu style. Six men will be admitted to each class and the classes will be held in rotation.


The skittle alley is now open and many men take advantage to keep in touch with this old English game.


Our best thanks are due to friends in Amsterdam who have provided the horizontal bar, mats, gymnasium shoes, skittles and balls.





The Unfinished Poem.




Some half an hour or so ago,

Whilst I was sitting down to tea,

The Editor came rushing up

And hurriedly enquired for me.


I rose, and made a charming bow.

Then in a tone most wond’rous sweet,

Requested him to tell me how

I could his worried looks delete.


He breathed a sigh of great relief,

And looked as pleased as pleased could be,

Then bending low, without a word,

He quickly drank my mug of tea.


I murmured not, but sweetly smiled

And asked him if he’d like some cake,

‘No! No!” he gasped; “but write me quick

A poem short for goodness sake!“


“But why this hurry” 1 enquired,

“Pray tell me for I’d like to know”.

“You’ve half an hour”, he said

“Before the proof must outside go”.


I straightway sat me down to thinks,

But only this far had I got,

When back he came and shouted, “Time’’!

Then rushed off with the blessed lot!


C. B.






The Brass Band.


A number of Dutch sympathisers have presented the Brigade with sufficient instruments to form a Brass Band, and the thanks of the Brigade are due to the donors.


The bandsmen have made tremendous strides, and we congratulate Seaman Bagshaw (the conductor) and the other members on the way they play; we are looking forward to their public performances in the near future.


Captain Fryer, R.G.A. has accepted the Presidency. Great improvement has been shown since he has attended their practices and we thank him for the trouble he has taken.


Grunts, groans, bangs and blasts! emerging from the gymnasium, were the first signs to be heard of the band, but soon music came forth and now a large crowd stand outside the gymnasium while the band is practising, as the music is really worth listening to.


Petty Officer Cooke is in charge; to whom all applications should be made if the band is required for private dances or dinner parties.






General Sports Committee.


This Committee has been formed to further the general welfare of outdoor sports in the Camp. We have as joint presidents: Commodore W. Henderson and Kolonel Josselin de Jong, and as vice presidents, the Chaplains, Kapitein E. W. van Baerle, Kapitein J. W. Jude Belon, Luit. Ypelaar, Lieut. Macartney, R. N. Flight Lieut. D. C. Murray, R. N. and Heer Kalma of Groningen.


The following have been appointed as working committee: Chairman, Flight Lieut. Murray, Hon. Treasurer, Rev. H. H. Coryton. Hon. Secretary, Rev. G. T. Waldegrave. Members of Committee for Association Football, Petty Officer Little and Seaman Cooper. Rugby Football, Leading Seaman Hall and Seaman Williams. Athletics, Seaman Ashenden and Seaman Morton. Tennis, Petty Officer James and Seaman Nash. Cricket, Petty Officer Wakes and Seaman Maywood, and two representatives from the committee of any Brigade club which may he organised for outdoor sports. The above committee has been elected by the various representatives of the Brigade who are themselves delegates from the Battalion sub-committees.


G. T. Waldegrave, Hon. Secretary.






Business!


Owing to a misunderstanding, the acquisition of the duplicator and typewriter, used for producing the “Camp News” was incorrectly stated in our last issue. Through the kindly interest of J. M. Prillevitz, Esq., H. B. M. Consul of Groningen, we were generously presented with a duplicator by Messrs. Hartelust of Leeuwarden. Our type writer was not loaned, but kindly given by the Consul for use during the period of our internment; after which it is to be handed over to the Sailors Home and Institute at Rotterdam. For this gift, which has been of great assistance to the Magazine and “Camp News”, our appreciation is due to the Consul. Another most useful addition has been made through the generosity of the Remington Typewriter Company in loaning us one of their duplicators, which expediates the production of the “Camp News”.


I am pleased to say that the circulation of last month’s issue enabled us to clear all expenses of the Magazine and News, and through donations and subscriptions generously forwarded by many friends in England and Holland, we have now a working balance in hand. Our grateful acknowledgements are especially due to Miss M. Humphrey, of Gloucester Road, London S.W. and Mrs. M. C. Hussey, wife of the ex-mayor of Deal, who have induced many friends to interest themselves in our Magazine; also to J. H. Hunter, Esq., of New Southgate, London N., F. W. Wichs, Esq., of Winchester House London, E. C., and W. Stowell, Ltd., Coal Exporters of Newcastle-on-Tyne, who have generously forwarded subscriptions of half a guinea each.


Owing to the efforts made by the Canteen Staffs, our circulation was ably assisted and copies were brought to everyone’s notice. Two members of the staff over whelmed by the success of our first issue have left for England where they intend to act as agents for the magazine.


J. E. F.
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Editorial.


As month succeeds month,
and each in its turn fades into memory, we are reminded by the passing of a
point of time, of the circumstances affecting the duration of our stay in
Holland.


This month sees the First
anniversary of the European crisis which led to the present Armageddon; the
flight of time has been almost too rapid for us to keep pace with it.


We plod through the
months hoping and waiting — like Mr. McCawber — for something to “turn up”. We
cannot portend — we gave up speculation long ago — when and what that “something”
will be, but live in hopes that its arrival will be a speedy one.


Since the publication of
the Commodore’s appeal on behalf of our comrades at Döberitz — which appeared
in our last issue — we are pleased to learn that the amount of bread despatched
to Germany each week has been increased from 300 lbs. to 1200 lbs., and that a
still further increase is shortly anticipated.


The Commodore’s article
has been re-printed in leaflet form and copies can be obtained gratis on application
to the Press Bureau. We especially wish to call your attention to a letter,
appearing in this issue, from C. V. Slater Esq., London S.E. which will, we
feel sure, be particularly interesting to everyone in the Camp. The extracts,
taken from letters received from one of the Hawke Battalion, who is at present
a prisoner of war in Germany, give us a slight insight into the life led by our
men there.


Another letter which it
gives us great pleasure to publish, is from our late Commandant, Col. de Josselin
de Jong, and we can assure him that, while thanking him for and reciprocating
his good wishes, we do not and shall not forget the many concessions he so
kindly extended to us.


As will be seen in the
present Presbyterian and Nonconformist notes, the Rev. Dr. Bleeker is hoping to
obtain permission to act as Spiritual Adviser to the Scottish men at Döberitz
and that all the formalities will be completed to enable him to leave for
Germany at the end of this month. Dr. Bleeker has offered to take messages from
the Camp to friends there, and those who would like to avail themselves of this
kind offer should see him, and he will do all that he can to assist.


The new Commandant. Major E. H. van Baerle who took office on June 19th, is by no means a stranger to us. As Captain he has been with us from the very outset, and although we have always found him a strict disciplinarian, we yet look forward with every confidence to seeing him perfect the work so ably begun by his predecessor.


From the many clever designs submitted for the “Cover Competition”, the one drawn by Seaman C. Oakes, of the Collingwood Battalion, has been selected as the winner of the prize presented by J. M. Prillevitz Esq.


We are pleased to be able to announce that our late Sports Editor, Seaman S. Flowitt, has obtained his commission and shortly expects to be gazetted to the R.N.D. That we have every confidence in his ability to justify the honour conferred upon him, we have no hesitation in saying, and in wishing hum the best of luck, we feel sure we are only voicing the sentiments of ail who know him.






Presbyterian and Nonconformist Notes.


The Rev. W. Thomson B.D. of Amsterdam, returned to Groningen at the beginning of July, and conducted the services in the Walloon Church on the 4th. and the 11th. Arrangements were made to celebrate the Sacrament of the Lord’s Supper on the latter date, Mr. F. H. Peterson coming from Amsterdam to assist. The service on July 18th. will probably be taken by the Rev. D. McDougall M.A. of Ness Free Church, Lewis, Scotland, while the Rev. J. Irwin Brown hopes to be here again for the 25th and August 1st.


Services in Gaelic have been conducted in the barracks twice every Sunday since July 4th by Mr. McDougall, who has come from Scotland to attend to the interests of the Gaelic men. We regret that Mr. John McLeary, who formerly led the Gaelic services, has been laid aside by illness, but we hope that he will soon be about again.


Besides conducting the Gaelic meetings held in the Camp on three evenings a week, Mr. McDougall has a Gaelic Psalmody class, a Navigation class for the Gaelic men, and a Hebrew class.


At the request of the Committee of the Church of Scotland of Army and Navy Chaplains, the Rev. Thomson approached the Rev. Bleeker, Professor of Old Testament Exegesis at Groningen University to supply spiritual ministrations to the Scottish prisoners in Germany — the German Government having refused to grant permission to a minister from Scotland to visit the prisoners. Dr. Bleeker, who studied under Flint and Davidson, has kindly consented, and application has been made through Sir Edward Grey for the necessary permission, which is now being anxiously awaited.


D. McD.





Buzzes!!




First we heard the buzz about our getting extra pay,

Six Gliders each! — ‘least so ‘twas said, we’re waiting for the day.

Then we heard about the “Zeps” a-sailing o’er the huts,

But though we searched around we found, no bombs among the ruts.

And then we were, on reaching home, three medals each to get.

It may be so, you never know, we haven’t reached home yet.

And then we heard, upon my word, about a canteen WET,

Perhaps its right — I looked last night — it hasn’t come as yet.

Then came a rider sweating hard, a-rushing through the gate,

Stand by to leave! was then the cry, and still we stand and wait.

And then there was the Summer leave, a fortnight each <you know>

I hope ‘tis true, I wonder who, will be the first to go.

And then there came the final buzz to cheer us in our sorrow:

Pack up your kit, look smart and fit, we’re going home to-morrow.




Oh dear! the buzzes we have heard!

They take the biscuit really,

But here is one that takes the bun,

I’ll tell it you sincerely.

The biggest buzz we e’er shall hear,

Is when the Summer comes <I fear>,

And all the bees and little flies

Find out just where the rubbish lies!


C. B.
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To the Editor of the Camp Magazine.




Sir,


Having read the interesting account in your June number, of the Bread Fund for the men of the Royal Naval Division at Doberitz, perhaps some gleanings (neccessarily meagre) from letters and post-cards sent home by a London R.N.V.R. of the “Hawke Battalion” taken prisoner at Antwerp, might be of interest to your readers. The letters are to his mother, and notwithstanding the hardships the men must be under-going, there is a cheerful strain running throughout the correspondence, and an entire absence of complaint; most of them commencing “Here we are again, merry and bright”. For some time they were not allowed to write at all, but in February we learn that by a new regulation “prisoners may write two letters and four post-cards a month”. Only post-cards, however, may be received by them — letters being destroyed. The paper they use is supplied by the authorities, one sheet of double note paper, court size, with watered lines. Only the lines may be written upon and one side of the paper, and the censor does his work thoroughly with a pair of scissors. In one letter he left the words “treat us very well here” but who can say what he deleted?


With regard to the life in the Camp we learn in January that:


“Döberitz is a very healthy place — among the pine forests — but tile sand is awful and wears out our boots terribly. Our tents are quite comfortable and we sleep on straw matresses: I have three blankets. We get a hot shower bath about once a week and it is grand. It enables us to keep much freer from all the friends who live in our shirts.”


We get some glimpses of the recreative side of their life in the following: “Today is Easter Sunday. We had a concert on Friday and there is another to-morrow”.


“We have an orchestra of about fourteen instruments”.


“One way and another we try to make the best of a bad job. Sometimes we play bridge and sometimes rounders”.


“We had a game of cricket last week with a piece of wood and a tennis ball, and although we had to play on sand, we got some amusement out of it”.


Matters have improved somewhat since then, for the last letter home speaks of a cricket match, Navy v. Army.


Parcels although taking about three weeks, seem to be reaching them pretty regularly.


In April we learn:


“I have had five parcels this week and with all the things you send “Little Mary” keeps quite well”.


In May:


“We are all getting a ‘Comforts’ Fund” parcel every fortnight containing biscuits, cheese, etc. I also received a parcel of clothes from the Fund”.


With regard to the bread, the requests for that, or hard unsweetened biscuits are not infrequent.


“I expect you think I do nothing but write for “stuff” but you may be sure I do not ask for what I do not want.”


“The bread was beautifully fresh.”


“The outside of the bread was mouldy, but after cutting that part off it was quite good and we enjoyed it.”


The necessity however of sending bread in the way described by Commodore Henderson is apparent when we come across the following:


“Do not send any more bread as it requires the barber when it arrives.”


There was a red letter day in the camp in December, for to one letter this P.S. was added:


“Just had an extra meal, some of to-day’s dinner being left over.”


Prisoners at Döberitz have been employed on agricultural work three or four days a week. At present some of them are engaged on pick and shovel work at road making and on the surface at the pits of the Seuftenberg Coal Fields near Hallé. Apparently this does not overtax their strength, for we are told that it is healthy and interesting work, although they have no choice in the matter.


A general review of these letters leaves one with the impression that the men are not harshly treated, and are in good health, but it is also quite clear that the parcels from home are eagerly looked forward to and are indeed a necessity. To those prisoners who have friends at home, able to send them what they require, the lack of food is not a great hardship, but to their less fortunate shipmates, such a Fund as the Döberitz Bread Fund must be a great boon, and will I trust meet with every success. Should these few extracts arouse further interest and obtain assistance for the Fund, they will not have been written in vain.


Norwood, London S.E.


C. V. Slater.




Sir Henry Freeman at
Groningen.




There can be no doubt that of all the great events that have recently taken place in our Camp life, the visit paid us by Sir Henry Freeman takes its place among the most important.


He had himself expressed a decided wish that his identity should be kept hidden. Unfortunately however it was necessary that certain people should know of the coming visit and the quite needless whisperings of a hitherto unknown but much suspected “White Rat” gave away the secret. The day dawned brilliantly, as was meet for such an auspicious occasion, and Sir Henry entered the gates, signing his name and receiving his number at 10.45 prompt.


Within he found drawn up a Guard of Honour of Lonely Sailors armed with H. F. Brand cigars. The authorities had intended to conduct our guest round the Camp, inspecting each building in due order, but as an important cricket match was about to begin, Sir Henry was asked to set the ball rolling. Accordingly he advanced to the crease armed with a racquet and kicked the sphere violently into the net, thereby scoring two tries, and a wide; resulting score “vantage out’.


Sir Henry then proceeded round the Camp followed by a crowd of untiring attendants, the Free-Library, — Post Office, — Clubroom, — Theatre, — Dining and — Bedrooms, — Hospital and — Home of Rest, being inspected in due course. He expressed great delight that the “Home of Rest” was so well patronised, but regretted that as yet no one had thanked him for his most generous gift of many miles of wire which he had had erected with the idea of stimulating thought and enlivening our surroundings. He also hoped that our fine new street lamps would meet with approval. Before our genial friend finally took his departure, the troops were drawn up, and Sir Henry assured them that he would stick by them to the end and presented each man with a packet of “Garden of Eden” cigarettes. He also asked if anything else could be done to further the spirit of content so prevalent in the Camp. The “Camp Grousers” Society suggested a gift of £5 per man and mouth organs and tin whistles to the “Nuts’ Brigade” Choral Society (performances nightly behind the Post-Office) as a measure to further that end. “Money in the pocket!“ was the witty rejoinder. “Well, I’ll give you money on the collar!” and he thrust a sixty gulden note down the spokesman’s neck.


This brilliant joke so took away the breath of those who heard it that before anyone had the chance to thank him; Hoopla! he was gone.


G. T. W.





A Day in the Post-Office.

By one of the Staff.




Having been harassed for some little time by the very energetic Staff of our Camp Magazine, we at length snatch a few moments from our multifarious duties to comply with their demands by giving an account of a day’s work in the Camp Post-Office.


A short retrospect would not perhaps be out of place, as this will show the growth of our department since its inception. Our initial premises consisted of a corner in Sergeant Blitz’s bedroom in the Kazerne. There, one of our number dealt with Money Orders, Registered Letters, Telegrams and Incoming Parcels; the incoming letter-mails were dealt with by the Marine Sergeants in a room on the ground-floor.


Parcels arrived in ever-increasing numbers, and one night Sergeant Blitz, finding some difficulty in negotiating a mountain of parcels to reach his bed, decided that an extension of both premises and staff would be advisable. A room was taken downstairs, and the Parcel-Office instituted.


Although confined to the Kazerne, ways of spending money were soon discovered, and although “it wasn’t a lot, was it?”, yards of flabby brown cake, packets of “Happy Sailor”, and sticky buns made large holes in the nimble guilder, and many began to supplement their resources from home. Money Orders and registered letters increased, and another hand was added to the Staff.


The Post Office in the town now began to feel the extra work caused by the increase of our mails to England, and the authorities suggested that the letters should be sorted and stamped at our own Office. This was done, and two more were added to the Staff. A further extension of premises was found necessary, and another room was taken on the ground-floor.


When Timbertown was built, the Post-Office was moved to its present quarters, which were found to be much more roomy and convenient than the old. Here is transacted the business of the day which we will try to describe.


The Office opens at 9 o’clock, and our first customer usually arrives about 7.30. He is gently but firmly reminded that about 2000 letters have to be sorted, stamped, tied up and despatched by 9 o’clock. After the mail has been dealt with, the books of the Money Order and Exchange Departments and, of the Timbertown Bank are balanced, the moneys counted and checked; parcels are received and Money Orders cashed. These and other duties keep us busy till “Cooks” sounds off. It has long been a source of wonder to us that there are not more cases of appendicitis in the Sick Bay, for hardly have we sat down to “gather up a few crumbs” ourselves, than some one, with a digestion to say the least of it enviable, arrives with a parcel, or requests a registered letter.


In the afternoon the mails arrive. These are promptly sorted and delivered. Cheques, postal orders and bank-notes are now exchanged. An average of £40 or £50 in English money is changed into Dutch daily. (This is not a pun on a certain famous comedian. Ed.).


These and various other duties, such as telegrams, the sale of stamps, refuting buzzes alleged to “come from the Post-Office”, and rescuing letters that should not have been posted, make up “A day in the Post Office”; but although we open at 9 and close at 4 our work is like that of the proverbial housewife — never finished.


Before concluding, we should like to add a word of praise for our energetic “Chief”, Sergeant Kessener who has done much to organise and facilitate the work here, always with a view to the best interests and the convenience of the Camp.





Parcels Department.




The Special Dutyman is never free from “those little things that come to try us”, and as every other institution has aired its grievances in our Magazine, a brief account of the trials and tribulations to which we are subjected may not be out of place.


In the lint instance a certain amount of explanation is necessary I think, to wipe out the unpleasant impression occasionally created by the sarcasm with which we greet the unsystematic applicant.


Our working hours are from 6 a.m., to 6.30 p.m. with sundry half holidays and slack periods which depend on the regularity of the arrival of the mails. The parcels averaging over 300 a day usually arrive about 2 p.m. and then the trouble begins. These have to be sorted, stacked and issued with as little delay as possible.


To avoid the oft’ repeated question “When will our parcels be given out?” a notice board giving all information as to the distribution has been hung up in the office window.


Notwithstanding the 1½ inch block letters on the board, stating that parcels cannot be issued other than at the stated times, we are still worried long after business hours by all kinds of enquiries. Small wonder then, that we often have to inform the enquirer to.... “please call again”, sending him away full of wrath at everything in general and the parcels department in particular.


It often happens that one of the many McKays in the Camp will knock and say “D’ye ken if there’s a parcel for McKie dinoo, fra Billydenbenlijloch?” (it is rather difficult to write the accent). Then ensues ten minutes interrogation; “What’s your initials, your official number, your rating?” and then perhaps we finally discover that another McKay has already taken the parcel away. Such interruptions although perhaps sometimes necessary, are not conducive to a cheerful frame of mind, especially coming when we are engaged in our numerous hobbies. We have been told that patience is a virtue, but we often wish we had one virtue the less.


It does not improve one’s feelings, to find on opening a mail bag that the topmost parcel has been smashed beyond recognition, and that “Sissie’s ‘made by myself, dear’” jam, has oozed out and permeated the whole bag. Complaints are frequent re lost packages of sugar, but we disclaim any responsibility. Traces of the elusive crystals may be found on the deck, and although we thank the anonymous donors for a highly efficient but not always desirable gum, we beg to assure all future claimants that if they care to bring a vacuum cleaner with them they can have it.


G. P.






Camp Mascot.


The Westminster Tobacco Co. Ltd., have kindly presented a bulldog named “Nigger” to the Brigade, and as soon as suitable accommodation can be prepared, he will take up his quarters in the Camp.


A site for the kennel has been selected near the N.E. corner of the tennis courts, and as Able Seamen South and Chambers, Benbow Battalion, have volunteered to take charge, we feel confident that Nigger will be in capable hands.


PEDIGREE OF BULLDOG “NIGGER”.


Born — 14th August 1911.

Breeder — Mr. E. Harman.
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Wins of “Nigger” — Three
Firsts and three Specials at Alexandra Park Show, London, April, 1913.





The late Commandant.




To: —

THE FIRST ROYAL NAVAL BRIGADE.


Having come back to my own home, and perceiving how often my thoughts go back to the Camp with its inhabitants, I feel a strong desire to say a few words to the interned men.


Let me tell you that, in general, my remembrances of the Camp life will always bring back the pleasantest recollections, and that while I tried to do as much as possible in the interests of the interned, it gives me great satisfaction to know that every one was convinced of this, and expressed it to me.


This gave me double pleasure, because I remember that every measure that was necessary to take, could not always be a pleasant one. Special circumstances of course bound me to consider my duty before everything else.


The kind proof of sympathy I received from all of you, will have a place of honour in my house, and will always bring hack to me the pleasantest recollections of the Royal Naval Brigade.


Fare you all well, and may the moment be not far off when Peace will bring you back to your own Country.


But in awaiting that precious moment, I cannot do better than express the wish that the inspiring words with which the Commodore closed his article in the first number of the Camp Magazine, will be perfectly taken to heart by all of you, and will afterwards give you the greatest joy and satisfaction.


These are the sincere wishes of your ex-Commandant,


Col. J. De Josselin De Jong.





Recreation at Port
Royal


By Capt. F. E. Fryer, R. G. A.


(Contd.)




On account of the hardness of the ground, Rugby failed to struggle past the experimental stage, but “soccer” was well supported, and inter-section matches were played as well as League Matches with other clubs. Squash Racquets, Handball and Stické were also indulged in, while the three tennis courts were in daily use. Dancing, which was conducted in a large sail loft, provided a most popular form of recreation and amusement, and a Dance Club that was formed held weekly meetings there.


Owing to sharks and whatnot (especially whatnot according to some authorities) bathing places were railed off with stakes and piles driven in close enough together to prevent the ingress of sharks (and of course, whatnot).


Garrison Concerts were
fairly frequent and usually held in the open air while private concerts in the
messes took place on special occasions such as: — arrival or departure of a draft,
Christmas week, etc.


A building known as “The
Old Naval Theatre” in Port Royal was in bad condition, but was sometimes used
for concerts and and dramatic efforts such as “The Beer”; a home-made topical
play on pantomime lines. The theatre in Kingston was destroyed by the
earthquake of 1907 and not rebuilt until 1912. The first performance at the new
theatre was the “Pirates of Penzance” in which members of the garrison took a
prominent part.


The sea fishing was quite
good and could be indulged in from boats or from the wharves. Not being an
enthusiast of that sport I am unable to give details, but I remember that the
fact that Tarpon inhabited the region was considered very important.


Two of us had an old 15
ton schooner, the C.O. a motor boat (2 cyl. Ferro), and the N.C.O.’s and men a
whaler, while a few of the men owned private dinghies. Before being allowed to
go in for boating, men had to be in possesion of swimming certificates.


Whilst I was there a man
who owned a dinghy made use of it as a means of attempting to desert. Selecting
a stormy evening he rowed off and camped among the Mangroves on the
Pallisadoes. Appearances pointed to his being out in his boat and unable to get
back, and lights were shown at the forts, and launches searched for several
hours without success.


Some days afterwards his
camp was found but he retired along the Pallisadoes on foot and gave himself up
or was arrested two or three days later.


Alligators were to be
found in the salt ponds near the entrance to Kingston Harbour, and one or two
were shot by members of the garrison while I was there.


Annual sports were held
after the grass recreation ground was finished, 1912 being the first year I
think. On that occasion the Royal Navy was represented in some of the events;
one of H.M. Ships (Æolus or Melpomene) being alongside at the time.


During the two hottest
months of the year the R.A. head-quarters moved up to Newcastle, which is 4000
feet above sea level, and it was arranged that nearly everyone had at least a
fortnight up there.


The general life, at
least as regards recreation, was in many ways similar to our life here, and to
most people far more attractive than that in Port Royal, by reason perhaps of
the cooler climate, the gymnasium, a fresh water swimming bath and above all
endless opportunities for walking exercise amid really magnificent scenery.





Entertainments.




The entertainments this month have been few but of great interest. The bandstand has been used whenever possible and has been much appreciated.


We have had two concerts from the Café Royal Orchestra and one from the Crescendo Concert Party. Members of the “The Follies” in conjunction with the orchestra gave us some items from their repertoire on one occasion.


The orchestra and the band have both ably provided music in the Camp, and their great improvement month by month is very noticeable. The former provide a concert once a week, and the latter accompany the Brigade on route marches and occasionally give a concert.


Last but not least, was the Gilbert and Sullivan Opera, “The Pirates of Penzance” presented by the Timbertown Operatic Society. This splendid entertainment was thoroughly enjoyed by those who attended the performances and the Society may rest assured that the Brigade appreciate the time and energy spent on it by the members. We hear that the Society will most probably give a performance of the “Pirates of Penzance” in the town during the autumn and we wish them a reception as cordial as that received in the Camp.


We welcome a new arrival in the Camp, namely the bag pipes, the delight of the Scotchmen, and we hope soon to hear them playing in more select quarters, and to a more appreciative audience than the potatoes, cabbages and water-taps.


We congratulate “The Follies” on the amount they have raised for various charities, the total being about £165.





The Timbertown Operatic
Society.

By our Dramatic Critic.




On July 6th the Operatic Society gave an excellent production of the “Pirates of Penzance”. The principal parts were well acted. Seaman Slater as Frederick, although a little stiff, was very good; his singing has greatly improved. The Pirate King was well taken by Seaman Mullins, but his voice was not quite suitable for the part. Seaman Stevens took the part of the Major General with every success, his acting and bearing portrayed that he had carefully studied the part, and the Sergeant of Police, Seaman Morris, also acted his part well. His rendering of the policemen’s song was especially good.


The part of Mabel was well taken by Miss C. Brugsma; she has a beautiful voice and her lower and top notes are both mellow and soft. The manner in which she sang “Poor Wandering One” was far above the standard generally shown by amateurs. Miss R. Suringa took the part of Ruth; her acting was especially good and her English was without a trace of foreign accent. It was a pity that her brilliant acting did not get more support. The chorus singing throughout was most praiseworthy, especially the combined choruses at the end of each act. The dialogues were delivered with plenty of expression and could be heard by everyone.


All the costumes were well carried out; those of the ladies being smart and pretty, while the make-up of the men, especially the Major General, was particularly good, but the ladies for the most part were not made up enough. Seaman Bulmer was responsible for the making up of the men and great credit is due to him.


The scenery was painted by Leading Seaman Ashton, who was ably assisted by Seaman Jeffkins. The ruined chapel scene was distinctly artistic, the lighting effects being really excellent. The dances at the beginning of the first act were hardly appropriate, and were not of the kind that one would expect “a bevy of beautiful maidens” to indulge in on a sea shore, but allowance must be made on account of the smallness of the stage.


The opera was produced under the direction of Sergeant Harwood, to whom a large amount of credit is due for the high standard of the performance. The orchestra, under the direction of Captain Fryer, R.G.A., played brilliantly throughout the evening and supported Leading Seaman Langmaid well, who conducted for the Operatic Society. We congratulate the Society on their splendid performance; the solos and duets were without exception well taken, and we must congratulate the ladies, without whose assistance the production would scarcely have been possible.


Miss Marthy Veenhuizen gave most valuable advice and assistance, and contributed in no small measure to the success of the rendering. We hear that the entire cost of the production was borne by three members and we heartily thank them.


Valuable assistance was again given by the electricians with marked effect






Cricket Club.


Favoured by fine weather, the Leagues have made good progress and some exciting matches have been seen. It took the men a little time to get accustomed to the matting and the inequalities of the outfield, but the fact that more than one century has been made shows how well they have adapted themselves to the conditions.


We print the League Table up to the week ending July 4th:


First League


  
    
      
        	
        	P
        	W
        	L
        	D
        	Runs
        	Pts
      


      
        	For
        	Ag.
      


      
        	Benbow A
        	4
        	4
        	0
        	0
        	463
        	299
        	8
      


      
        	Benbow B
        	5
        	4
        	1
        	0
        	442
        	338
        	8
      


      
        	Benbow D
        	5
        	3
        	2
        	0
        	581
        	400
        	6
      


      
        	Collingwood D
        	5
        	3
        	2
        	0
        	532
        	398
        	6
      


      
        	Hawke C
        	5
        	3
        	2
        	0
        	559
        	432
        	6
      


      
        	Collingwood B
        	6
        	2
        	4
        	0
        	627
        	574
        	4
      


      
        	Collingwood A
        	7
        	2
        	5
        	0
        	455
        	842
        	4
      


      
        	Hawke A
        	4
        	1
        	3
        	0
        	317
        	415
        	2
      


      
        	Hawke B
        	5
        	1
        	4
        	0
        	375
        	523
        	2
      

    
  


Second League


  
    
      
        	
        	P
        	W
        	L
        	D
        	Runs
        	Pts
      


      
        	For
        	Ag.
      


      
        	Collingwood D
        	5
        	5
        	0
        	0
        	617
        	203
        	10
      


      
        	Benbow B
        	5
        	3
        	2
        	0
        	400
        	251
        	6
      


      
        	Benbow A
        	5
        	3
        	2
        	0
        	402
        	363
        	6
      


      
        	Collingwood B
        	3
        	2
        	1
        	0
        	295
        	194
        	4
      


      
        	Marines & Engrs.
        	5
        	2
        	3
        	0
        	325
        	295
        	4
      


      
        	Hawke A
        	4
        	2
        	2
        	0
        	254
        	297
        	4
      


      
        	Hawke C
        	4
        	2
        	2
        	0
        	238
        	322
        	4
      


      
        	Collingwood A
        	3
        	1
        	2
        	0
        	143
        	253
        	2
      


      
        	Hawke B
        	4
        	1
        	3
        	0
        	184
        	631
        	2
      


      
        	Benbow D
        	4
        	0
        	4
        	0
        	246
        	311
        	0
      

    
  




The following are the leading First League averages:


Batting.


  
    
      
        	
        	Runs
        	Inns.
        	Not Out
        	Avg.
      


      
        	H. Pargeter (C)
        	127
        	4
        	1
        	42.3
      


      
        	N. Pearson (C)
        	186
        	6
        	1
        	37.2
      


      
        	C. H. Nash (B)
        	134
        	4
        	0
        	33.5
      


      
        	J. F. Hoskins (B)
        	116
        	5
        	1
        	29
      


      
        	L. G. Tooley (H)
        	115
        	5
        	1
        	28.9
      


      
        	F. N. Maywood (B)
        	137
        	5
        	0
        	27.4
      

    
  


 Bowling.


  
    
      
        	
        	Overs
        	Maid.
        	Runs
        	Wick.
        	Avg.
      


      
        	L. E. Angel (Benbow A)
        	25
        	2
        	69
        	17
        	4.1
      


      
        	J. W. Murray (Benbow D)
        	49
        	9
        	109
        	22
        	4.9
      


      
        	J. P. Atkinson (Coll. B)
        	25
        	1
        	55
        	11
        	5
      


      
        	G. Reader (Hawke C)
        	16
        	3
        	35
        	7
        	5
      


      
        	R. D. Fielder (Coll. D)
        	30
        	5
        	56
        	11
        	5.1
      


      
        	A. Houson (Hawke C)
        	32
        	9
        	79
        	14
        	5.6
      

    
  





Only one out-match has
been played to date, and that on June 6th v. Hilversum C.C. The result was a
brilliant win for the Brigade by eight wickets.


Scores:



  

    
      	Hilversum C.C.
      	
      	1st innings
      	
      	2nd innings
    


    
      	H. van Booven
      	
      	b. Houson
      	
      	4
      	
      	b. Murray
      	
      	1
    


    
      	J. Klingenspoor
      	
      	b. Houson
      	
      	3
      	
      	c. Ripley,
      	b. Angrave
      	6
    


    
      	G. Hamburger
      	
      	c. Pearson,
      	b. Murray
      	7
      	
      	b. Nash
      	
      	10
    


    
      	A. Keet
      	
      	b. Houson
      	
      	4
      	
      	b. Angrave
      	
      	24
    


    
      	L. Heemskerk
      	
      	b. Houson
      	
      	0
      	
      	b. Murray
      	
      	0
    


    
      	J. Schmeink
      	
      	st. Redfern,
      	b. Houson
      	4
      	
      	c. Houson,
      	b. Murray
      	2
    


    
      	A. van de Pot
      	
      	c. Murray,
      	b. Houston
      	1
      	
      	not out
      	
      	7
    


    
      	C. Naudé
      	
      	b. Murray
      	
      	0
      	
      	c. Ward,
      	b. Murray
      	11
    


    
      	Van de Merwe
      	
      	c. Redfern
      	
      	11
      	
      	c. Ripley,
      	b. Murray
      	5
    


    
      	C. Bollee
      	
      	l. b. w.
      	b. Murray
      	1
      	
      	run out
      	
      	0
    


    
      	J. Bijleveld
      	
      	not out
      	
      	1
      	
      	b. Murray
      	
      	4
    


    
      	

      	
      	Extras
      	
      	8
      	
      	

      	
      	3
    


    
      	

      	
      	
      	Total
      	44
      	
      	

      	Total
      	73
    


  



Bowling analysis:



  

    
      	
      	O.
      	M.
      	R.
      	W.
      	

      	

      	O.
      	M.
      	R.
      	W.
    


    
      	Houson
      	11
      	5
      	9
      	6
      	

      	Murray
      	5.4
      	0
      	16
      	6
    


    
      	Murray
      	11
      	3
      	27
      	3
      	

      	Mash
      	4
      	0
      	27
      	1
    

    
      	Pearson
      	1
      	0
      	9
      	1
      	

      	Angrave
      	4
      	0
      	8
      	2
    

    
      	

      	

      	

      	

      	

      	

      	Pearson
      	3
      	0
      	13
      	0
    

    
      	

      	

      	

      	

      	

      	

      	Houson
      	2
      	0
      	9
      	0
    


  







  

    
      	R. N. Brigade
      	
      	1st innings
      	
      	2nd innings
    


    
      	Angel
      	
      	b. Schmeink
      	
      	32
      	
      	not out
      	
      	0
    


    
      	Nash
      	
      	l. b. w.
      	b. Schmeink
      	5
      	
      	c. Heemskerk,
      	b. Merwe
      	5
    


    
      	Ripley
      	
      	c.Naudé,
      	b. Keet
      	3
      	
      	not out
      	
      	18
    


    
      	Ward
      	
      	b. Keet
      	
      	0
      	
      	
      	
      	

    


    
      	Houson
      	
      	c. Merwe,
      	b. Booven
      	16
      	
      	
      	
      	

    


    
      	Pearson
      	
      	l. b. w.
      	b. Schmeink

      	2
      	
      	c. Bijleveld,
      	b. Merwe
      	4
    


    
      	Murray
      	
      	b. Schmeink
      	
      	3
      	
      	
      	
      	
    


    
      	Bale
      	
      	not out

      	
      	9
      	
      	
      	
      	
    


    
      	Maywood
      	
      	b. Merwe
      	
      	3
      	
      	
      	

      	

    


    
      	Angrave
      	
      	b. Merwe

      	
      	6
      	
      	
      	
      	

    


    
      	Redfern
      	
      	b. Merwe
      	
      	0
      	
      	
      	
      	
    


    
      	

      	
      	Extras
      	
      	12
      	
      	
      	
      	0
    


    
      	
      	
      	
      	Total
      	91
      	
      
      	Total (2 wickets)
      	27
    


  



Bowling analysis:



  

    
      	
      	O.
      	M.
      	R.
      	W.
      	

      	

      	O.
      	M.
      	R.
      	W.
    


    
      	Keet
      	9
      	0
      	46
      	2
      	

      	Van Booven
      	5
      	0
      	19
      	0
    


    
      	Schmeink
      	15
      	5
      	23
      	4
      	

      	Van de Merwe
      	5
      	0
      	10
      	2
    

    
      	Van Booven
      	7
      	0
      	20
      	1
      	

      	

      	

      	

      	

      	

    

    
      	Van de Merwe
      	2.2
      	0
      	2
      	3
      	

      	

      	

      	

      	

      	

    



  






The defeat of so strong a
side as Hilversum apparently rather frightened the Dutch Clubs, but we have
managed to fix up a couple of matches towards the end of the month. On July
26th and 27th there will be a two-day match v. Haarlem, played in the Camp; and
on July 29th a representative team from Zwolle will meet us on the Forward
ground.





Swimming Club.


Since its inception less than a month ago the Swimming Club has been going strong, thanks to the untiring efforts of the officials and in spite of the slackness of the Dutch guards, who have a happy knack of never turning up to time. The call of Harry Freeman and his party in no way diminishes the attendance, rather the reverse, for there is no comparison in the two baths and members are splendidly catered for. Every branch of the natatory art receives attention, and Smn. B. C. Gray, in charge of the Life-Saving enthusiasts, is indefatigable in his efforts.


As yet, club racing has not started, but a comprehensive programme has been arranged, and it is intended to hold a Gala about the middle of August. On July 11th the Brigade were invited to participate in a Gala under the auspices of the Zwemclub “Groningen”. Not all the races were open — for obvious reasons, but our representatives managed to secure four Firsts out of a possible five, losing the Life-Saving Race owing to a misunderstanding as to the mode of rescue.


Below we give the results of the open events:


4 Lengths (160 Metres) Side or Breast Stroke.



  

    
      	F. Morgan R.N.B.S.C.
      	2.351/5
	


    
      	J. P. Rodenburg Z.C.G.
      	2.361/5
	


    
      	W. J. Yetton R.N.B.S.C.
      	2.461/5
	


  



1 Length (40 Metres) Back Stroke.



  

    
      	W. J. Bull, R.N.B.S.C.
      	344/5
	


    
      	B. C. Gray
      	391/5
	


  



2 Lengths (80 Metres) Side or Breast Stroke.



  

    
      	*P. R. Morgan, R.N.B.S.C.
      	11
	


    
      	J. Vos, Z.C.G.
      	11
	


    
      	J. P. Rodenburg, Z.C.G
      	111/5
	


  



(E. Crowe, R.N.B.S.C. 101/5 was disqualified for keeping a bad course).

*Secured prize on tossing.

 

Team Race. 4 Breadths (100 Metres).



  

    
      	W. J. Yetton,
      	J. Vos,
      	S. Milgate,
	


    
      	F. Morgan,
      	R. G. Levers,
      	B. C. Gray,
	


    
      	E. Crowe,
      	J. Viëtor,
      	P. R. Morgan,
	


    
      	W. J. Bull,
      	J. P. Rodenburg,
      	W. Ware,
	


  



Times 1.74/5, 1.181/5, 1.19, respectively.

Life Saving Race.



  

    
      	J. Opstelten, Z.C.G..
      	431/5
	


    
      	J. P. Rodenburg, Z.C.G.
      	482/5

	


    
      	B. C. Gray, R.N.B.S.C.
      	53
	


  




An Exhibition Water-Polo
Match aroused considerable enthusiasm among the spectators, though the players
were obviously lamentably short of practice. The next item, a demonstration of
the various methods of Life-Saving, was ably carried out by Smn. B. C. Gray, W.
Ware, C. Howard, J. A. Cornell, and the Meeting closed with a splendid display
of diving by P.O. W. J. Yetton, Smn. W. J. Bull, B. C. Gray, P. R. Morgan and
G. J. F. Young.







The Tennis Club.


By a Member.


Since the last issue of the “Camp Magazine” the Club has had a very busy prosperous and eventful month. Owing to the kindness of the Clerk of the Weather there has been play every day, except Sundays, from early morn till dewy eve. The new system of booking games works wonderfully well and allows everyone (who wishes) at least one game during the day. The fourth court, which has been on the sick list ever since it was dumped down, has now been enticed into working order, and although the surface is not of the billiard-table variety, quite a good game can be played on it.


The result of our first tournament, on the knock-out system, resulted in Seamen Pearson and Nash beating Ldg. Seamen Groom and Poland by 2 sets to 0. The singles was won by Ldg. Seaman Poland, who after being 2 sets down secured the next three. The match with the Groningen Lawn Tennis Bond which commenced on Sunday June 27th. had to be abandoned owing to the rain, and was continued on Wednesday June 30th. The result was a draw, the Dutchmen winning three singles whilst the Brigade scored 1 single and 2 doubles.


A return match was played in the Camp on Saturday July 10th. The Dutchmen on this occasion had rather a bad time. Naturally the courts were a little awkward for our visitors, especially in the amount of room in the “run back”. On their own courts they have much more space at the ends of the courts, and with the hardest “smash” they have a chance of returning it. Here we are handicapped a little in this direction. Also on our courts the balls seldom rise high enough for them to get their top spin drive in, a special and effective stroke cultivated by them. At the same time, our men played wonderfully well, and our visitors suffered somewhat from the superior service of their opponents. The results were as follows:






  
    
      	Singles.
      	Seaman Nash beat Heer van Haaften (6-1, 6-4).
	


	
      	
      	Ldg. Smn. Poland beat Heer W. Bommel van Vloten (6-3, 6-3).
	


	
			

			

	


    
      	Doubles.		
      	Heeren M. J. Mees and D. U. Stikker beat Seamen Powne and Smith (8-6, 6-2).
	


    
      	
      	Seamen Cook and Ward beat Heeren Verrijn Stuart and van Rhijn (5-7, 6-3, 6-3).
	


    
      	
      	Leading Seaman Lowry and Seaman Sharp beat Heeren Kunst and de Grave (6-4, 7-5).
	

	




A Handicap Doubles Tournament is now in progress and Smn. H. Henshaw and L. E. Angel (rec. 15) and Smn. Maxim and Robinson (rec. 30) are left in the final.


We have to thank one of our Dutch lady friends for a present of a large Japanese umbrella which makes a pleasant patch of shade on the sunny courts.


The membership of the Club is now 136.


During the last few days the weather has been very showery, and early birds who expected to catch a game before breakfast have found on several occasions miniature lakes on the courts, certainly not deep enough for water sports, but quite enough to hinder tennis. After breakfast, however, the energetic* ground staff set to work, if the weather has cleared, and play is carried on. The chief of the Ground Staff, Ldg. Smn. Venables is on special leave in England, but his place is ably filled by Seaman Nash who finds time, when not beating anyone who cares to oppose him, to dish out the acid and get things done at the double.


* Dont make us — ! Ed.






Athletic club.


Things have been comparatively quiet in Athletic circles since the Brigade Sports, but a certain amount of energy and enthusiasm find expression in the road runs, which take place over graduated courses two or three times a week.


Invitations have been issued by the Executive of a local Athletic Meeting to be held on the Forward F. C. ground on Sunday, July 25th, to each of the Battalions to send representatives, and eliminating trials are now in progress. A high compliment has been paid the Brigade, in that the entire management of the Meeting will be in the hands of a Brigade Committee under Smn. Bromhead, Benbow.





The Pipes of Pan.




We have just lately been introduced to further talent the Camp in the form of bagpipes. As we are not all Scotchmen a short description of this instrument would perhaps initiate some of us Southerners into the mysteries of its music.


With this object in view I have been at great pains to induce the operator (after repeated visits to him) to enlighten me as to the secret of his stock-in-trade.


The bagpipes, as the name inplies, consist of a bag and some pipes — not the smoking or drain variety — but pieces of wood with a small funnel at the bottom (or top). The bag is made of skin and is covered with tartan (Bazar Francais — 2 gulden per metre — assorted clans) and is necessary for the storage of air, in case the operator is short-winded. The operator, at the emminent risk of an explosion, inflates his lungs to their fullest extent and transmits the air into the bag, which is held under one arm, and by means of a slight pressure forces the necessary draught out — on draught, so to speak. Some of the air escapes (by design — not by accident) through the pipes coming out of the top of the bag and makes a noise like a — well, although I cannot exactly describe it, this noise is what everybody (Scotchmen excepted) has to complain about. Another portion of the air is emitted through the pipe at the bottom of the bag, which is (the pipe not the bag) perforated with a number of holes, and by dexterous movements of his fingers, the operator produces what I have heard his brother Scotchmen call the “melody”. The remainder of the air is kept in stock.


From the top of the pipes are streamers and pennants of tartan, and although the effect on the eyesight is indeed pleasing when they are floating in the breeze, this cannot be said to compensate for the noise emitted from the instrument.


But why is this talent always wasted on a few inoffensive “murphies” and radishes? totally unable to defend themselves. Why not arrange a “Gathering of the Clans” no doubt a few swords could be obtained to allow the performers to give the customary imitations of a bucking Bronco. Then again, some personally conducted route marches for special dutymen round the sports’ field would be perfectly delightful. We look forward to the time when the noble strains of Scotland’s national instrument will not be confined to their present salubrious surroundings, but will be brought forth into the light of day to be listened to with mingled awe and amazement by the worthy inhabitants of Groningen. Then, and not till then will Scotland come into her own.


E. L. Denby.





The Interned Old Boy Scouts’ Association.




A small but thriving community in the Camp is the I.O.B.S.A., consisting of about 30 enthusiastic members, all of whom have been interested in the Boy Scout movement since its inception.


The indefatigable secretary Seaman A. W. Coombs has carried through during the last three months an interesting and instructive programme. Demonstrative First Aid lectures have been given from time to time, and such progress has been made that many members of the Association are almost wishing for a slight accident to occur in the Camp in order that they may try their skill.


Knotting and splicing also receive attention. Lectures on special branches of scout work have been given by qualified men, and ex-Patrol Leaders have also contributed papers on “knotty subjects”. The secretary has asked me to mention that the meetings — on Wednesdays and Fridays — are not confined to Old Scouts, but all those interested in the movement or in any special branch of instruction which is on the board, may visit the Club Room (P.O. Waites’s Hut) and see what is being done.


Next month’s programme covers a wide field of instruction; two courses (advanced and elementary) in First Aid are being taken, a lecture on Fire-fighting by a L.F.B. man, “Scouting for Boys” by Sir R. S. Baden Powell is being studied, and papers on camp-hygiene and bridge-building will also be read.


The Association wishes to thank Q. M. S. Dennis, Sergt. Harwood and Petty Officer Waites for their practical assistance, and also the Rev. G. T. Waldegrave for the admirable way in which he has acted as Chairman of the Association.


Old Boy.
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Editorial.



A year has elapsed since
we answered the mobilization call. We little guessed — how could we — that the
first anniversary of the greatest and most terrible war in the Worlds history
would see us Interned in Holland. Although the Camp Magazine must of necessity be strictly neutral, we feel sure
we are not trespassing outside the bounds of discretion, when we express our confidence
that final success will eventually attend our valiant arms, and our hope that
hostilities will be brought to a speedy and definite conclusion.


No mention has previously
been made in these pages of the Camp allotment gardens, which undoubtedly
deserve more than a passing word of praise. The manner in which the marshy land
has been drained, and by dint of hard work and diligent care brought to its
present state, has surprised, not only several Dutch visitors with whom
horticulture is a favourite hobby, but also the average man in the Camp. We must
congratulate the owners on the exceptionally neat and well-kept glass houses. Our
thanks are also due in a no less degree to the original “ship’s gardeners”.
Their work is, we are afraid rather apt to be overlooked by the Camp as a
whole, but the compliments paid by visitors bear ample testimony to the trim
and charming appearance of our flower beds.


We have yet again to
chronicle a change in the personnel of
the Dutch Administration here. Majoor E. W. van Baerle, who took office as
Commandant last month, has been compelled to resign owing to continued had
health. We wish him a speedy and complete recovery. Those of us, who on
entering Holland were sent to Leeuwarden, have pleasant cause to remember Luit.
Kol. J. P. A. Termaat, upon whose shoulders the arduous duties of Commandant
have fallen. We feel sure he will prove to be as good a friend to us now, as he
was during the short week we spent in the ancient capital of Friesland.


We regret that this month
we are without our usual breezy article from the Rev. G. T. Waldegrave, late
assistant Camp Chaplain, who has left for England, where he has taken up an appointment as one of the assistant
Chaplains in the Port of London. We wish him all success and feel sure that he
will carry out his duties in the same enthusiastic manner as he has done in the
Camp.


To mark our sixth issue and the anniversary of our arrival in Holland, our September number will be a special one. The chief feature will be the inclusion of photographs taken at various periods of our sojourn here.


Yet another member of the Staff has found that journalism, when confined to Holland, has not sufficient attraction for him to warrant staying here. He has therefore consented to act as our English correspondent. We expect great things from him and wish him the best of luck. The vacancy caused by his departure has been filled by G. A. Freeman, A.B. Benbow Battalion.


The monthly prize for the Cover Competition has been awarded to F. O. Tooby, A.B. Collingwood Battalion.





Church Notes.





In the future when looking back, we feel sure that our Intercession Service on July 4th will rank as one of the red-letter days of our Camp life. It was most inspiring to see so many men voluntarily joining with perfect reverence in a service of humble intercession and praise.


The service was taken by the Chaplains, the Rev. D. McDougall, Minister to our Gaelic brothers, reading the Lesson. The help of our Brass Band was most acceptable, and we shall look forward to their kind assistance in the future.


The dominant note of the whole service seemed to us to come from Rudyard Kipling’s magnificent Recessional, which was sung as only men can sing:


“Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,

Lest we forget, — Lest we forget!”


We were very glad to have with us our new Commandant, and the British Consul, J. M. Prillevitz Esq, who has done so much for the Camp.


We are hoping this month to start a branch of the C.E.M.S. The Chaplain will be very pleased to give anyone a pamphlet by the Archbishop of York, giving details of the Society, “What it is. What it is after.” Will those who are already members kindly send in their names.


Our thanks are due this month to the Consul for the gift of a Church Bell — so greatly needed; to the gardeners for so kindly keeping the Church supplied with flowers — all grown in the Camp, and to the Orchestra for their voluntary and willing help on Sunday evenings.


H. H. C.





Fate’s Wind.




Fortune of War, so came we here,

Just cast aside.

But stay and think, and shed no tear

For hope denied.

A seedling from the pod is blown,

Whither away?

Until upon the earth ‘tis thrown

One happy day.

With feeble strength it gains a hold

And slowly grows.

Struggling to Life through Winter’s cold,

And blasting snows.


Now firmly standing, stately tree,

Am I not likened unto thee?

Hither and thither now we go,

But soon I’m sure the wind will blow.


R. D.





The Döberitz Bread Fund.



It has been said that “nothing is wasted”, and scientists will prove how certain substances, in a process of change, become a useful matter and not waste as the uninitiated think. About three months ago it became general knowledge that a paper famine in Holland was imminent, and some far-seeing and business-like person or persons in the Camp suggested that all waste paper should he collected and sold. This was done with most satisfactory results. During the first six weeks the proceeds of the sales totalled nearly £13; a sum which will eventually reach Döberitz in the form of bread for our men imprisoned there. Not only is paper collected, but also rags, old clothes, (especially socks), boots and bottles, all of which command good prices. A word of thanks is due to the men who collect, sort and despatch this so-called “rubbish”.





Presbyterian and
Nonconformist Notes.




On the morning of August 8th the service in the Walloon Church was immediately followed by the solemnization of the marriage of Mr. and Mrs. Mostert of the Scots Church, Rotterdam.


In Holland the law of the land insists on all marriages being fully registered, in the Stadhuis in the presence of an “ambtenaar”, before whom the contracting parties make their promises. This civil contract must always precede the religious ceremony, which is regarded as the consecration of a marriage that has already taken place. It was this “huwelijksinzegening’ (as it is called) that took place in the Waalsche Kerk. The legal rite had been observed in Rotterdam on August 5th; and on their way to Switzerland the married couple came to Groningen for the consecration.


The Presbyterians and Nonconformists waited until the end of the ceremony, which from the British standpoint was of a unique character. The time honoured Dutch custom was observed of presenting the wedded pair with a Bible, and on this occasion the usual inscription from the Church Session was amplified in an interesting manner by the names of those Naval Brigade men who acted as witnesses.


Mr. Mostert is the translator of the Rev. Dr. Munro Gibson’s well-known manual of Apologetics “Rock versus Sand”. We can recommend this translation to those students of Dutch who have got beyond the rudiments of the language and who would like to try something in the way of theology.


On August 29th the Rev. D. McDougall will conduct the service in the Waalsche Kerk and also hold his usual afternoon class. His Gaelic speaking congregation will of course join the other Presbyterians and Nonconformists on this occasion.


At the time of writing Dr. Bleeker, who kindly offered to act as spiritual advisor to the Scottish prisoners at Döberitz has been unable to obtain the necessary permission. We hope it will be soon forthcoming.


J. I. B.





Groningen.




In the happier days that must surely come, Groningen will be a name with which to conjure memories; memories of a varied nature extending over months which will for all time be indelibly engraved upon our minds.


Our knowledge of the town is, I am afraid, rather superficial; like the knowledge of the Londoner, who knows there are such places as St. Paul’s and Madame Tussaud’s, but has never troubled to view the beauties of the one, or the wonders of the other; or like that of the Kentish man who ignores the Dickensian associations of his county, leaving them to be admired and patronized by foreigners — mostly Americans — who do not think the pilgrimage to the Dickensian Mecca too long or too hard.


Known in 1040 as Villa Cruoninga, the name became changed during the course of years to Groeningen, meaning green meadows — an appropriate name evidently chosen because of the grass land which surrounded the town. Groningen has been an important centre since 1100, and for centuries was a great stronghold subjected to all the trials of medieval warfare. In 1110 the city was fortified by a wooden wall, which later gave place to one of stone with formidable towers and gates. Important additions were made during the 13th and 14th centuries during which time the defences were greatly strengthened.


Among the innumerable sieges and assaults that have battered at the city gates, none stands out so conspicuously as the siege in 1672 by the combined armies of the Bishop of Munster and the Prince Elector of Cologne. The Dutch forces relieved the town on August 28th, a day that is now celebrated throughout Holland.


As a seat of learning, the city dates from 1614. The present Academie is the third building of its kind and shows a great improvement in size and artistic beauty on that of its predecessor, which was destroyed by fire in 1906. The well built and modern equipped laboratories situated in the northern part of the town are equal to those to be found in any part of Holland.


Although surrounded by 20th century buildings, the cobbled Groote- and Visch Markts are reminiscent of olden days. The more imaginative among us can easily picture the medieval scene and people the markets with crowds jostling around the booths at the great annual fair, or the poor unfortunates being jibed and jeered at while in the pillory or stocks. That corner of the Groote Markt backed by the Martini Tower has a particularly ancient aspect, bringing to the mind pictures of the doublet and long hose. Time has not dealt kindly with the Tower, and although the actual date of its commencement is unknown, the year 1300 is generally accepted as that of its erection. It was repaired in 1482, and again in 1577 after being damaged by fire, and restored in 1617 and 1886. The clock, the boom of which is heard all over Groningen, dates from 1664. The height of the tower is 333 feet and the view from the top — locally known as the “pijnappel” (pineapple) — is unrivalled in the North of Holland. The watchman — who, it is said, is as old as the tower itself! — is the city fire alarm. He remains on the tower throughout the night, and from his point of vantage can at once locate an outbreak of fire in any part of the district. The horn he carries is sounded every fifteen minutes when “all is well”, and the noise, like that of a distant fog horn, can often be heard in the Camp.


Space does not permit me
to deal at length with all the interesting points to be found in the town — even
to name them is rather a lengthy task. Perhaps in time the I Dutch authorities
might be able to extend certain privileges to us, and grant permission for
interested parties to be conducted over such places as the University, Martini
Tower and Church (the latter hidden behind the Tower), Town Hall, Gold Office,
Courts of Justice and the Laboratory Buildings, all of which are well worth a
visit, and the time spent on them would be more than repaid.


J. C. A.






Royal Naval Division
Comforts Fund.




A letter has been
received from Lady Gwendolen Guinness giving interesting details regarding the despatch
of parcels by the above Fund to the Naval Prisoners of War at Döberitz and in Turkey.


The first intimation as
to the condition of the men was a postcard from C.P.O. Munday at the end of
October 1914, addressed to Commander the Hon. Rupert Guinness, giving the names
of those who had been taken prisoner, and stating that owing to the entire loss
of kit at Antwerp, warm clothing was urgently needed.


Periodical meetings were
arrange in London by relatives and friends in order to exchange information and
to centralize and organize the transmission of clothing and food. Once the winter
was passed, nourishing food became a more pressing necessity than clothing and
parcels are now despatched containing tea, jam, corned beef, potted meat, milk,
etc.; cocoa and treacle being substituted for the first two articles in cold weather.
Needless to say these parcels are greatly appreciated, as numerous postcards
testify. Not a few of the acknowledgments are delightfully naive, as witness
the following: “You must have a good head to know exactly what a prisoner needs”.


The delivery has been
greatly facilitated by making the parcels in each consignment up in a similar
manner, and impressing them with the stamp of the Fund. They are handed over
without individual examination to the Petty Officers for distribution, or
direct to the addressees. Up to the end of July over 6000 parcels of food had
been despatched, as well as 176 lbs of tobacco, 12000 cigarettes and a
considerable amount of clothing.


In view of the saving
effected by the centralization of individual effort, and of the ease and security
of despatch through the Fund, all who are interested or desirous of helping
should communicate with Lady Gwendolen Guinness at 11, St. James’s Square, London
S.W.


(The above Fund is quite
distinct from the Bread Fund and confines itself to the despatch of necessities
other than bread. The two should not be confused. Ed.)






INTERNED.



My heart goes back to the
sweet green hills,

At the foot of which the brooklet trills,

Singing a song it is good to hear,

Be happy! have faith! for God is near.


My heart goes back to an
old wood seat,

Were oft I have sat with my love, sweet,

‘Neath waving boughs, the song of the trees,

Whispering, whispering on the breeze.


My heart goes back to my
Mother dear,

Loving! speaking always words of cheer,

No care too great and no care too small,

England! My loved ones you hold them all.


R. D.






Entertainments.




Rain, and yet more rain, has been the prevailing feature of last month, so that out-door sport has been much hindered — if not completely stopped. The result of this has been that there has seemed to be a dearth of entertainments, which otherwise would not have been noticed. Perhaps the ‘Clerk of the Weather” has been very much perturbed at the strife in Flanders and elsewhere, and so vented his wrath on us poor mortals at Groningen.


There was general disappointment in the Camp when it became known that Madame Sorga was indisposed and unable to sing, but she has promised to come again in the near future when she can be certain of receiving as hearty a welcome as on her former visit


After this month the Collingwood Orchestra will cease to exist as such, and will come under the management of “The Follies”.


We should like to take this opportunity, on the departure of Capt. Fryer R.G.A., to thank him for the interest he has shown, and the work he has done as Director of the Orchestra.


“The Follies” have stirred themselves from their well-earned summer rest, and are now hard at work preparing a new Programme for the near future.


The Dramatic Society, now some six months old, after continually telling people “to do as they do — hope”, are now busily engaged rehearsing “A Pair of Spectacles” by Sidney Grundy. The Society are going to give their first performance at the beginning of September.


A Salvation Army Band from Amsterdam gave us an excellent sacred concert from the Bandstand. A very large number of men congregated, and the vocal items were much appreciated. We also had the first performance of the Banjo and Mandoline Band; we hope to hear it frequently, and might suggest as an accompaniment a “Nigger” troupe, singing plantation songs.


The Brass Band has recently undergone a change — Seaman Bagshaw relinquishing the baton for an instrument, and Seaman Strivens taking on the Conductorship.


Poor Bandstand! What a sight in the pouring rain, deserted at all times, except for an occasional concert, and at night filled with the huddled forms of the fresh air fiends. What hopes were centred in it when it first reared its stately head — of pleasant evenings in the cool of the twilight and who is to be blamed? — the weather!





The Illusion.




There was a sequence of events which led up to the illusion. In the first place I must admit that I was in a very nervous and excited state after an evening at the “bean bags”.


Conversation had turned on the latest buzz, which came from “Stumpy” who had just come off evening leave. “Stumpy” usually gets only first-rate buzzes as he visits a girl who has a cousin in the trenches near — , so of course he ought to know. The buzz was that Holland was “coming in” sooner than anyone expected. I naturally pooh-poohed the idea. A few high words followed and the affair closed, and as I was giving the letters a miss, I piped down. “Stumpy’s” last words were: “I expect you’ll believe me if you’re called up in the middle of the night.” I lay awake for some time thinking of the Brass Band and wishing I had not had eggs for support but at last fell off into deep sleep . . . .


The next thing I remember is that all was commotion; men were rushing up and down the alleyways shouting; “Stand by with kitbags.” Of course I had heard that tale many times before, so it was some time before I took the slightest notice of it. The noise grew so insistent that at last I had to kick off my blanket. Here was my first surprise. Instead of finding it still night and a wet one as I had expected, it was broad daylight, and for a change, fine weather. What happened next I cannot quite remember. Somehow or other I found myself in the Heereweg, and it seemed as if the whole Brigade was out for a route march. My kitbag was tremendously heavy, and I was worried because I had to carry it slung around my chest.


When we reached the station all was uproar, and I thought we should never get aboard the train that had been waiting for us so long. We were a weary time being numbered, and after getting nicely settled down, had to get out and be renumbered owing to a mistake. Whilst this was in progress, I was in a very depressed state thinking about the overcoat I had left in the Camp. The crowd outside the station was also a source of annoyance, and shouted without intermission “Good By . . . ee”, “Money in je pocket.” At last the whistle sounded and with the Brass Band playing “There’s a girl in Havana”, we steamed out of the station.


The compartment which I got shoved into seemed to be terribly overcrowded. I counted seventeen in it, which was rather annoying because I was unable to relieve the weight of the kitbag pressing on my chest. I tried to find out where we were bound for, but everyone seemed to have a different idea. We stopped at a station that someone said was Assen, but it was impossible to see. “Clinker” Smith who was nearest the window and who can “een beetje Hollandsch spreken” asked one of the guards the name of our destination. I could only catch something about “oorlog” and “spoorwegen”. “Clinker” said we were on the line for Rotterdam; that Holland had been attacked, and that the railway a little further on was within range of the enemy’s artillery. This of course caused quite a mild sensation, but I didn’t bother much about it, as all my attention was centred on my kitbag which was growing in dimensions and weight.


When the train re-started, I thought I should at last have an opportunity to remove the weight on my chest. I had just succeeded in persuading the man next to me to move his elbow from my neck, when “Clinker”, who had his head out of the window, bobbed in and shouted “Take cover, Lads!” Above the rattle of the train I could hear it — the unmistakable sissss. I somehow seemed to shrink up behind my kitbag. Then came the shock, “somewhere” on the head. After that all was confused, I have no clear recollection excepting that my kitbag was hanging just beneath my chin. Where I was I couldn’t tell; I could hear voices all around me; I seemed to realise that I was lying quite helpless in bed. Could it be a hospital? I lay thinking while trying to open my eyes. I heard my name called so I knew that at least one of my mates was still alive and well. I dozed off again and was awakened by someone calling my name a second time. With a tremendous effort I opened my eyes and saw. . . . “Stumpy”. I was about to shout for joy, so glad was I to see him alive, but unfortunately I didn’t get the chance, for “Stumpy” cut me short with four pregnant words . . . . “What about these spuds?”


C. Oakes.







R. N. B. Cricket Club.



League cricket has been somewhat interfered with since our last issue. For one thing the weather has been none too favourable, and wet wickets have been the order of the day.


A few big matches, to, have interfered with the natural sequence of Inter-Company games, though such interruptions are eagerly welcomed as tending to focus attention and provide a pleasant diversion. After two abortive attempts — owing to the inclemency of the weather — a North v South match was brought to a successful conclusion, the South emerging victorious. A good game was seen when Benbow A played Hawke A — the former sustaining their first defeat by 108 to 179.


Below we print the League
Tables up to the week ending August 7th:


First League


  
    
      
        	
        	P
        	W
        	L
        	Runs
        	Pts
      


      
        	For
        	Ag.
      


      
        	Hawke C
        	7
        	5
        	2
        	861
        	557
        	10
      


      
        	Benbow A
        	5
        	4
        	1
        	589
        	478
        	8
      


      
        	Collingwood D
        	6
        	4
        	2
        	683
        	450
        	8
      


      
        	Benbow B
        	6
        	4
        	2
        	494
        	499
        	8
      


      
        	Benbow D
        	5
        	3
        	2
        	581
        	400
        	6
      


      
        	Hawke A
        	6
        	3
        	3
        	579
        	741
        	6
      


      
        	Collingwood B
        	7
        	2
        	5
        	455
        	842
        	4
      


      
        	Hawke B
        	7
        	1
        	6
        	528
        	764
        	2
      


    
  


Second League


  
    
      
        	
        	P
        	W
        	L
        	Runs
        	Pts
      


      
        	For
        	Ag.
      


      
        	Collingwood D
        	7
        	7
        	0
        	827
        	319
        	14
      


      
        	Collingwood B
        	5
        	4
        	1
        	344
        	237
        	8
      


      
        	Benbow A
        	6
        	4
        	2
        	489
        	394
        	8
      


      
        	Benbow B
        	6
        	3
        	3
        	431
        	338
        	6
      


      
        	Hawke C
        	6
        	3
        	3
        	313
        	438
        	6
      


      
        	Benbow D
        	6
        	2
        	4
        	376
        	403
        	4
      


      
        	Marines & Engrs.
        	6
        	2
        	4
        	352
        	333
        	4
      


      
        	Hawke B
        	6
        	2
        	4
        	304
        	766
        	4
      


      
        	Hawke A
        	8
        	2
        	6
        	332
        	457
        	4
      


      
        	Collingwood A
        	7
        	1
        	6
        	302
        	483
        	2
      

    
  





The following are the leading First League averages:


Batting.


  
    
      
        	
        	Runs
        	Inns.
        	Not Out
        	Avg.
      


      
        	E. Redfern (C)
        	177
        	6	1
        	35.4
      


      
        	H. Pargeter (C)
        	136
        	5
        	1
        	34.0
      


      
        	N. Pearson (C)
        	201
        	7
        	1
        	33.4
      


      
        	C. H. Nash (B)
        	155
        	5
        	0
        	31.0
      


      
        	F. N. Maywood (B)
        	137
        	5
        	0
        	27.4
      


      
        	L. G. Tooley (H)
        	152
        	7
        	1
        	25.3
      

    
  


 Bowling.


  
    
      
        	
        	Overs
        	Maid.
        	Runs
        	Wick.
        	Avg.
      


      
        	J. W. Murray (B)
        	49
        	9
        	109
        	22
        	4.9
      


      
        	R. D. Fielder (C)
        	40
        	9
        	66
        	13
        	5.0
      


      
        	A. Houson (H)
        	44
        	9
        	107
        	20
        	5.3
      


      
        	L. E. Angel (B)
        	33
        	3
        	95
        	17
        	5.58
      


      
        	H. Angrave (C)
        	62
        	13
        	132
        	22
        	6.59
      


      
        	W. Wilks (B)
        	24
        	2
        	70
        	10
        	7.0
      

    
  




With regard to
out-matches we have been somewhat unfortunate. Haarlem scratched their fixture
with us, being unable to raise a team, and our programme was thus reduced to a single
engagement — Heer van den Pot brining up a team from the South on July 29th. A
splendid day’s cricket was seen; true, our visitors lost, but they showed
themselves to be magnificent sportsmen and it was a treat to see them in the
Camp. We only hope their recollections of their visit are as bright as ours. May
we soon be favoured with a return fixture!


Our visitors batted first
and compiled 153, van Manen helping himself to 75. He showed fine form, and
seemed quite at home with the bowling. We were distinctly lucky to dismiss Eigeman
so cheaply, but our fielding was beautifully keen and the bowling maintained a
high standard. Menten batted brightly for his 22, compiling them in little over
10 minutes, and Calonne defended resolutely while van Manen hit out.


Our men opened
disastrously, losing Bale without a run on the board but Nash and Ripley made a
fine stand. Redfern followed Ripley in, and playing steadily helped Nash, who
was on top of his form, to make a useful addition to the score. The 100 went up
after just under 1½ hours’ play, and Angel and Redfern taking the score to 149,
it looked as if the Dutchmen’s total would be passed with only three wickets
down. But at 149 there was something of a sensation. Redfern was caught at
mid-off, Angel was run out, and Ward was lbw. Pearson and Houson, however, took
no risks, and the former made the winning hit shortly after 4 o’clock. Our men
then tried to force the pace and wickets fell rapidly, the innings closing for 187.


Scores: —

Heer van den Pot's XI.



  

    
      	Van Manen
      	c Ripley
      	b Murray
      	75
    


    
      	Eigeman
      	run out
      	

      	6
    


    
      	Van Booven
      	c Maywood
      	b Houson
      	5
    


    
      	Menton
      	c & b Angel
      	

      	22
    


    
      	Van den Pot
      	c Pearson
      	b Angel
      	0
    


    
      	Jokker
      	b Angel
      	

      	0
    


    
      	Van Goudoever
      	b Bale
      	

      	9
    


    
      	Reitz
      	c Houson
      	b Nash
      	3
    


    
      	Van den Berg (Capt.)
      	b Bale
      	

      	0
    


    
      	Calonne
      	not out
      	

      	16
    


    
      	Van Loar
      	b Murray
      	

      	6
    


    
      		Extras
      	

      	

      	11
    



    
      	

      	
      	
      	153
    


  



Bowling analysis:



  

    
      	
      	O.
      	M.
      	R.
      	W.
      	

      	

      	O.
      	M.
      	R.
      	W.
    


    
      	Murray
      	11.5
      	0
      	20
      	2
      	

      	Angrave
      	5
      	0
      	17
      	0
    


    
      	Houson
      	11
      	3
      	26
      	1
      	

      	Bale
      	6
      	0
      	11
      	2
    

    
      	Nash
      	11
      	3
      	31
      	1
      	

      	Pearson
      	3
      	0
      	18
      	0
    

    
      	Angel
      	8
      	0
      	19
      	3
      	

      	

      	

      	

      	

      	

    


  






R. N. Brigade.



  

    
      	Nash
      	l b w
      	b van den Berg
      	47
    


    
      	Bale
      	run out
      	

      	0
    


    
      	Ripley
      	b Eigeman
      	

      	30
    


    
      	Redfern
      	c van den Pot
      	b Eigeman
      	34
    


    
      	Angel
      	run out
      	b Angel
      	28
    


    
      	Pearson (Capt.)
      	b Eigeman
      	

      	22
    


    
      	Ward
      	l b w
      	b van Booven
      	0
    


    
      	Houson
      	b Eigeman
      	

      	12
    


    
      	Maywood
      	b van Booven
      	

      	1
    


    
      	Angrave
      	b van Booven
      	

      	0
    


    
      	Murray
      	not out
      	

      	0
    


    
      		Extras
      	

      	

      	13
    



    
      	

      	
      	
      	187
    


  



Bowling analysis:



  

    
      	
      	O.
      	M.
      	R.
      	W.
      	

      	

      	O.
      	M.
      	R.
      	W.
    


    
      	Eigeman
      	19
      	2
      	74
      	4
      	

      	Van den Berg
      	4
      	0
      	18
      	1
    


    
      	Jokker
      	8
      	1
      	31
      	0
      	

      	Van Goudoever
      	2
      	1
      	9
      	0
    

    
      	Van Loar
      	5
      	1
      	20
      	0
      	

      	Van Booven
      	9.2
      	2
      	22
      	3
    

  








R. N. B. Tennis Club.

By a Member.


The Club howl is over our
inability to obtain balls from anywhere. We have orders and enquiries placed in
so many quarters, that should they all mature, we should have enough material for
the remaining five years of our stay. (We are told that the limit of internment
is 6 years.) However, we wish one small order would come along, as play at
present is somewhat restricted. The balls that are in use belong to the Ragged School
variety, and when sailing through the air resemble anything from a rag-ball to
a shrapnel splinter. Owing to this trouble the Inter-Battalion tournament has
not yet started. The Handicap Doubles Tournament was won by Seamen Maxim and Robinson
(rec. 30).


On Sunday August 18th we
played another match with the Groningen
Lawn Tennis Bond. Some interesting play was seen and the result was fittingly a draw, as under:



  
    
      	Singles.
      	Smn. V. A. Sharp beat Heer N. Paul (6-3, 6-2).
	


	
      	
      	Smn. S. Cook beat Heer De Grave (5-7, 9-7, 6-0).
	


	
      	
      	Smn. J. A. Powne lost to Heer Stikker (1-6, 4-6).
	


	
      	
      	Smn. E. K. Smith beat Heer Bulder (6-3, 7-9, 6-3).
	


	
			

			

	


    
      	Doubles.		
      	Heeren Stikker and Bulder beat Seamen Powne and Smith (6-3, 6-3).
	


    
      	
      	Heeren Van Haeften and De Grave beat Seamen Cook and Sharp (6-3, 6-3).
	


	












R. N. B. Athletic Club.




The Club has been steadily pursuing its activities in the form of road runs during the past month. Latterly, owing to the fickleness of the weather the numbers have rather fallen off, but it is hoped to remedy this by arranging for evening spins. Owing not a little, we venture to suggest, to the prominence given to sports in the Camp, interest in things athletic has received a derided fillip in the town. Three Meetings have already been held, and others are in prospect.


On July 25th the leading football clubs sent representatives to compete for the Nederlandsche Voetbalbond Challenge Cup. Each of our three Battalions entered, and we were glad to see them secure three of the first four placing. Benbow won the Cup, as having the highest aggregate points, with Hawke runners up and Collingwood fourth. Unfortunately the weather was bad, but the perfection of the organisation and the excitement of the various events, coupled with the delightful strains of our Band, made those present oblivious of personal discomfort. Chief Petty Officer Cummings, who had the organisation of the Meeting in hand, is to be congratulated on the success of his labours, it was a Herculean task, but he met the difficulties in his own inimitable way, and he and his staff worked wonders in transforming a veritable hay-field into a very fair Sports Ground.


The Meeting all round was a triumph for our representatives. They won all save two events, even beating the Dutchmen at their own sport — Spear Throwing.


Results:


Event 1. (100 Metres).



  

    
      	Heat 1.
      	W. H. Davies P.O., C. Scheltema
      	12 sec.
	


    
      	Heat 2.
      	R. J. Derbyshire, W. Duiker
      	114/5 sec.
	


    
      	Heat 3.
      	T. R. Dodds, P. B. Riemeyer (Dead Heat)
      	13 sec.
	


    
      	Heat 4.
      	J. Tetzner, W. Simmons
      	13 sec.
	


    
      	Heat 5.
      	W. Pritchard, C. v. Swinderen
      	12 sec.
	


    
      	Heat 6.
      	H. G. Wells, A. R. Goodchild
      	124/5 sec.
	


    
      	Final:
      	R. J. Derbyshire, W. H. Davies P.O., W. Pritchard.
      	
	


	



Duiker beat the pistol by about 4 yards, but Derbyshire running very strongly beat him on the post in 12 seconds dead. Subsequently Duiker was disqualified.


Event 2. (Four Legged Race).



  

    
      	W. Carr,
	C. Dickman,
	J. Tetzner,
	


    
      	B. Best,
	T. Walker,
	E. v. Linge,
	


    
      	P. R. Goodyear.
	R. Barker.
	E. J. Bulder.
	


	



Most of the men ran very
gingerly, but some fun was caused. The Dutchmen ran in spikes!


Event 3. (400 Metres).



  

    
      	Heat 1.
      	C. Scheltema, A.
R. Goodchild
      	602/5 sec.
	


    
      	Heat 2.
      	F. W. Stevens, E. G. Bulder
      	60 sec.
	


    
      	Heat 3.
      	W. Short, E. Hobson
      	61 sec.
	


    
      	Heat 4.
      	D. A. Stevens, D. Jongman
      	611/5 sec.
	


    
      	Heat 5.
      	J. Tetzner, C. van Swinderen
      	623/5 sec.
	


    
      	Heat 6.
      	P. E. Hedger, W. J. Davies
      	641/5 sec.
	


    
      	Final:
      	W. Short, C. Scheltema, D. A. Stevens
      	604/5 sec.
	


	



Event 4. High Jump.


E. v. Linge 1 metre 48,
J. A. Curtis 1 metre 43,
J. Tetzner 1 metre 40.


Owing to the slippery
state of the turf, the competitors experienced considerable difficulty, which
accounts for the poor results.


Event 5. Relay Race. (400 Metres).



  

    
      	Heat 1.
      	Collingwood (Hopkins, Buckfiold, Stevens and Pearson)
      	531/5 sec.
	


    
      	
      	Benbow (Short, Dodds, Hedger and Goodchild)
      	533/5 sec.
	


    
      	Heat 2.
      	Hawke Derbyshire, Simmons, Pritchard and Wells)
      	52 sec.
	


    
      	
      	Forward (Scheltema, Cleveringa, v. Swinderen and Camphuis)
      	534/5 sec,
	


    
      	Final:
      	Hawke, Forward, Benbow, Collingwood,
      	52 sec.
	


	



The Hawke men get away well
and early took the lead, finally winning by 10 yards in 514/5 sec.



Event 6. (800 Metres).


D. A. Stevens, P. R. Goodyear, F. R. Ashenden. 2 min. 15.


The Groninger champion
Huizinga, turned out for an exhibition run, but was “left”. With so many
runners there was some crowding at the start, though the field soon strung out,
and Stevens won by about 10 yards.


Event 7. Obstacle Race.


W. F. Keeping, H. M. Huberling, T. C. Hare, R. G. Meyer.


Event 8, Hurdles. (110 Metres).

A. Sluis, R. Winkelman, E. J. Bulder, H. S. Shannon, 204/5 sec.


Rich and Davies did well
in their respective heats, but were unlucky in the final.


Event 9. Ladies driving race.

Mej. Rinkema and W. H. Davies P.O.

Mej. Voet and R. G. Meyer.


Petty Officer Davies cut
round the half-way post in a wonderfully smart manner and eventually won by
thirty yards.


Event 10. Spear Throwing.


A. Kemp 33 metres 30, W. H. Davies P.O. 33 metres 10, W. J. Stewart 32 metres.


At the conclusion Heer Kalma awarded the Challenge Cup and intimated that Diplomas, kindly presented
by the Groninger Dagblad, would be forwarded to the winners of the various events.


On August 1st a Cycling and Athletic Meeting was held on the Noorder Sportterrein, and the Club were invited to participate. We were only interested in two events, viz. the 100 metres and the 2 miles, and our Dutch friends made strenuous efforts to pull both off.
Groningen long distance man — Huizinga — turned out for the latter, and in the
former the Dutch Olympic sprinter, Grijseels, who by the way has beaten D’Arcy,
was induced to run. There was not a vestige of order at the Meeting, which made
the going extremely difficult for the runners — even the police drawing their
swords hardly seemed to impress the crowd!


The 100 metres was first
on the programme and fell to the Dutchman Grijseels. He is a stylish runner
finely made, and showing a magnificent turn of speed, won in 11 seconds dead, equalling
Dutch record. Derbyshire won the first heat easily enough by some 6 yards and
was not extended. Duiker got home in the second heat, and Petty Officer Davies
won the third. The fourth heat was won by Grijseels in 11 seconds dead. The
final was very unsatisfactory and gave rise to a deal of criticism. There were
no fewer than three false starts owing to Grijseels impetuosity. At the fourth
attempt he got away first and won by three yards — a foot between second and
third — inches between third and fourth.



  

    
      	Heat
      	1.
      	R. J. Derbyshire, J. v. Hoogen, R. Sannes
      	114/5.
	


    
      	
      	2.
      	W. Duiker, H. Pritchard, C. Woudsma
      	111/5.
	


    
      	
      	3.
      	W. H. Davies P.O., R Winkelman, F. W. Stevens
      	12.
	


    
      	
      	4.
      	Grijseels, G. v. Lingen, L. Koopman
      	11.
	


    
      	Final
      	
      	Grijseels, Derbyshire, Duiker, Davies
      	11.
	

	



L. Huizinga had no
difficulty in winning the 2 miles. He took the lead from the start, and
although P. R. Goodyear and later D. A. Stevens tried hard to overhaul him,
they could make no impression. At the end of the first lap he led by 5 yards
from Goodyear, with Ashenden 10 yards behind. During the second lap, Stevens
worked up to second place, with Smit, Goodyear and Ashenden next. The third lap
saw Huizinga forge further ahead and he led Stevens by about 50 yards, with
Ashenden next and Goodyear fourth. Huizinga finished with a fine burst of speed,
winning by about 80 yards in 10.391/5. Stevens was second (11.8), Ashenden third,
20 yards behind, and Goodyear, Maxim, Pearce, Fielder and Richards next in the
order named.




It is to be regretted
that permission was not accorded the Brigade to visit the above sporting
functions. In connection therewith we might cite a resolution passed at a
recent General Meeting of the Athletic Club for submission to the General Sports
Committee:


“Brigade Clubs shall not
accept fixtures for outside events unless permission is granted for the men of
the Brigade to be present as spectators, in the event of the outside clubs
being able to provide the necessary accommodation.”


A word of regret must be
expressed at the resignation of Smn. J. Morton, late Hon. Sec. of the Club. He
has done invaluable work, nursing it through its tenderest days and bringing it
to its present vigorous and flourishing state.







Dutch Refugees Dinner.



To celebrate the arrival in England of a number of “refugees” hailing from Holland, a dinner was held at the Royal Crystal Palace Hotel, on July 19th, when a most enjoyable evening was spent.


There were present twenty two guests, of whom the following were quondam “geïnterneerd”: Taylor, Mecklenberg, Williams, King, Bentham, Morrison, Cooper, Woolley, Hapgood, Begent, Marshall, Brearley, Southin and Jameson.


The two first named were responsible for the whole idea of the meeting, and also successfully arranged the details of the function. After “The King”, the following toasts were given:



  

    
      	2.
      	Commodore W. Henderson R.N., and “The Boys in Groningen”, by the Chairman.
	


    
      	3.
      	“The Refugees”, by a guest.
	


    
      	4.
      	“The Interned Officers”, by a refugee.
	


    
      	5.
      	“The Guests”, by a refugee.
	

  



A short impromptu concert followed the Dinner, and it ison record that only one glass and no leave was broken.


It is hoped that these gatherings may be held monthly withan ever-increasing muster.


Omnes Veniant.





Swimming Club.




Quite a deal has happened in the Swimming world since the last issue when we were just getting under way. Now we can go full steam ahead, and the outlook is pretty rosy. Unfortuately we leave two obstacles which are apt somewhat to damp the enthusiasm of the devotees of the natatory art, to wit the very unkind weather and our worthy friend the Baths Manager. The former has been slanged enough and the latter the reverse; but we have managed to obtain quite a lot of good racing and polo notwithstanding.


Good progress has been made with the programme, and not a week passes without at least one event being swum off. A scaled handicap opened our seasons racing, and this was won by Signalman Penley. Since then we have brought off a 25 metre open handicap and a 1 length breast stroke scratch race. All the entries were good and the finishes were exceptionally close.


A word of praise is due to Seaman B. C. Gray for his success in Life Saving Classes. At the best of times life saving instruction is somewhat irksome, but he has stuck to it and has obtained some fine results. Ten members have passed for the Royal Life Saving Society Medallion, and a number have qualified for Proficiency Certificates. Also while distributing bouquets, we must not forget our captain, Smn. W. J. Bull, and the handicapper, Smn. H. B. Hall, both of whom have done their lion’s share of the graft.


We have encountered some difficulties with the regard to holding a Gala, but there is a buzz . . . August 28th!


W. J. Y.






Camp Animal Life.




Our bulldog mascot “Nigger” has arrived and is now safely kennelled in comfortable quarters befitting “The King of Dogs and the representative of British tenacity”. He is a promising looking youngster, and with careful management and proper exercise should develop into a first class dog.


In the pugilistic world he has already demonstrated his superiority; “Shrapnell” our previous heavyweight being knocked out in the first round. We understand from his guardian that “Nigger” is quite tractable and seems immured to a life of double internment. He is an object of interest, but strikes terror into the hearts of nervous visitors and is now recognized as one of the sights of “Timbertown”.


Our “farmyard” has been steadily growing since the day, some months ago, when one of the men brought back with him from leave a pair of cackling chickens carefully tucked away under each arm, and installed them in a rather primitive looking ‘run’. Now we can boast of a few dozen chickens, and houses that stand a better chance of passing a sanitary inspection than their predecessor; also of a few stray dogs, and a considerable number of pigeons and rabbits, which have seemingly come from nowhere.


Every village has its annual “Flower and Poultry Show” so why not Timbertown! The embryo poultry farmers and rabbit keepers, who have experienced great difficulty in accustoming their pets to an English diet, would perhaps welcome the task of matching them against the Camp “pouters” or perhaps “The Follies”’ pig, — — alas no longer a suckling!!







Business.



The entries for the Cover Design Competition were not so many this month, owing no doubt, to the fact that many of our artists have been engaged on more pressing work. May we remind would-be competitors that the designs should be original and appropriate, and that entries are not confined to one per man.


Our September issue will be of a commemorative nature and the design should therefore be in harmony with the contents of the magazine. Owing to a constant stream of enquiries for our first and second mumbers, which are now out of print, a reprint will probably be obtained. Our dicision however depends upon the demand, and we should be glad if those disirous of obtaining copies will forward their names and addresses. Further particulars will be published later.


A few copies of the Commodore’s appeal on behalf of the Döberitz Bread Fund (reprinted from the June number of the Camp Magazine) are still obtainable, gratis on application at the Press Bureau Office. The design on the stationary used by the officials of the Döberitz Bread Fund has been considered by many people to be hardly suitable. It has been suggested by the Commodore that many men in the Camp would welcome the chance to submit designs and so help the Fund in rather a unique manner. Designs should be handed in at the Press Bureau Office as soon as possible.


We have recently received a copy of The Fusilier Whisper, published by the men of the 2nd and 3rd Battalion, London Regt., Royal Fusiliers, stationed at Khartoum. It is guite an interesting publication and deserves success.


We have also to thank the British American Tobacco Company Ltd., for sending us the “B. A. T. Bulletin” which is published by them in honour of their staff who have joined His Majesty’s Forces. We should esteem it a favour if the Editors of similar publications would also contribute to our “War Library” in a like manner.


The sales of the magazine maintain a fairly high level, and enquiries and congratulatory messages pour in from England.






All Editorial Communications should be adressed to:

	Signalman J. C. Aird, General Editor,

and all Business matter to:

	J. E. Farrel, 1st. Writer,

		Press Bureau

			Interneeringsdepot,

				Groningen.
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Editorial.


We are glad to be able to
strike a more cheerful note this month. Our timely remarks in reference to the
apparent stagnation of literary talent in the Camp have borne fruit, and we are
pleased to welcome more than one new contributor to our pages. Our appeal for
subscribers has been no less successful, and our business article bears art
unwonted rosy aspect. We need hardly state that we hope these all-round efforts
will continue. As we have said more than once, the Magazine is the organ of the
Camp, and as such should voice the opinions of its members. We lay particular
stress on this point because there are many, it would appear, who labour under
the impression that they are intruding when they submit a suggestion or an
article.


The monthly prize in the
Cover Competition has been awarded to Seaman A. E. Russell, Hawke Battalion.
For his sake, we would mention that the design is quite impersonal; further, it
is not intended as a bait for “lonely sailor” girls to provoke offers of bed
socks or corn cures, nor is it intended as an advert for “Lux”.


Owing to the
comparatively little activity in the field of sport, greater space is devoted
to other subjects. We have pleasure in publishing an article by the Rev. D. M.
Cameron M.A., giving his impressions of the Camp. He, like others, lays stress
on the necessity of keeping mentally and physically fit, and of making our
enforced inactivity a period of gain, and not a period to be reckoned on the
debit side of our life as time wasted. We are also pleased to publish a “fishy”
yarn by Sergt. S. A. Holliday, whose devotion to fishing is only surpassed by his
zeal for the welfare of the Camp. A striking contrast is afforded by the two
poetical effusions that grace our pages. Smn. R. D. Fielder, a clever and
regular contributor with a natural aptitude for versification, probes the
mysterious depths of our unrest, whilst Smn. J. W. Harries makes light of the
difficulties under which we exist. Sergt. F. W. Harwood in an article dealing
with naval punishments in vogue during the halcyon days of our “Wooden Walls”, portrays
very clearly the improvement that has been made in naval discipline during the
last century.


We feel that we cannot speak too often or too strongly in favour of the efforts that are being made on behalf of our comrades at Döberitz, and we are grateful to Mrs. Wilfred Henderson for another opportunity of laying their case before our readers. Their lot is indeed a wretched one, and it is only the voluntary efforts of friends and sympathisers that make their existence tolerable.


Animated discussion has been raised in the Camp by the publication in “The Times” of an article dealing with the life and conditions here, and we feel called upon to protest against such a superficial view as that to which the special correspondent has treated the British public.


A discordant note is struck by the Secretary of the Chess Club. He is in an unenviable position at the moment, but adopting the Camp motto of “Hope on”, he is still pegging away and we hope shortly to see his efforts crowned with success.


Among the departments in which marked progress has been made during the past month, the Library is deserving of special mention. Thanks to the efforts of Petty Officer Goodfellow and his energetic staff, the place bears quite a businesslike aspect. The volumes, numbering some 4000 odd, have been catalogued and shelved, and no difficulty is now experienced in obtaining any work in stock.


Leading Seaman G. F. Ashurst, who has been with us since the birth of the Magazine, has been granted special permission to take up a post in Amsterdam. His absence is regretted, but he takes with him our sincere thanks for the work he has done on behalf of the Press Bureau, and we have every confidence that he will carry out his new duties in the same efficient manner that has characterized his work here.


We regret to record the death, which took place from heart failure on the 4th inst., of Sergt. Maj. H. C. C. Berends, who was attached to the Camp during the first few months of our internment. The deceased, who was only 38 years of age, was very popular, and his loss will be deeply felt. Our sympathies are with his sorrowing wife and children. The funeral took place on the 8th inst., the Brigade being represented by a detachment of petty officers and men with the Brass Band in attendance.


We propose inserting an illustrated Entertainments article in next month’s issue, and trust to be able to make a representative selection of views.






Our Comrades at Döberitz.




We are pleased to be able to state that the Bread Fund, about which so much has been written in these pages, is working well, though there is room for extension. So far, the annual income from all sources has been sufficient to supply our comrades in Germany with a 4 lb loaf apiece per week. This is satisfactory, and has removed a load of anxiety from the minds of the promoters of the Fund; but they have no wish to rest on their oars while there is yet work to be done and there are other fields of labour. Food is certainly the most necessary of necessaries, and a sure and regular supply of the ‘staff of life’ is a boon which we know from first-hand information is more than appreciated by the recipients. There are, however, other deficiencies crying for instant remedy. The men have a meagre supply of service uniforms, but they are almost destitute of boots, underwear and the extra wraps, so necessary to protect them from the rigours of the coming winter which physically they will be far less fitted to bear than the last after over twelve months’ incarceration and want of proper nourishment. An appeal is therefore being made to raise funds to send out at once an adequate supply of warm woollen garments and boots. The work is in the capable hands of Mrs. Wilfred Henderson, wife of the Commodore and we cannot do better than quote her own words on behalf of our unfortunate comrades, in whom she takes such a maternal interest: “They have been prisoners in Germany for more than a year, and it seems evident that there is no hope of their liberation for some time to come. At the present moment they are in tents. Their clothes are now worn out; and considering the lowered condition of their constitutions, owing to insufficient and unsuitable food, they are in no state to face the rigours of a German winter a second time. Their only hope is the arrival of the parcels from home. Besides food the parcels must now contain warm clothing. The separation allowance of these Bluejackets’ and Marines’ wives and dependents being only 6s., they are unable to provide their men with the necessary food and clothing. I started a Clothing Fund for these prisoners last year, and am now in process of sending them parcels. I shall be most grateful for gifts in money to enable me to purchase in quantity at reduced prices and Service pattern. They need boots, sizes nine and ten, Navy ‘flannels’, dark blue jerseys and mufflers, socks (dark grey), khaki cardigans and mufflers, khaki shirts and mittens”.


We need hardly enlarge on such an appeal. It will be sufficient if we remark that remittances should be sent direct to Mrs. Wilfred Henderson, “Keffolds”, Hazlemere.


P. B.






IF.

(With apologies to Rudyard Kipling).




If you can take a lot, such as internment,

With all its uniformities and care,

And stand, and not give way to slackness,

But as a Briton, work and grin and bear,


If little things, like change of diet, tempt you

To ‘strafe’ the Cooks, the Navy and the State,

As o’er each mouthful apt to murmur,

Just think! a certain ‘lager’ and your mate.


If after many dreary minutes ‘ranko’,

The Gate, and photo anywhere but there,

Keep cool! first query at the office,

Don’t stand and keep the others, while you swear.


If somehow decent numbers seem to miss you,

To go to those Camp parlance calls ‘The Few’,

Cheer up! those buzzes of extension

Will soon include you in amongst them too.


If sport appears to hold no laurels for you,

And ‘Arts and Crafts’ are also distant too,

Just try the poor old humble Route-march,

It may come useful yet, before you’re thro’.


If these few little axioms serve to help you,

If you can ‘stick it’ when the others fail,

If ‘carry on’ is made your daily motto,

Then over greater things you will prevail.


L. W. H.






Navy Punishments in the Olden Days.




Between the punitive
methods in vogue during the latter part of the eighteenth, and the early part
of the nineteenth century, and those employed at the present time, there is a
striking contrast. Increased educational facilities amongst our seamen, the
dictates of humanity, and recognition of the truth underlying the old adage
“prevention is better than cure”, have all had their effect upon the progress
of reform, and such paraphernalia and ‘procedure as bilboes, ducking,
keel-hauling, whipping at the capstan, and scraping the tongue, are quite
outside the experiences of the present generation.


Under the “Rules of
Discipline and Good Government to be observed on board His Majesty’s Ships of
War” in the last half of the eighteenth century, Commanding Officers were directed
to suppress all practices contrary to discipline and obedience, and “to correct
those who are guilty of the same according to the usages of the sea”. There was
a rule prescribing for swearing and drunkenness — in the case of Officers, fines;
and in the case of Seamen, for the former — the wearing of a “wooden collar or
some other shameful badge of distinction”, and for the latter — “confinement in
irons until the offender be sober”. Another rule was prohibitive inasmuch as it
limited the infliction of flogging to “twelve lashes upon his bare back with a
cat-o’-ninetails, according to the practice of the sea”. More serious offences
appear to have been punished by the infliction of one or other of the severer
chastening methods referred to above, without a free administration of which it
was supposed by many that discipline would not exist, and of which, perhaps the
most drastic was that of scraping the tongue. There is little doubt but that
the conduct of some Captains of the eighteenth century was tyrannical and brutal
and the limitation of flogging to twelve strokes seems to indicate that the
authorities were alive to this fact, and were, moreover, even in those days, by
no means firm believers in the “cat” as a method of coercion and restraint.


About Nelson’s time this
limitation in the number of strokes was removed. The efficacy of the “cat” to
procure anything and everything was then put to the test, and the power of the Captain
was influenced only by his judgment. As a result, it was during the earlier
part of the eighteenth century that this form of punishment appears to have
been enforced with great ferocity, and in a degree altogether disproportionate
to the offences it was supposed to check whilst in some cases there is reason
to fear that its infliction was merely to gratify the personal spite, or suit
the whim of a martinet. Happily all this is now changed,
recent amendments to the Naval Discipline Act having done much towards
eliminating possibilities of injustice. Life on board ship is no longer
surrounded by a halo of fear; the “cat” is unknown; penalties are awarded according
to a fixed scale, and although in the event of the preventive influence of
minor punishments failing, recourse to irons, cells, or imprisonment is
possible, injustices do not exist, and the penalties incurred by the offender
cannot exceed the scheduled allowance.


The methods of the Naval
Discipline Act, as it stands today, may be considered akin to those of the
Mikado of operatic fame, whose objective was:


“To let the punishment
fit the crime,

“The punishment fit the crime.”


There is a story told by
Captain M. H. Barber (an old sailor) in “Sketches of Greenwich Hospital”. It is
entitled “The Point of Honour”, and shows how one seaman would not ‘split on’ another
even though he was to be flogged for his silence. An order had been issued that
no man should sing-out when hauling on a rope. One day, someone at the capstan
encouraged his mates to further exertions by shouting “Hurrah, my boys, heave!“
The captain overheard the cry and ordered the offender to be brought before him
for disposal, but an officer picked out the wrong man. All work ceased and
everyone was piped on deck to witness the punishment. The innocent man, now a
prisoner, was brought upon the scene in charge of the master-at-arms and a
Marine guard, whilst the surgeon stood by in readiness to feel the pulse or
supply water. “Why” said the Captain, “did you disobey my orders?” “It warn’t me
sir: I never opened my lips”, replied the victim. Then the poor fellow was
stripped to the waist, seized up, hats were taken off, and the articles of war,
giving power to inflict the punishment, were read. “Boatswain, give him two
dozen” said the Captain. The tails of the “cat” were cleared, the arm of the
boatswain’s mate lifted and the first blow was about to fall, when a man rushed
out crying, “Avast! it was I that sung-out at the capstan”, and in an instant
his shirt was over his head, and his back bare. “Stop!“ says the Captain to the
boatswain’s mate, and then turning to the seaman: “Why didn’t you come forward
before?” “Because, sir” was the reply “l was in hopes you would have taken my
messmate’s word, for axing your pardon, he never tells a lie. But when I saw
him about to suffer for me — no, no; I couldn’t stand that”. “And did he know
it was you?” “Yes, your honour, he knew it well; I was alongside of him at the
bar; but he scorned to flinch”. “Cast him off, and pipe down”, said the Captain;
“and” concludes the author, “it was a sight to see the two bare-backed dogs
grasp each other’s hands and walk off together”.


F. W. H.






“Ikey”.




There are a number of persons and things which though insignificant in themselves have sprung into prominence since we first set foot in Groningen, and perhaps it would not be out of place to devote a few lines to these several objects in our monthly review.


Our choice of topic is somewhat embarrassing, for the subjects that occur to us are legion. We might touch on the Camp Dreadnought, “Ma”, “Aggie”, the Office stove, “Goatty”, “Longcake”, — to mention only a few — , but in defiance of what our feminist readers may say — and we feel sure they will cavil at our choice — we give pride of place to “Ikey”.


He is typical of his class, small of stature, grizzly, ill-kempt, with shambling gait and nasal twang, a stickler for cash (c.o.d. is his motto), possessed of indomitable energy in pursuit of the shining stiver. He introduced himself to us on the platform, when we steamed into Groningen, pestering us to buy monkey nuts and hard pears, and he has hovered round us ever since, for ever buoyed up with the belief that all English men have “Monny in the pokkit”. During the early months, we were close prisoners, and the pushing son of Israel’s only means of intercourse with us was through the railings in front of the Kazerne. Undeterred however by the singular experience of Englishmen without Free Trade, he plied a vigorous business, and established quite a connection. In this he was assisted by his association with the canteen manager, under whom he came to hold an honorary position as Chief of the Transport Department. When the Camp was purged of Semitic influence, “Ikey” blossomed forth into an independent merchant, and cultivating an ingratiating manner (so easy for every son of Sion) to supplement his keen eye for business, he used to lie in ambush for any considerable party leaving the Camp. Even “small fry” in the shape of two’s and three’s were not beneath his attention, but he specialized in large contingents — route marchers, football and bioscope parties, etc. Everywhere “lkey” is a familiar sight; indeed no place of sport or amusement would be complete without his unique figure, and his raucous tones urging men to invest their stivers in his delectable wares.


When we leave Groningen, and the memories of internment are growing dim with years, we shall still miss “Ikey”, that quasi-retainer of the Camp; and it will seem strange when we visit Stamford Bridge or Twickenham, or turn into the Oxford or the New Tivoli, if “Ikey” is not there, to bandy words with us about the price of apples or the proverbial banbury cakes — that cosmopolitan son of no man’s land, embodiment of all that is Jewish. How Dickens would have loved to meet him!


S. T. Tigar.






Entertainments.




The entertainments this month have been few but of great interest. Early in the month we had the pleasure of a visit from the Café Royal Orchestra who provided a very fine vocal and instrumental concert, Miss Kloosterhuis and Mr. Swildens rendering some excellent solos. As a small mark of appreciation Miss Kloosterhuis was presented with a bouquet during the interval.


On October 15th we had our first Fancy Dress Ball this season. It was not entirely a success largely owing to the fact that men were not allowed to invite friends from the town, and also because a very small percentage of the men turned up in Fancy Dress. As a means to an evening’s enjoyment it served its purpose splendidly, all present entering into the dancing with a right good will; and the programme went off without a hitch, which speaks well for the efforts of the Promoter and the M. C. The prizes were judiciously allotted, and we have to congratulate the “Charlie Chaplins” and the “Ladies” on their very realistic “get up”.


The Operatic Society, assisted by lady members and friends, treated us to a very excellent concert on Oct. 22nd and some splendid numbers were presented. The Gilbert and Sullivan choruses went down very well, and a special word of praise is due to the ladies, who notwithstanding the difficulties of singing in our language performed so creditably. A pleasant interlude was made when Sergt. Harwood presented the Rev. Barton with a small souvenir of his stay here, as a mark of the affection and esteem he has inspired during the few weeks he has been in the Camp.


The Vocal and Orchestral concert held on the 29th was not a very successful one. The atmosphere of the Hall was decidedly chilly, and many of the men obviously preferred the warmth of the huts. Seamen Stevens, Linley and Hicks rendered their items well, but taking the programme as a whole, the standard was not high.


The Commodore opened this Season’s series of lectures, when he gave us a very instructive and highly amusing account of “A Slave Cruising Commission on the East Coast of Africa”. The lecture was illustrated by a number of very interesting lantern slides dealing with native and European life on that coast, and also giving us some idea of the fine scenery to be seen in that part of the world. The fact that his yarns were personal experiences gave them an added spice, and made the evening pass all too quickly. At ten o’clock the lecture was far from finished, but we are pleased to be able to announce that we shall have the
pleasure of hearing the sequel in the near future.


This month we have to
congratulate the Dramatic Society on securing their first engagement in the
Town. They produced “A Pair of Spectacles” at the Nieuwe Schouwburg, and so far
as the performance was concerned, the production was a marked success.
Considering the enthusiastic reception they received in the Camp and the added
facilities for staging provided by the Theatre, such was only to be expected.
We regret the audience was so small, but everybody present thoroughly
appreciated the performance and entered into the humour of the piece. We hope
to have the pleasure of attending another of their productions before long and
wish them every success in their future engagements.


Owing to unforeseen
circumstances and to the indisposition of a number of its members, we have not
had the pleasure of listening to the Brass Band in the Recreation Hall. Their concerts
have been sorely missed.


The improvements in the
Recreation Hall are completed; the stage is now considerably enlarged, and we
have to thank Ldg. Smn. Ashton and Smn. Davis for the re-painting of the wings.


It is with pleasure that
we have to report that a Minstrel Troupe has now been formed. It has a
membership of over twenty, including some men of exceptional talent, and all
are workers. The Troupe already has a programme under way and hopes to be able
to give its first show before Christmas. We wish “Massa Johnson” and his able
band of “Darkies” the best of luck.


There is a rumour going
the rounds that we are to have a visit from the Rev. A. J. Waldron of Brixton
early in the New Year. He hopes to spend his Christmas with the troops in the
trenches, and then come on to Groningen. We feel sure that we express the
opinion of all here, when we say that he will receive the heartiest of welcomes.


Might we suggest that an
occasional Whist Drive would prove a very popular addition to our weekly
programmes and could also be made a source of revenue to the Funds that are
doing so much to alleviate the lot of our more unfortunate comrades in Germany.


In closing we wish to
point out that our next month’s issue will be an illustrated Entertainments
Number, and we would advise our readers to order their copies in advance.




“The Follies”.




October has been quite a busy month for “Manager” Penley and his troupe. Early in the month they fulfilled two engagements away from Groningen, one at Winschoten and the other at Hoogezand, and from reports received from these quarters we understand the performances went off very well.


They have also given two performances in the Camp, presenting an entirely new programme. We are sorry to say that the first, on November 5th, was not entirely a success, a number of the items falling rather “flat”, and the programme as a whole was not up to their usual high standard. It is probably the very high standard they have attained that has made Camp opinion rather critical of late, a fact that they seem to have, in all modesty, overlooked, but one which they would do well to take into consideration in their future productions.


The second performance on November 6th, was a marked improvement, the programme being altered in one or two respects. “Speeding up the Old Programme” was a decided success; it put life into the programme and set the audience going.


We regretted the absence of Seaman Bourne at the piano, his accompaniments being sorely missed. The scenic and lighting effects were alike excellent and reflect the greatest credit on Seamen Godfrey and Windibank respectively. The latter is the latest acquisition of the “Guvnor” and is further evidence of the shrewdness and foresight which he has so often demonstrated in the past.


“The Follies” are also giving two performances in the town at the Nieuwe Schouwburg on November 9th and 11th, but as we have to go to press, we are unable to report on these engagements. We content ourselves with wishing them every success.







Fishing.



The art of Izaak Walton appears to flourish in this part of Holland, perhaps because it is of a somewhat indolent nature. I have been a lifelong devotee of fishing, and seeing at the commencement of the season an opportunity of again taking up my favourite hobby, I procured the necessary rod and tackle, and with a joyful heart betook myself to a canal near by. I used ordinary garden worms as bait, but owing perhaps to want of practice, my early endeavours were fruitless, despite the fact that I often remained on the bank for several hours. My excursions were frequent, but for a time met with no better success. Still I was not discouraged and every visit was a pleasure to me. I found it a very desirable change from Camp life to be able to sit on the grassy bank by the clear peaceful waters, puffing at an
affectionate briar and watching passing craft every now and then pausing in my
thoughts to deal with an apparent nibble or re-bait my hook. One evening I was
surprised at my post by several members of “The Follies” gliding along the
placid waters in divers strange craft. Of course they submitted me to a running
fire of chaff, suggesting that I should “shake pepper on the water, and when
the fish come to the surface to sneeze, hit them on the head”.


My subsequent visits to
the canal were somewhat more successful, and on several occasions I succeeded
in landing fish worthy of being brought back to the Camp. I had ideas of eating
them, but on being cleaned and cooked, they had not the firmness and sweetness
one finds in their fellows taken from the rivers and lakes of the British
Isles. On one occasion I was lucky enough to catch a medium sized eel, which I
naturally brought home as evidence of my angling ability. One cannot do much
with a single eel however, and in anticipation of further captures, I kept it
alive. For several days it swam about in a pail of water; at the end of that
time, meeting with no further success in the eel department, I tried to give my
prize away, but — ”nothing doing”! Although my messmates are very kind-hearted,
they did not seem to relish the idea of keeping the eel as a pet, and as it had
not, as far as I knew, committed any crime deserving of death I quietly passed
it through the barbed wire to a sympathetic sentry, who obliged me by returning
it to its natural element.


An old gentleman, whose
acquaintance I made one day whilst on the canal, invited me to fish with him on
the following Saturday afternoon, and accepting the invitation, I was on the spot
at the appointed time. Our theatre of operations was not the canal, but a dyke
running at right angles to it; I hardly dare suggest that we fished there, for
my conscience still pricks me when I think of the unsportsmanlike method we
adopted. We stretched one net with cork floats and metal sinkers across the
dyke, and another about twenty paces further along. Working from the second
net, we stirred up the mud in every inch of the intervening space, and then hauled
in the first net to investigate our catch. The operation was repeated a little
higher up-stream, and so on, and each time we met with a certain amount of
success. My share of the spoil was half a dozen fish, locally known as “baars”
— in English: “perch”. I had a somewhat triumphal entry into the Camp, but I
felt like a pirate. The method is simple enough, and effective too, but hardly
‘sporty’. After my wanton transgression of the unwritten laws of this historic
sport, I almost expected to have the immortal Izaak’s ghost hovering about my
bunk in the silent hours; fortunately however, my dreams were undisturbed. It
is only fair to mention under this head that the members of the Anglers’
Society here are very strict about the methods they use and the size of the
fish they take from the water.


S. A. H.






Impressions of the Camp.




To write something interesting on a subject about which the reader knows as much as, if not more than the writer, is by no means an easy task, more especially when the ground has already been turned over. However, the subject being prescribed I gladly give my impressions.


Coming from the most mountainous region of the “land of brown heath and shaggy wood, land of the mountain and the flood”, to a country a description of which would be the very antithesis of that, with its limitless stretches of level surface intersected by a network of canals, serving many purposes, and demonstrating in a malted degree man’s power of converting the bad master into a good servant, one’s first feeling is that of intense interest and wonder on viewing such a perfect contrast. But perhaps the greatest surprise for me in Holland was the Interneeringskamp.


A man leaves home with certain preconceived ideas of the conditions and surroundings of interned men, but on arrival at the Camp gates these ideas very soon give place to more favourable ones. Here the “prisoners” are streaming out, each man going where his inclinations lead him — except home — without restraint, save the obligation of returning by a certain hour. Not less surprising is the sight inside the gate. Instead of the bleak and cheerless place one expected to find it is like entering Princes Street Gardens in Edinburgh. This first view, with its splendid arrangement and varied beauty is perhaps the distinctive feature of the Camp, making it unique of its kind and reflecting the greatest credit on the taste and labour of those who have made “the desert blossom as the rose”.


The influence of such surroundings, although silent in its operation, is mighty for good, for to look with interest on the delicate beauty of a flower is to be elevated in soul. Although less attractive in appearance, yet equally necessary are the results of skill and labour in the vegetable gardens. In this quarter the discovery of live stock of every description adds greatly to the interest, giving it the aspect of a small farm yard. It would be superfluous for the purpose of the Camp Magazine to speak in detail of the numerous buildings, and arrangements for work and play, all of which seem to meet admirably the requirements of a military camp.


When one turns from the material aspect to study human life the subject is far more subtle and difficult. Human nature has always been one of its own most difficult puzzles, but for a general impression I have no hesitation in saying that to me it is one of admiration and astonishment. The varied talent displayed in craft and
handiwork of every kind, in woodwork, in threadwork, in carving, in painting,
in rug and mat making, and even in converting the wooden shoe into an ornament
of beauty, is wonderful, and exhibits great artistic skill and extra ordinary
patience — qualities which in most cases were only latent until enforced
leisure brought the opportunity for their exercise. No doubt the development of
these dormant capabilities will be a great gain to life and character, when Groningen
is like a dream of the past. Life is often enriched by “coming apart into a
desert place and resting awhile”.


To examine the work done
in the workshops and the huts is a study in art. Not less pleasing or less
remarkable are the musical and vocal attainments. From the pipe-organ to the
mouth-organ there is hardly an instrument but finds a capable master, and not
to mention the Brass Band with its able conductor, playing as it does so large
a part in the life of the Camp, would be unpardonable. The great success of “The
Follies” at public entertainments in the town and elsewhere is well-known
throughout the whole country, and is a tribute to the talent and ability of
those who arrange and carry through with such marked distinction their
individual and collective parts.


In speaking of the moral
side of the life in the Camp, that also, so far as I have seen it, is on a high
level. For the last two months I have been in the Camp every day, and I have
not heard a single objectionable word. I do not live in a fool’s paradise to
infer from this that in a Camp of 1500 men all are saints. Half an hour at the
gate at ten p.m. will soon convince one that there are those who would need to drink
more from the fountain of wisdom and less from another, and if these few would
remember that not only their own destiny and character are at stake, but also
the good name of the Camp and the respect of the British sailor, they would take
greater care to “walk circumspectly”. There is another man I would give a word
of friendly advice to; that is he who is fonder of his bed than of healthy
exercise. The care of the body is a religious duty which no one can neglect
with impunity, and one of the worst ways of discharging it is to lie half the
day in bed. The provision made for healthy exercise in the recreation grounds,
tennis courts, gymnasium, workshops, gardens, etc., leaves no excuse for the decadence
of physical powers. There is also for most men the best opportunity they will
ever have of storing their minds with useful knowledge and of developing the
intellectual side of their natures. A large variety of books and magazines are available,
and the wise man will not let the opportunity knock at a closed door. One of
the best things about the Camp is the scope there is for the exercise of every
man’s gifts, and if these are now starved by idleness, he will regret it when conditions
are changed, and he has to resume Life’s battle.




I shall only add that I
esteem it a very great privilege to be associated even for a short period with
the Officers and men. From Dutch and British alike I have received the greatest
kindness and courtesy, of which I shall carry away with me the highest
appreciation. My work, which is principally among the Gaelic men is most
pleasant and agreeable. Besides visiting the sick, who fortunately are a very
small percentage, I conduct two services, sometimes three, every Sabbath, and
four religious services and three classes — Gaelic, Greek, Hebrew — during the
week. This may seem heavy work, but I am glad to say that I do not find it so.
The splendid attendance at, and the interest shown in all the services are not
only a great encouragement and stimulus, but make the work both a joy and a privilege,
and when I return to my home and work in Scotland, I shall carry with me very
pleasant memories of the Interneeringskamp.


Rev. D. M. Cameron M.A.







“Shrapnel Jack”.



A sad accident occurred on Saturday Nov. 6th. Our smooth-haired terrier, one of our Antwerp trophies, known to all the Camp as “Shrapnel Jack”, was leading a party of the O.T.C. for Scoutmasters on one of their training excursions, when a fast travelling motor car suddenly swung round a turn in the road. Our canine comrade was taken completely unawares, and could not escape the cruel wheels which passed over his back. Mortally injured, he managed to crawl to the side of the road, his eyes fixed in a deathlike stare, while the agent of destruction was quickly swallowed up in a cloud of dust. Then turning in the direction of the Camp, and paying a last tribute to the kindness and affection of his interned masters by licking their hands, he expired.


His loss has removed one of the landmarks of “Timbertown”. No one knows the exact spot where “Shrapnel Jack” joined the First Royal Naval Brigade. He probably attached himself to us during the long and arduous march to St. Gilles Station, losing his pristine owners in the surging crowd of fugitives pouring out of Antwerp, and doubtless recognising instinctively the inherent regard which every naval man has for animal life. Anyhow, once he had found us, he would not leave us, and he has borne all the rigours and hardships of internment with philosophic resignation. A fine looking and wonderfully intelligent dog, he was a favourite with all ratings, and his loss will leave a real blank in the list of Brigade pets.




R.N.B. Chess Club.




Our notes this month must of necessity be apologetic, for here we are in mid-November and our activities have not yet commenced. Perhaps some blame is attaching to ourselves, but a full exposition of the facts will make the situation clear. Chess, as everyone will agree, is a game requiring great concentration, and properly to focus one’s attention, it is essential to enjoy perfect quiet in congenial surroundings. By no stretch of the imagination can we be said to enjoy such conditions here. Last season our Headquarters were in the Recreation Hall, and though we were met as far as possible by the authorities the whole atmosphere of the place was decidedly detrimental to really good play. Men had to be coaxed, or mildly coerced into coming in to play off their games, and a deal of unnecessary work was thus thrown on the Club officials. This season another difficulty has arisen. We are enjoying more leave, and the multiplication of special duty-men has rather upset the strict idea of Battalion Leave, with the result that it is well nigh impossible to turn out a Battalion team on any given night. Thus the vitality of the Club seems likely to be sapped, for Battalion matches are instrumental in providing a deal of healthy rivalry.


We have already approached the ‘powers that be’ for permission to hold our meetings ashore, but the outlook can hardly be described as hopeful. However, with our customary cheerfulness, we resolutely refuse to look on the pessimistic side of things, feeling sure that something will be done to meet so strong a demand for such an absorbing and intellectual recreation.


Members who have hardly grasped the situation are clamouring for some sign of activity, but under the adverse circumstances at present prevailing, the Committee do not feel justified in attempting a start. This is to be regretted the more, as the Club has aroused no little interest in the Chess World. The British Chess Federation have kindly offered a Challenge Shield for competition among the three Battalions, and such has, been accepted, but the present state of affairs has somewhat upset calculations. The Club are also indebted to Mr. G. C. A. Oskam of Rotterdam, who has generously presented us with six complete chess sets, and has moreover put us in communication with a number of Dutch organizations anxious to meet us in friendly combat. Once we have been able to fix on a Headquarters then, we shall go right ahead, and a busy season is assured. .


T. J.






COULD YOU?




In and out of the hut they come,

Some appear happy, others glum,

Many talkative, many dumb.

A year has left its mark on some,

But each one’s eyes seem this to say:

‘How shall we pass our rime to-day?’


In and out of the hut they go,

Walking aimlessly to and fro.

Where are you going? I don’t know,

I’m walking about just like so,

Trying to think of something to say,

Wondering what to do to-day.


So many months have passed by,

Study has failed — you wonder why!

Hearing of friends that fall and die,

Thinking of ones that nightly cry

For us, while on their beds they lie,

Then rest, dreaming of days gone by.


To ye, who say we chances miss,

I’ll tell one thing, and that is this:

‘Man is not built to cease to care,

‘Because his loved ones are not there.

‘From reading books you cannot gain,

‘When perhaps those ones are in pain.

‘Each day’s a trial to go through,

‘We cannot study — nor could you’.


R. D.






R. N. B. Association
Football Club.




There has been little to interfere with the progress of Inter-Company games during the past month, and favoured by the Clerk of the Weather, we have been able to go right ahead. Actually, a short spell of wet would not be amiss, in so far as it would give the field a much-needed chance of recovering its quondam verdant aspect. A regular fixture-list of two matches a day has worked havoc with the turf, and a course of “Tatcho” or some such restorative would appear advisable. Unofficial games too, are constantly being arranged, rival ‘messes’ battling for cheese or jam, and with such an incentive it is not to be wondered at that strenuous play results.


Reference to the League Tables will show that Collingwood D are the leaders in both Divisions, a dual distinction that has not been won by any Club before in either the Summer or the Winter sport. The Company contains a strong crowd of sportsmen, and will take some dislodging from the head of affairs. The second team still preserve their unbeaten record.


Below are the Tables up to the week ending Nov. 6th:




First League.


  
    
      
        	
        	P
        	W
        	L
        	D
        	Goals
        	Pts
      


      
        	For
        	Ag.
      


      
        	Collingwood D
        	8
        	5
        	1
        	2
        	12
        	3
        	12
      


      
        	Collingwood A
        	8
        	4
        	2
        	2
        	19
        	8
        	10
      


      
        	Hawke B
        	8
        	4
        	2
        	2
        	16
        	15
        	10
      


      
        	Benbow D
        	8
        	3
        	2
        	3
        	12
        	12
        	9
      


      
        	Hawke A
        	8
        	3
        	4
        	1
        	9
        	12
        	7
      


      
        	Collingwood B
        	7
        	2
        	3
        	2
        	7
        	5
        	6
      


      
        	Benbow A & B
        	8
        	2
        	4
        	2
        	9
        	15
        	6
      


      
        	Hawke C
        	7
        	2
        	4
        	1
        	5
        	12
        	5
      


      
        	Benbow C
        	8
        	1
        	4
        	3
        	5
        	12
        	5
      

    
  


  


  Second League


  
    
      
        	
        	P
        	W
        	L
        	D
        	Goals
        	Pts
      


      
        	For
        	Ag.
      


      
        	Collingwood D
        	6
        	4
        	0
        	2
        	24
        	6
        	10
      


      
        	Collingwood B
        	8
        	4
        	2
        	2
        	23
        	15
        	10
      


      
        	Hawke A
        	7
        	3
        	1
        	3
        	12
        	9
        	9
      


      
        	Benbow A & B
        	7
        	4
        	2
        	1
        	15
        	13
        	9
      


      
        	Benbow C
        	6
        	4
        	2
        	0
        	10
        	11
        	8
      


      
        	Petty Officers
        	7
        	3
        	3
        	1
        	16
        	17
        	7
      


      
        	Hawke C
        	7
        	2
        	2
        	3
        	15
        	17
        	7
      


      
        	Benbow D
        	8
        	2
        	3
        	3
        	12
        	17
        	7
      


      
        	Collingwood A
        	7
        	2
        	5
        	0
        	13
        	19
        	4
      


      
        	Hawke B
        	7
        	0
        	5
        	2
        	3
        	22
        	2
      

    
  





Out-matches have been
scarce this month, the only fixture being Hawke Battalion v. Be Quick on Sunday
Oct. 24th. A well contested game, lacking rather in finish owing to both teams
being under full strength, ended fittingly enough in a draw of one goal each.
We hear rumours of the Brigade Team going ‘on tour’, but no official
information is yet to hand. Perhaps the “buzz” added extra stimulus to the
efforts of the players in the Brigade Trial Match on Saturday Nov. 6th, for certainly
a first-class exhibition of football was given; the Selection Committee will
have no enviable task!


To show our appreciation
of the efforts of the Dutch on behalf of Sport in general, and of “Soccer” in
particular, it has been decided to present a Challenge Cup for annual open competition.
The Cup will be provided by public subscription in the Camp, and on our
departure herefrom will he handed over to the Nederlandsche Voetbalbond for
Competition among Dutch Clubs.






R. N. B. Athletic Club.




Things have been rather quiet in Athletic circles during the past month, and nothing of preponderating importance has figured in the weekly programme to overshadow the regular Club runs. Members have turned, out in fair numbers for jaunts over varying stretches of road and some splendid spins have been indulged in. It is a pity that more men do not avail themselves of the facilities thus offered. The courses are graded to suit all classes of runners and even the least venturesome need have no fear of overstrain. There is no finer tonic than a brisk or leisurely trot (according to temperament and ability) in the open country. It is marvellous how it invigorates one; and not only is it a wonderful aid to fitness, but it helps greatly to foster one’s interest in the Club. Perhaps the less energetic members will take these words to heart, and shake off the slough of their lackadaisical habits!


Looking ahead, we see a busy time for the “Harriers”. Before these lines appear in print, the Club Marathon, extending over a course of some 15 miles, will be past history. There are 20 or 30 entrants and a keen race is assured. Training has been rigorously attended to, and some of the runners have been particularly thorough in their work of preparation. The process of ‘hardening’ is now completed and the dawn of the great day is eagerly awaited.


A 5 mile cross-country race has also been arranged, though the date is not yet fixed; and doubtless with a view to working off the effects of the Christmas dissipations, a 10 mile walking race will be held on Boxing Day.






Rugby Football.




The weather keeping fine and enthusiasm waxing high, Rugby has leapt into public favour in a most gratifying manner. With recruits flocking in, it is only reasonable to expect that the quality of play in scratch games has been flavoured with a tendency to scrappiness and wildness, but for all that many interesting and enjoyable games have resulted.


In the Inter-Battalion matches, the play has attained a standard that leaves little to be desired, and with the season just commencing many good games can be expected in the future. Honours are at present held by “Collingwood”, but with so much new and promising talent joining up, it is too early to predict who will eventually hold premier position. “Collingwood”, with 16 points to their credit in their match with “Hawke”, appear to have demonstrated their superiority, but with neither team at its full strength, and the “Hawkes” not seeming to settle down, future matches can be expected to be more evenly contested. Despite the margin of points it was a most keen and fast game, but whereas “Collingwoods” took advantage of every opportunity, “Hawkes” seemed just to miss them.


“Benbows” have been unfortunate in losing some of their best men, and in their game with the “Hawkes” seemed rather disorganized and lacking in combination. The result, 8 points each, came as a surprise, as popular opinion favoured “Benbows”, who on paper appeared much the stronger and faster team. As it worked out, however, general opinion was not justified; the “Hawes”, who lost a man in the first ten minutes and were therefore one short all through the game, keeping their opponents in their own territory three quarters of the game, and being very unlucky not to win.


The best game that has been played here was undoubtedly the “Red” and “Blue” match, embracing two teams selected from the Brigade. It was a fast and open game from start to finish, and with the “Red” halves feeding their three’s well, some very pretty and effective passing was seen. A few more such games and there is no doubt that like Soccer, Rugger will catch on and become one of the recognised sports in this part of the world.


We have a good field, and by the courtesy of our Officers, plenty of leave in which to indulge it, and if the standard of play improves to the extent it already has, we can look forward with every confidence to a most successful season.






Business.


New readers who have purchased complete sets of the Magazine can now follow more closely the gradual development of our life here. To one who wishes to become familiar with our trials and troubles, and with the various organizations of the Camp — their birth and growth — , we would suggest that a set of Camp Magazines would amply supply the need, and give the outsider some idea of certain aspects of our life during the past twelve months. The sales are hardly up to our expectations, and we still have a certain number of complete sets in stock, which can be forwarded to England at a cost of 2s. or obtained in the Camp for one guilder.


The figures for our last issue exceded all previous records, and the inclusion of photographs, judging from the number of testimonials received from different sources, proved a great success. Numerous requests have been made to reproduce photographs in every issue, but at present it is impossible to do so as so many difficulties have to be surmounted, chief among which is the item of expense. Perhaps later . . . . but who knows what the future has in store?
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Editorial.


  The Old Year passed noisily away, as unnoticed as an unwelcome visitor, while the New Year was boisterously acclaimed in the time-honoured fashion. The Band and the Pipers were well to the fore, and to their harmonious strains, such old and appropriate melodies, as “Auld Lang Syne”, rang through the Huts. The Pipers and the Drummers, especially, seemed imbued with the New Year spirit of hope and happiness, and their enthusiasm was catching. Nor must we forget outside sources, and to our many friends and sympathisers, who have helped to promote our pleasure and comfort during our exile, we extend a hearty vote of thanks.


  Much as we deprecate striking a sorrowful note thus early in the New Year, we led impelled to voice an expression of regret, that the Commodore is to leave us for a while, to undergo a serious operation. We can only hope for a successful result, and his speedy restoration to complete health.


  We are glad to see a new contributor to our pages in the Rev. N. A. Lash, who has lately joined our Chaplain to assist him in his work. Petty Officer Cooke, too, makes his bow to our readers, explaining a further addition to the sphere of Camp activities. The Rev. H. H. Coryton is responsible for the Church Notes, and draws a vivid picture of the strictly religious side of Christmas in the Camp. Smn. R. D. Fielder favours us with some neat lines on the Pipes, while an anonymous contributor writes lightly round the topic “Don’t Worry” The Chief Writer, S. W. Kedge, gives some interesting details about the formation of the Petty Officers Club, and Smn. C. Oakes, not content with seeing his work on our title-page alone, writes a pithy article immortalizing the “Happy Dustman”.


  Several new developments of Camp life are recorded in our pages. The Minstrels have made their début, and in view of the fine reception accorded them, may be confidently looked upon as having finally established themselves in our Entertainment world. The Debating Society, too, is a new growth, and with a distinctly edifying atmosphere pervading it, looms large and assertively on the horizon. We place great hopes in it proving itself one of the Camps most popular forms of amusement and recreation.


  On a par with this departure, is the inclusion of Whist Drives in our sphere of organized entertainments. Cards have ever been popular among us — as all the world over, and it needed but the organizing skill of a few energetic souls to transfer the scattered players en masse, and dove-tail the various rival cliques into one harmonious whole in the Recreation Flail.


  Sport hardly provides us with an eloquent theme this month, and but for the Harriers, whose activities — in certain directions at any rate — are hardly affected to the same extent as other fields of sport by the climatic variations, we should have little to chronicle. Both Soccer and Rugger have been hard hit by the super-abundance of moisture, with which this corner of the earth has been blessed. This is a matter of deep regret, as during the month we received a visit from Jan Feith Esq., Editor of the Algemeen Handelsblad, — himself a keen sports-man, and as such, shewing great interest in all our various sporting activities. Still, regardless of the weather, every effort was made to give him at least an insight into the athletic side of our life, and, if we may judge from the eulogistic descriptions, he served up for the delectation of his readers, he was considerably impressed.


  Though we missed — alas! — the customary call of the postman on Boxing Day, and thus had to face the advent of a New Year unfortified by the cheery assurance of his interest in our well-being, we yet cannot cast off the slough of our pristine generous spirit. We are not entirely out of touch with the Post Office, for we have a representative department in the Camp — and the Staff, one and all, have borne the rigours of the Christmas season nobly. We tender them our heartfelt thanks and felicitations; to the Parcels Department, in particular, we feel extremely grateful.


  Since our last issue, there has been an apparent upheaval among the Press Staff; J. E. Farrell, 1st Writer, Sig. J. C. Aird, and Smn. D. Batstone have resigned, and it has not been thought advisable to fill the vacancies. C.P.O. Deasey has consented to come on to the Staff, and preside over our activities, and the personnel is thus reduced to five. It is hoped, by centralizing the concern, to expedite the work and put things on a more business-like footing. Sig. J. C. Aird is devoting his energies to the Signal School, and our loss is their gain.


  We have to record the advent among us of the crew of the “E 17”, — the submarine which was so unfortunately lost off the coast of Holland. No official news is yet to hand, but we hope for their own sakes that their stay in Groningen will only be in the nature of a fleeting visit.


  


  


  THE BAGPIPES

  


  All Xmas Day we heard them play

  A skirling tune, that died away

  To silence.

  They told us tales of heathered dales

  At peace, then swept by howling gales

  To seaward.


  Came softly then a tune, that men

  Have listened to in quiet glen,

  A gentle call that touches all:

  “Stand up for truth! Protect the small!”

  Of home they speak, but later seek

  With crimson glow to flush the cheek.

  The Battle’s strain! to make again

  Course fighting blood along the vein.

  For Hill and Dale and Scotland’s heather!

  Come, my brothers, band together.

  Barging, calling, loudly bawling,

  Asking, pleading, high, — then falling.


  Now low, they tell of bright bluebells,

  Of waving corn and verdant dells,

  Of happy times and Sunday chimes,

  Of cottages where creeper climbs,

  Crying, wailing, never failing

  To touch men, their hearts assailing.

  Now came a skirt, a scream, a swirl,

  Then soothing tones, as from a girl:

  “The New Year near! Have hope — no Fear!

  For future times are not so drear.

  Most things do end, clouds break and send

  Out sunlight rays, which heal and mend”.


  All Xmas Day we heard them play

  A skirting tune that died away

  To silence.

  The tales they told were tales of old,

  To help the weak, inspire the bold

  To Glory.


  R. D.

  


  Christmas Day in the Camp

  


  At 2.35 am. I received a musical but imperative invitation “to awake”. I did so; and for some moments lay entranced, my whole being tingling with admiration at the splendid rendering of the old Christmas carols. When it came to the point, “Good King Wencelas looked out”, I felt I could do no less; so I sprang from my couch, or rather, bundled from my bunk, (the “fiddle” on the edge still undoes me), and divided my only Christmas card among the party. They were very grateful; they went away.


  At 7 a.m. there was a good muster at the First Celebration; and at 10 a.m. there was a splendidly bright service, at which carols and Christmas hymns brought memories of other days, dear and distant. The Band gave life and gladness to this service. (Please note that if I stop now and again to shake hands with the Band, it is because I cannot help it, and because they deserve it.) After service the Commodore presented the four prizes specially sent out by Our Gracious Queen Mary for the best work sent in to the Exhibition. Both the day and the moment were most happy for such a presentation.


  Then came the inspection of the Huts by our Officers, while the occasion was further graced by the presence of ladies, who lingered in the Galley; for they grasped, as only ladies can, the thoroughness of the splendid work carried out so ably by Col. Sergt. Leeson and his staff. The latter had worked literally day and night; with the spirit of freemen, they had toiled like “galley slaves”. The Huts were most attractively decorated, presenting a vista of green and gay delight. On the tables were oblong crystal vessels — also lemonade! In every man’s place was a Christmas card, as dainty in design as Delft China, and to each card there was tied a packet of those joys that would presently send a soothing haze into the network of colour overhead.


  The Pipers gave the one touch needed for the feast by stirring every heart with martial music. At night there was a grand entertainment in the Recreation Hall, and every item of the splendid performance was appreciated to the full. The Pipers again delighted us, and “The Man in the Street” made one long for an opportunity of calling in at the “Pig and Whistle”, Limehouse. Of course the Band helped the whole thing to go with a swing. I offered to lend a hand, by holding up the Big Drum; but the drummer replied with a grave and kindly look, “It’s all right, sir; it’s resting on my Christmas pudden!” I gave a stealthy glance, to see if this adhered by strap or string, — until I understood the inner meaning; it was managed by a belt!


  Then came Christmas Night, when the Band and the Pipers kept everyone happy. Animation that might otherwise have become somewhat pronounced, worked itself off in much kicking of feet, which the owners believed to be splendid dancing, and the onlookers knew to be splendid fun. In fact, the Camp was full of good feeling and kindliness all round.


  Next day, and it is the verdict of next day that really counts, it was the general opinion that everything had gone off splendidly. A man I met had just said something of this kind, and then he paused. “Yes?” I queried, waiting for him to finish, “But the right place for Christmas is wi’ yer ain folk!” — a sentiment we all echo, and trust to find its fulfilment by Christmas 1916.

  


  “E 17”.

  


  The Camp was by no means looking its best when, to the sound of much cheering, and to the craning of many necks, the crew of the “E 17” marched through the gates. To look at them, with their unconcerned, swaggering gait, raising shouts of recognition as they espied “pals” in the crowd, no one would have imagined that they had had such a dose tussle with Death, aud braved so many perils in the assertion of Britain’s naval supremacy. Preceded by our Officers, and to the lustiest blasts of the Brass Band, they came — a weather-beaten, jury-rigged crew of typical British “matelots”, with the odour of the sea still clinging to their well-worn garments.


  Our welcome was not all that we could have wished, but the hour was hardly meet for more than an unofficial demonstration, and the rank and file contented themselves with hefty roars of sympathetic encouragement. However, the Quarter master’s Department were able to offer more tangible proof of good fellowship, and rose to the occasion in becoming style. Urgent necessaries were served out to them, and they were regaled with a substantial repast befitting the unique occasion and doing infinite credit to the efforts of Col.-Sergt. Leeson and the Galley Staff. Out thanks are due to the Stores and Culinary Departments for translating into actual fact what was only a vague wish in the mind of “Timbertown”.


  S. T. J.

  


  An Episode.

  


  It was a wet and cheerless night, but — I had to go ashore! Why I had to — I am unable to explain. Deep down I knew there was no necessity and furthermore, I didn’t want to go. It was my turn though; my name was posted in the Hut, and the persistent voice of the rover was too strong to be resisted. No sooner had I made up my mind than my hand instinctively went to my chin, and — encountered stubble. I sat down limp and dejected, and slowly began to review the situation. Desire fought with laziness, and common-sense wrestled with the spirit of unrest. At length — why precisely, I know not — I arose; scraped and plumed myself, and sallied forth.


  As I have previously stated, it was a damp night, and I am glad to say no particular notice was taken of what I said, as I stepped outside and — found a puddle! However, having vented my spleen thereon, I threaded my way very gingerly to the Main Gate, and linked up with a shuffling, impatient file, calling down all kinds of imprecations as they waited their turn to pass through the fateful portals. Progress was very slow, and in no way conducive to the popularity and eternal salvation of the Dutch Sergeant ticking off names and pay numbers, and handing out duplicate photographs. Bass and baritone, alto and treble voices, all harmonized in spirit — if not in melody — in abusing the animated figure we could dimly see through the murky panes of the Box-Office’ window. Slowly but surely we progressed, and after ten minutes’ shuffling — I found I had put on someone else’s overcoat (and my photograph in the pocket of my overcoat!) I forbear dwelling on the fruits of this discovery; the sympathetic reader will understand! Suffice it to say, my next twenty minutes were a time of strenuous activity and heated argument, and I was wearied in body and bruised in spirit when I bade farewell to my friend (who had been scouring the Camp for me), and set off along the road to freedom again.


  On my way to the Gate, I again stepped into the aforementioned puddle, and when I got to the barrier, I found to my dismay, the file was even longer and more irritable. Away ahead, voices could be distinguished above such exclamations as “Get a move on!” and the like, arguing in pigeon-English as to the identity of the bearer of a certain photo, evidently to the disadvantage of the “matelot”, who ultimately returned, confidentially whispering to a “pal”, as he passed, “Nothin’ doin’, Bill!” It was an interesting and entertaining episode, however, and by the time the discussion of its different aspects had been exhausted, I found my education had been added to not a little, and that it was time for me to get my photo ready for perusal.


  I am not possessed of a nervous disposition, but on this occasion strange forebodings of evil swept over me, — doubtless inspired by the unsuccessful venture of my comrade. Did Ashy put my chit in? rose in great letters of vivid green before my mental vision. As I struggled into the gangway, this spectre grew in size and intensity, and as I bent down and passed my photo in, stating my pay number with a brave bright smile of confidence, I — knew it! I’d have bet my brown loaf he’d forgotten. With large, feverish eyes I helped to scan the list, as the pages were thumbed over, and hoped and hoped . . . . until with my own eyes I saw — he had!


  Outwardly calm and audibly silent, I stole away, a muffled and insistent spirit prompting me to seek the author of my misfortunes; and to exercise that privilege I found myself in possession of, to wit, of being able to say “You forgot!”, and to see his mental writhings and gropings for a loophole of excuse.


  Sad to say, this is a position the majority of us love to find ourselves in. It soothes the savage, rankling hurt of wounded dignity, and places us at once on a pedestal of virtue, — from which we fall directly our obligations need tending.


  I therefore hunted him — first in his Mess; then in the Church; and at last in High Street, in the Writers’ Office. A voice — now strident, now coaxing — was holding forth, and the upshot of the colloquy was “but can’t old Micky do anything?” “Suppose you see the Officer of the Watch.” I looked in, and saw Ashy — earthed at last! Before I could explode, he turned to me and burst out “Johnny forgot to put my chit in!”


  T. J.

  


  Church Notes.

  


  The Festival of Christmas almost equals in these days that of Easter. It matters not in what part of the world we chance to be; however far away from home; whatever distressful circumstances may be our lot, something within us calls very loudly to keep the Feast in the truest sense of the word.


  It may be the thought of the past; the old familiar Christmas Hymns and Carols; the memory of those dear to us, who have Fought the Fight, Finished the Course and Kept the Faith. Whatever it may be, Christmas must find us having some share in the grand old Service. Various, indeed, have been the places and scenes where it has been kept this year. Letters from the Front speak of Early Celebrations, of small gatherings in barns, and even trenches, but attended by as devout worshippers as those gathered in any Cathedral or Church at home.


  The Christmas Services in the Camp were quite a feature of the Day. We were most fortunate in having amongst us the Rev. N. A. Lash, the Senior Chaplain of the Missions to Seamen, who took all the Services, the regular Chaplain having to be with his own people in Rotterdam.


  Talking of Chaplains, especially in connection with Christmas, many will be interested and pleased to know that the Rev. Bertram Jones, who gave us such a cheering message on our first Christmas in Groningen, has just been appointed by the Bishop of Durham to the important living of Hartlepool. We wish him “God speed” in his new and arduous duties.


  A splendid number gathered for the Holy Communion at 7a.m. and 11.30 a.m., which was most encouraging. Then came the Service at 10 o’clock, which was quite voluntary. The special Hymn-sheet for the Christmas Service had been most tastefully designed by Smn. Barnard, and was greatly appreciated by all; and judging from the number of extra copies asked for, they found their way into many a home across the water. One of the special features of the Service was the Brass Band accompaniment, and the delightful Carols they rendered afterwards. We all felt it was a real bit of kindness, for if the Christmas Season has been a strenuous time for any, the Brass Band have felt it. They have always, however, been more than willing to give a hand in our Church work.


  A very helpful talk was given by Mr. Lash, and on all sides one heard that it had been a very impressive and happy Service. The day closed, as far as our Church is concerned, with a short Evening Service. May next Christmas find us worshipping in the Old Homeland.


  H. H. C.

  


  Entertainments.

  


  This month has been a very busy one in the Entertainment world, and the weekly programmes have been full of interest.


  Early in the month we had the pleasure of a visit from the local Salvation Army Band, who gave us splendid renderings from their very extensive repertoire. On Dec. 17th, an entertainment of surpassing charm was given by the Misses J. & R. Ingenegeren and Mr. Nico de Tex. The Programme covered a wide field of world-famous music and was rendered with rare talent.


  Lectures. The Rev. N. A. Lash soon made his presence known in the Camp. He treated us to a delightful lantern lecture entitled “India’s old Capital and its Waterways”. The lecture was intensely interesting, and it is to be regretted that the audience was not so large as might have been expected. The Lecturer had a splendid grip of his subject, and his breezy style soon took firm hold of his hearers.


  The Commodore again spent two evenings with us in the Recreation Hall, when we gave us a very fine lantern lecture on “The Royal Navy”. During the lecture he touched on all sides of Naval Life, and the many who attended — even if old hands — found the lecture both interesting and instructive. The lantern was served by an excellent series of slides provided by the Admiralty (a large number of them being made from photographs taken on a cruise out to the China Station), and they served his purpose admirably in explaining the different classes of ships in the Navy, and also the life led by men in the Senior Service.


  “The Follies”. On Dec. 22nd, Penley & Co. gave a very good performance in the Hall. They were in their best form, and a packed house listened to and enjoyed a long and interesting programme. The first part was certainly the best from an artistic and musical point of view, such old favourites as “The Chiefs’ Lament” and “The Daily Routine” meeting with a great reception. Individually, too, the performers did well, and the audience could not see enough of them. The introduction of the Pipes and Kilts in “Shrapnel” was a particularly happy inspiration, and is typical of the originality and enterprise of “The Follies”. Their Numbers rarely pail, for they have a pleasing knack of rejuvenating their allusions and expressions.


  As usual “The Guvnor” was a host in himself. Miss Godfrey, looking very charming and alluring, was in her best form, and scored a great success in “I’ll Make a Man of You”. Her artistic representations, too, were of a high order, and eminently topical. The comics, Flicks and Langdale, afforded roars of laughter in their many roles, and Linley and Gilbert were in splendid voice. “The Gothams”, looking decidedly fresh in new costumes and effects, made a great hit, and the audience were loth to part with them.


  This month “The Follies” have again been busy fulfilling away-engagements. On Christmas Eve they gave a performance in the town, at The Harmonie, where they presented some old favourites which were highly appreciated by a large audience. They have just returned from giving a show at Dordrecht, from which quarter excellent reports of their production have been received. We understand that in the near future they are going on a short tour in the South, and we take this opportunity of wishing them every success in that direction.


  The Bands. The Brass Band have again put in a heavy month’s work. Their willingness to oblige over Christmas was one of the pleasantest features during the Festive Season in Camp, and is worthy of the highest commendation; and our heartiest thanks are due to them for their much-appreciated services.


  Under this head we should like to mention, too, our popular Pipers and able Drummers, who by their indefatigable exertions did so much to keep up the spirit of Christmas. The thanks of one and all are extended to them.


  The Bugle Band now takes its turn with the brass Band for Route Marches, and also in accompanying the Bioscope Party. This latter party is also frequently accompanied by the Pipers, who cause much excitement with their “doedelzakken” amongst the population of Groningen.


  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .


  On January 17th, we shall have an opportunity of witnessing the ability of at least one of Holland’s greatest artists. Through the kind efforts of the British Consul at Leeuwarden we are to be favoured with a visit from the world-famous Jean Louis Pisuisse. He has a great liking for the works of Rudyard Kipling, and it is to be hoped that his English Selections will be in the majority. Jan Hemsing, a pianist of extraordinary ability, will be at the piano, and possibly we shall be further charmed by the presence of Antoinette ran Dijk.


  L. E. W.

  


  The Camp Club.

  


  There is nothing of the “Cecil” or the “Ritz” about the exterior of the Camp Club, and the approach to the vestibule is curiously reminiscent of the Tube railways of London, but — the door opens on to another world. Within, everything breathes of comfort and snugness; and as one advances “at the quick” towards the Restaurant (whither all steps tend), a fragrant, appetising odour assails the nostrils, casting a veil over the allurements of easy-chairs and the attractions of billiards, — even English billiards.


  As with everything connected with the Camp, the Christmas spirit permeated the Club. The premises were tastefully decorated throughout, and most appealing of all, there was a seasonable variety about the menu — at a price to suit the slenderest purse. The Christmas-week suppers were a marvel of value, and it is not surprising that a record number of meals were served. Who — especially in Groningen and in internment — can resist the call of Roast Beef and Plum Pudding? The cooking was of the best, and Ldg. Smn. Heath and his “Oppo’s” deserve the highest praise for the admirable manner in which they satisfied the wants of the inner man. The “waiters”, too, were untiring in their efforts, and added much to the homely atmosphere of the place by the enthusiasm and energy they put into their work.


  S. T. J.

  


  The Minstrels.

  


  The New Year saw the above Troupe step into the active side of Entertainment life in the Camp, when they gave two very successful performances, on Jan. 1st & 3rd respectively. The change from the usual style of entertainment in the Camp was highly appreciated by large audiences, which included a number of Dutch friends, and the general opinion pronounced it a first-class show.


  The Programme commenced with a witty and original opening chorus, entitled “The Minstrel Boy”, giving promise of good things to come, and the audience were not disappointed. The Corner Men were very good, Wyatt and McCall particularly distinguishing themselves; and their quips and jokes roused roars of laughter. Both the Banjo and Mandoline players were well to the fore, their mellow accompaniments being remarked upon by all present. The singing was also very good, and the Part Songs and Choruses by the Troupe were well rendered, the harmony effects being splendid. Perhaps the best items in a consistently good first half were the “Thüringian Volkslied”, by the Kentucky Octette, and “Black Bess” by the Banjo Quartette.


  The Second Part had an entirely different setting. Some excellent scenery, painted by H. Buch, transformed the stage from the stereotyped Minstrel setting to a realistic Plantation Scene, and all praise is due to the artist for his brilliant work. The Cornfield Concert was opened by “The Stringers”, who played “Whistling Rufus”, which was followed by selections from old Coon Songs by the Troupe. The various ¡tems were skilfully woven together, and the by-play all through was extremely clever and entertaining. A fine reception was accorded S. Philips and C. Wyatt in their Song and Dance, entitled “Work”; and among the Soloists, S. W. Wylde was conspicuously good with his renderings of “Sleep” and “Good Night”. “When the Ebb-tide Flows” and “The Radiance of Your Eyes” were excellently given by H. W. Pilgrim and H. Gibson respectively, both songs receiving hearty ovations; and J. McCall caused roars of laughter by his Stump Speech on “Eating”. The Speech gave him a splendid opportunity, and being a natural humourist he took full advantage of it. A word of praise must be given to the Accompanist, C. Bull, and the Xylophonist, S. J. Demie, both of whom did well in their respective departments. The Xylophone is a new instrument in the Camp, and the acquisition of same is another feather in the “woolley pates” of the Minstrels.


  The Scenic and Lighting effects were first-class, the latter reflecting the greatest credit on J. Howe and G. R. Burkin. The design and execution of the costumes were beyond reproach, and “Massa” has been fortunate in securing the services of two such capable men as T. Woodman and T. W. Mason.


  Another important and distinguishing feature of the Minstrel performance was the presence of the Brass Band in the Programme. The “Darky” atmosphere was cleverly obtained on the Stage, but the Band took an essential part in the production, — in the furnishing of various effects, and still more in filling the very brief interval between the parts. Their playing was excellent; in fact, if it be possible to enhance their reputation, they did so on this occasion, and it was due in small measure to their indefatigable efforts and brilliant execution that the performance went with such a fine swing.


  L. E. W.

  


  The Signal School.

  


  “Bunt! she’s bobbing!” is one of the most familiar phrases a sailor hears on board ship, and it is often the envy and regret of seafaring men that they have to call out their friend the Signalman (or Bunting-tosser, as he is better known), to come on deck and read a signal, that may or may not be of interest to all on board. Without a doubt they deserve their name of “Eyes of the Fleet”, and share jointly with their confreres, the Wireless Operators, the honour that is due to a profession of infinite value both at sea and on land.


  In these days of steam, when ships are as regular as trains, telegraphy plays a most important part in the Shipping World, and in the event of collisions, shipwrecks, and hidden dangers, we cannot pay too high a tribute to our Signalmen and Wireless Operators.


  We may often have expressed a wish to learn Signalling, and have longed for an opportunity to study same. Ample evidence of this is shewn by the large number of enthusiasts, who have joined up with the Signal School, formed to teach Mercantile Signalling. The School is presided over by our Commodore, and conducted by an efficient staff of Instructors, who are anxious to extend Signalling to the best of their ability, and as far as circumstances will permit. Thanks to C.P.O. Nolan, the Gymnasium has been placed at the disposal of the Classes for instructional purposes until another building is available as a permanent Signalling School. By that time we hope, too, to have a mast and yard erected for hoisting flags, and trust to find the Classes so advanced as to be able to make full use of the further facilities.


  As with the seed that is set in the soil, and grows unnoticed until it bursts forth into the light of day, so it is hoped with the Signal School, that the near future will reveal results, at present in embryo.


  E. H. S. C.

  


  The Dramatic Society.

  


  This month the above Society provided the Camp with two very enjoyable and highly entertaining evenings. They produced the two one-act plays entitled “Jerry Bundler” and “The Conversion of Nat Sturge”. Both plays went off very well indeed, and with the able assistance of “The Follies”, who provided a few variety turns, the programme proved to be one of the best we have witnessed in the Hall for some time.


  “Jerry Bundler” had a touch of Christmas about it, and the excellent scenic effects took one back to evenings spent in the Commercial Rooms of old fashioned hotels in the provincial districts of the Homeland. The caste was well chosen, and the players took their parts with the characteristic sang-froid of professionals. The leading part, that of Hirst, a somewhat eccentric personality with a passion for practical joking and theatricals, was very well taken by H. S. Barron. Then there was the level-headed Doctor Leek (U. H. Smith); Penfold the retired gentleman (D. Chambers); Somers, the man with plenty of time on his hands (L. Chester); Malcolm, the bumptious commercial” (H. G. Brombead); Beldon, “the man who is different from everybody else” (C. K. Smith); and last, but not least, that indispensable piece of hotel furniture — the “long-service” waiter, George (A. E. Walker). The story of the ghost of “Jerry Bundler”, a highwayman of old, told by Penfold, received a varied reception by the company, and afforded Hirst a fine opportunity of giving an exhibition of his capabilities as an actor, and also of playing a practical joke. He made a bet with Malcolm that he would frighten him by his realistic acting, and later appeared as the Ghost of “Jerry Bundler”. His joke was soon brought to an end by the Doctor, the level headed man of the party, adopting his usual procedure, that of getting to the root of things; calmly drawing a revolver, and shooting the ghost”. This act caused much consternation among the company, when the discovery was made that the ghost was human, and none other than the practical joker, Hirst.


  “The Conversion of Nat Sturge” was of an entirely different character. Nat Sturge, a burgier (A. E. M. Manvell), and his apprentice, Raddles (R. S. Coggin), had designs on the contents of a safe, belonging to the Bishop of Winterweir (P. A. Brown). During his operations on the “tin bank”, Nat is discovered by the Bishop, and forced to spend the rest of the night in the company of His Grace in the latter’s library. The Bishop offers to give Nat the money in the safe, provided he (Nat) fulfils one condition. Although it is against Nat’s professional principles to marry into the Church, he consents to view the “goods”, and Julia (E. S. Harding) appears. None too attractive in appearance, and with the set notion that her mission in life is to regenerate some scoundrel, she does not exactly “catch on” with Nat, who after numerous attempts to elude the difficulty, at last informs the Bishop that he would rather take the other alternative — seven years — than marry the fair Julia. Eventually he is set free, but only on condition that he does not tell a living soul of what has occurred in the Bishops library that night. He promises; and at the same time vows that he will give up the “profession”, as it is becoming a little too risky.


  The acting throughout was very good, and the scenic and lighting effects were beyond all reproach.


  The Society also contributed largely to the programme of our Christmas Day Concert, producing “The Man in the Street” , and also providing a number of individual turns.


  L. E. W.

  


  The Incinerator.

  


  One of the features of the Camp that has so far not been noticed in these pages, (save under the cryptic title of “The Camp Dreadnought”), is the Incinerator. I therefore venture to write a few lines about it, as it certainly merits a little attention, both for its intrinsic utility and also as an ornament, or at any rate a prominent landmark within the Camp precincts.


  As to its utility, — fully to appreciate same, one must hark back to the sultry days of early summer. Up to that time, no one had paid particular attention to a small red-tiled shanty, which stood near the sou’ west corner of the Collingwood Hut. When in accordance with the ordinary routine, one was “Cook o’ the mess”, this shanty was found to be a convenient dumping- ground for all and sundry rubbish. After being dumped there, it was left to the sweet will of the Sanitary Department of Groningen. I do not know what method of disposal this Department employs, but “soft Zephyrs” have been heard to whisper that it was left until such time as Nature converted it into a strong fertilizing agent. At any rate the shanty was often left — apparently forgotten — for a considerable period, and while the weather kept cool, no one minded in the least.


  But the summer came, and with it vague rumours of a nuisance. Of course, when one has been in Holland for a considerable time, one becomes rather indifferent to odours. After a visit to such beauty spots as the Noorderplantsoen on a hot summer’s day, one feels one can endure much. But there are things beyond endurance; and one memorable night after a heat wave, there was a wholesale evacuation of the southern end of the Collingwood Hut. Rumour had it that fish heads were responsible for the movement, and I should not care to deny it. It was certainly the strongest “buzz” that ever swayed the Camp, — and that is saying much. The upshot of this episode was a report to the Medical Officer, resulting in the institution of the Incinerator.


  In the beginning this consisted of a ringed wall of turf about four feet high, with a grate beneath and an open top; but as the smoke always hung about, complaints were soon heard from the householders in the vicinity, and a more up-to-date contrivance was erected. This was closed in, the lid being surmounted by a stately iron chimney; and thus it stands, ever burning, ever ready to consume any waste, It is the cleansing fire of the Camp; and the presiding genius of the furnace is “Wakey”, the “Happy Dustman”. He is certainly the happiest dustman I have ever seen, and the only cloud that ever darkens his countenance is caused when he has “burnt up”! Then he will begin to search around until he finds some further refuse to burn. He is indefatigable in his research, and is the record early riser. On occasions when some unfathomable impulse has induced me to rise and view the morning in all the glory of its birth, I have seen him, with a well-coloured clay in his mouth, trundling a barrow around, on the look-out for further spoils. His pride is great in the orderly appearance of his corner of the Camp. He has the neatest stretch of cinder-paved highway in the enclosure, and never lets any débris accumulate haphazard — with one corner for tin cans, another for bottles, and another for old rags. The rest he reduces to ashes in double-quick time. So when you are “Cook”, and know not what to do with your refuse, don’t sweep it into a heap round the stove; take it across to “Wakey”, and mark his welcome smile.


  C. O.

  


  The Debating Society.

  


  It is a long time since the stoves were installed in the Huts, and for months past those centres of warmth and comfort have been surrounded by groups of men, with nothing to do but bandy words, and exchange ideas with one another. Arguments were frequent, and the most diverse subjects were thrown into the furnace of public discussion and criticism. As was natural, it was not always the soundest arguments that carried the most conviction; too often the loudest voice dominated the circle.


  It was left to the Rev. D. McDougall to discover an outlet for this energy, and to fertilise, as it were, this waste soil. He suggested combining the various fireside gatherings into one body — the Debating Society. A meeting was called; officers were elected; and a syllabus of subjects was drawn up.


  The first Meeting was held on December 28th, when under the chairmanship of the Scottish Minister, the question, “Are strikes justifiable?”, was warmly discussed by a large and representative assemblage. The negative speakers were in a decided minority, but a lively and instructive debate was carried on.


  The second Meeting, on January 12th, is being eagerly looked forward to, and the choice of such a burning question as Women’s Franchise for discussion, will give everyone a chance of saying a word.


  Our sporting proclivities will be well catered for on the following occasion, when the Meeting will be asked to decide “Are we too fond of Sport?”


  S. T. T.

  


  R.N.B. Petty the Officers’ Club.


  By the Secretary.

  


  On several occasions during the period of our internment in what we familiarly term “the old Kazerne”, and the first five months of our life in H. M. S. “Timbertown”, many of the Petty Officers felt the need for the formation of some kind of representative body to deal with matters of general interest to the ninety three interned Petty Officers.


  In the good old-fashioned way, however, time went on; clouds of smoke were emitted, but no sign of fire was discernible. The room in Hut D, allocated to the Petty Officers, and in which is their Canteen Bar (a “dry” one, of course), was very seldom used; but about the middle of June last we were electrified by the receipt of an offer from Mr. E. J. de Schepper, of Helpman, to place a large Billiard Table in our room on very advantageous terms. It was obviously a case of “To be, or not to be”, and to solve this knotty point, something positively had to be done. A General Meeting was held on the 25th, when many matters of moment were discussed. The principal results were the formation of the 1st, R. N. Brigade Petty Officers’ Club, with C.P.O. J. T. Ashcroft as President, and the acceptance of the proffered Billiard Table, which was installed in the Club at the end of the month. For the benefit of our friends in England, it should here be stated that the Dutch game consists entirely of cannons, the tables having no pockets. A word of thanks must be given to Mr. Menno S. Kalma for his kind assistance in the early negotiations in regard to the Billiard Table.


  Directly the table arrived, for which the playing fee is very moderate, the Club became as busy as a beehive. The light of conquest once more gleamed in the eyes of the “old stagers”, whilst the tyros spent much time (and incidentally their odd cents) in exhibiting proofs of the marvellous dexterity with which one billiard ball can be made to fly round the table, and yet avoid contact with anything but the cush. Now, however, many of the said “old stagers” have to keep a very wary eye on the young bloods.


  On November 9th, we had a visit from the owner of the table, Mr. E. J. de Schepper (Professor 'tis-me-Edso), who gave us a splendid exhibition of Trick Billiards, with and without a cue. His control over the balls was little short of super natural, and we are very much indebted to him for so kindly giving us such an excellent show.


  The formation of the Club, and the consequent closer companionship between the Petty Officers of the various Battalions, has, I think, had excellent results, among them being the presence of a P.O.’s Football Team in the Brigade League Competition, and the formation of a P.O.’s Dance Club, which has already held several successful dances.


  The Club is progressing very satisfactorily, and we have celebrated the Christmas Season by commencing a Billiard Handicap, for which forty seven members have entered. There will be a number of Prizes presented by the Club, whilst a Special Prize — a cue kindly presented by Mr. E. J. de Schepper — is being offered for the highest break made in the course of the Competition. Up to the date when this article must be in the hands of the Editor, we have completed the playing-off of the Preliminary Round, and the First Round of the Handicap proper is well under weigh. Many interesting matches have already been seen, and the large number of close finishes gives testimony to the efficiency of the Handicapping Sub-Commttee.


  S. W. K.

  


  VERB. SAP

  


  Are you in a desperate hurry?

  What’s the cause of all the flurry

  Don’t worry.

  Come and sit within the shade,

  Call some sense unto your aid,

  Rome in one day was not made.

  Don’t worry.


  If you don’t care a button

  For your dinner <leg of mutton>,

  Do not worry.

  Send for bread and cheese and beer,

  Quite the simplest of good cheer,

  <And besides it isn’t dear>.

  So don’t worry.


  If the Weather — Clerk does frown.

  And the rain is pouring down,

  Don’t worry.

  Even if you’ve lost your gamp

  <Taken by a passing tramp>,

  Never mind a little damp.

  Do not worry.


  If you’re getting short of cash,

  And your bank has gone to smash,

  Do not worry.

  All the nicest folks are poor,

  <Have you noticed that before?>

  Large possessions are a bore,

  And a worry.


  In a hundred years from now,

  'Twill be all the same I trow,

  So why worry?

  And besides, it makes you plain,

  Gives you softening of the brain,

  So in any case refrain

  From worry.


  L. B.

  


  R.N.B. Athletic Club.

  


  The Harriers closed the Old Year in brilliant style, by holding their Five Mile Inter-Battalion Cross-country Race on December 31st. The event was originally fixed for the 22nd, but a frost-bound ground made a postponement inevitable. This was the more to be regretted, as it entailed the Walking Race, down for Boxing Day, being held over. However, Christmas brought with it a marked rise of temperature, and the Committee decided to run off the Cross-country fixture as soon as the immediate effects of the Festive Season might reasonably be considered to have worn off. The fullest explanations were given for the guidance of the runners. “The Camp News” excelled itself by publishing a diagram of the course with full details; and to make doubly sure, stewards were stationed at frequent intervals to direct the runners (in case they had for gotten their copies of our tributary organ).


  The Commodore again shewed his keen interest in things athletic, by acting as Starter. The men mustered on the Rugby field (by kind permission of the R.N.B.R.C.) at 2-30; and at the word, sixty five enthusiasts dashed off to grapple as speedily as possible with the various obstacles placed by nature (and man) in their circuitous path. A hot pace was set by Goodyer and Stevens, and the field soon tailed out. The first water Jump was taken in spirited style, but proved a rude awakener, and the sympathetic remarks of the steward (“This is only a miniature!”, “Plenty more to come!” and the like) made many inwardly quail. They plodded on, however (with a single exception), going well over the heavy ground, and took the succeeding jumps with grim determination. There were three “swims”, with a strong cross-Channel element about the third; and then the course was comparatively plain sailing.


  Goodyer and Stevens headed the field, with Pearce, Short and Fielder next; and in that order they entered the Camp amid much enthusiasm. In the last lap, Stevens got in front of Goodyer, and ran past the Dutch Administration Officers — who very kindly officiated as Judges — some twenty yards ahead. His time was 30 mins. 34 secs., and Goodyer’s 30 mins. 40 secs. Pearce was third, with Short, Fielder and Morton next in the order named, Fifty six officially finished, while several all but completed the course (failing alone to make the circuit of the Camp), — a splendid tribute to the pluck and endurance of the men, and to the popularity of the sport. The results showed Collingwood easily on top, with 237 points, against 171 by Hawke, and 113 by Benbow. Throughout, the organization was masterly, and C.P.O. Cummings and the Stewards are deserving of all credit. The Race was hedged around with many difficulties, not the least of them being the obtaining of running rights over the various properties comprised in the course; but these were surmounted by the tact and perseverance of the officials, and on the day of the contest, everything was in perfect order.


  The Walking Race, held over from Boxing Day, will take place during the month — over a ten mile course. Next month another Cross-country Race will be held — this time over a seven and a half mile course; and in March there will be a similar event over ten miles.


  S. T. T.

  


  Rugby Football.

  


  With the exception of an Exhibition game and a few scratch matches, nothing has occurred in our Rugby world. Hail, rain and snow have all taken their turn in blighting our daily hopes; and yet, it has been more in deference to our pitch than owing to the inclemencies of the weather that our energies have been withheld. Despite the dogged, able manner in which the Ground Staff have dug drains, and generally tried to combat the effects of the elements, the pitch still remains in an unplayable state.


  The Exhibition was by request; and although the conditions were anything but inviting, quite an enjoyable game resulted. With the mud ankle-deep in places, a last and open game was impossible, but for good solid work and pleasurable exercise, it ranks with the best. As an Exhibition game, it was not — it could not be- a success. However, if the spontaneous outbursts of the Dutch spectators were any criterion, it abounded in incidents that appealed in a large measure to their sense of enjoyment and respect. As was evidenced during that game, and by the regular attendance at our previous games, and from the numerous enquiries received, Rugby is making a deep impression among the sporting fraternity hereabouts; and we hope the day is not far distant, when our propaganda work will bear fruit.


  T. J.

  


  R. N. B. Association Football Club.

  


  The ardent footballer may be excused raising a plaintive wail at the meagre scope afforded his favourite sport during the past month. The weather has been execrable; every day has added its quotum of moisture to the already soaking turf, and even the high winds prevailing at times, threatening to capsize H. M. S. “Timbertown”, have failed to make more than a slight improvement, and that only temporary — to be nullified almost immediately by a further downpour. Under these circumstances, it has been found impossible to play off more than a few matches, and these few have been seriously interfered with by the state of the ground, which resembled a quagmire rather than a football pitch.


  Collingwood D remain at the head of affairs in Division 1, and Collingwood B have improved their position. In Division II, Collingwood D have ousted Hawke A from the place of honour, and still preserve their unbeaten record.


  Below are the Tables up to January 5th:—


  First League


  
    
      
        	
        	P
        	W
        	L
        	D
        	Goals
        	Pts
      


      
        	For
        	Ag.
      


      
        	Collingwood D
        	8
        	5
        	1
        	2
        	12
        	3
        	12
      


      
        	Collingwood A
        	9
        	4
        	2
        	3
        	21
        	10
        	11
      


      
        	Hawke B
        	9
        	4
        	2
        	3
        	18
        	17
        	11
      


      
        	Collingwood B
        	9
        	3
        	3
        	3
        	10
        	7
        	9
      


      
        	Benbow D
        	9
        	3
        	3
        	3
        	13
        	14
        	9
      


      
        	Benbow A & B
        	9
        	3
        	4
        	2
        	10
        	15
        	8
      


      
        	Hawke A
        	8
        	3
        	4
        	1
        	9
        	12
        	7
      


      
        	Hawke C
        	9
        	2
        	5
        	2
        	6
        	14
        	6
      


      
        	Benbow C
        	8
        	1
        	4
        	3
        	5
        	12
        	5
      

    
  


  


  Second League


  
    
      
        	
        	P
        	W
        	L
        	D
        	Goals
        	Pts
      


      
        	For
        	Ag.
      


      
        	Collingwood D
        	8
        	5
        	0
        	3
        	27
        	8
        	13
      


      
        	Hawke A
        	9
        	5
        	1
        	3
        	15
        	9
        	13
      


      
        	Collingwood B
        	9
        	4
        	3
        	2
        	23
        	16
        	10
      


      
        	Benbow A & B
        	7
        	4
        	2
        	1
        	15
        	13
        	9
      


      
        	Benbow C
        	8
        	4
        	3
        	1
        	13
        	15
        	9
      


      
        	Petty Officers
        	7
        	3
        	3
        	1
        	16
        	17
        	7
      


      
        	Hawke C
        	7
        	2
        	2
        	3
        	15
        	17
        	7
      


      
        	Benbow D
        	9
        	2
        	4
        	3
        	12
        	19
        	7
      


      
        	Collingwood A
        	9
        	3
        	6
        	0
        	16
        	21
        	6
      


      
        	Hawke B
        	9
        	1
        	6
        	2
        	6
        	26
        	4
      

    
  


  


  No out-matches have been played this month, and again the weather must be blamed. A Christmas tour in the South had been arranged for the Brigade team, but had to be cancelled at the last moment, or may we presume to say postponed? There are rumours of the Brigade trying conclusions with a North of Holland team; in view of the climatic conditions, we forbear making a definite announcement.


  S. T. T.

  


  Business.

  


  There was a slight increase in our circulation for December, but we are not yet satisfied. We are still on the war path; we want to impress on quite a number of well-disposed people, that the subscription is only 2/6 per annum, or in Holland fI. 1.50. A limited supply of back numbers is available, with the exception of Number 4 (which is out of print), and a broken set of Nos 1 to 8 can be obtained for 2/—, or one gulden in Holland.
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Editorial.


  Few, if any of us thought, when compiling the first number of the Magazine, that twelve months hence we should be working out the same problem of how to obtain copy; and, considering all things, it was perhaps as well In the bustle and strangeness of our new life, we failed, or refused to recognise anything but a speedy termination to our stay here. With the slow and sure progress of time, however, we have been forced to curb our optimistic tendencies, and to realise that the duration of our stay is beyond our ken. It is hard to be always cheerful under such circumstances, and if, as our critics sometimes tell us, the contents of this Magazine are sombre, and the tone savours somewhat of a Parish Magazine, we apologue, and at the same time ask them to help Lo rectify matters. It has been a long, dreary twelve months, despite the help and hospitality accorded us, but all things end, and to the future, that contains, locked away in its unfathomable recesses, the realization of all our hopes and aspirations, we look forward with buoyant resignation.


  Early in the month our Commodore returned, after a short convalescent visit to the more invigorating climate of the South, once again to preside over the various activities of the Camp.


  That our comfort and well-being are receiving adequate attention, was fully evidenced this month, when General Snyders, Commander-in-Chief of the Land and Sea Forces of the Netherlands, inspected the Camp, complimenting the Commandant on the fine appearance of the men, He was followed a few days after by Rear-Admiral R.P.F. Purefoy M.V.O., lately appointed Naval Attaché at the Hague. Unnoticed by many, it is still a fact that following such visits, our privileges expand. We are still encircled with barbed-wire, and rules and regulations that are not palatable, hut we are in strange waters, and all things considered, the sailing is wonderfully smooth; reflecting the greatest credit on the Pilot and the Navigating Officers of H.M.S. “Timbertown”.


  In recording the death of Seaman Donald McLeod R.N.R., we do so with heartfelt regret. Possessed of a strong, fearless character, he was ever a bulwark of help and guidance to those in need; and in tendering our sympathy to his bereaved family, we are sure we only echo the sentiments of the whole Brigade. The brief obituary notice is 1mm the pen of our Gaelic Minister, the Rev. D. McDougall.


  Once again Smn. C. Oakes has carried off the competition for the Cover Design. He has apparently an inexhaustible fund of ideas, and a month rarely passes without at least one effort from his pen finding its way to the Press Bureau.


  Smn. R. D. Fielder invokes the Muse to secure a cessation of the erroneous and misleading Press notices, that are inserted from time to time as representing actual life in the Camp. Such have been a perpetual source of discontent, and a recent flagrant example has added fuel to the flames. On a different and more elevated plane are his lines in memory of our departed comrade.


  A new contributor to our pages, Smn. T. Martin, has worked out a happy inspiration in “The Timbertown Alphabet”. There is also anothernovus homothis month in Smn. E. H. Carew, who gives us a page from the log-book of the O.T.C. for Scoutmasters. We are always glad to welcome new contributors, and our only regret is that they are so slow in coming forward.


  Striking an original note, Smn. J. W. Haines directs attention to a hitherto unnoticed feature of Camp life, and he takes pleasure in deriding the pseudo-artistic tendencies of certain sections of our miniature populace. Our roving correspondent retains his place on the Staff, adding further touches to his picture of local life. To sustain the reader’s interest, he has thought fit to obtain the collaboration of Smn. D. Godfrey, who furnishes a very apt sketch in illustration of the scenes described. From the pen of the same scribe we have received a graphic account of an evening spent at the Camp Club, shewing what a fund of enjoyment an sustenance can be obtained for the modest sum of half-a-guilder. Nor does he stop there; apparently he lias a bone to pick with the “headsman” of the Harriers, and he does so!


  We are loth to differentiate between the literary activities of the three Battalions, but for some time past — in fact, right from the very commencement — the bulk of our copy has been provided by Collingwood. This month, for instance, the latter Battalion are responsible for sixteen pages; two come from an independent contributor, while the remaining two pages, though attributable to the Hawke Battalion, are Staff efforts. This is not as it should be, and we look forward to the day when the compilation will be a combined effort of the Brigade.


  We have only a very average month’s Sport to chronicle. The “Soccer” secretary reports a lair number of matches, though none of outstanding importance, while his colleague in the “Rugger” world, who labours under more adverse conditions, has only a tale of woe to unfold — nothing doing! The Athletic Club maintain their traditional activity, and the officials can well afford to enthuse over the result of the 7 miles Cross-country Race.


  In keeping with the air of resignation evidenced in all departments, is the marriage of Smn. H. M. Murphy, of the Hawke Battalion, to Miss A. Fawdry of Manchester, which was solemnized by the Roman Catholic Chaplain on March 2nd, in the presence of our Consul and a small gathering from the Camp. On behalf of the Brigade, we wish them many years of wedded happiness and all prosperity.


  


  


  THE A.B.’s LAMENT.

  


  I’ve just been readin’ all the noos,

  Puttin’ ones togever and makin’ twos,

  An’ I make out the papers say,

  We don’t ’arf live down Groningen way.


  An’ chaps at ’ome in civvy suits,

  With trousers creased an’ patent boots,

  They read all this, an’ say, “You know,

  Those fellers noo just where to go.”



  We gets these sneers from them as slacks,

  Jeerin’ at us be’ind our backs,

  Yet I would say from what I see,

  Theirblood’s as thick as tiffies’ tea.


  In picture papers, photus too!

  They make a bloomin’ “matelot” spew.

  “A banquet for us interned men”!

  I’d like to know just where an’ when.


  Meself, I think the papers’ staff

  Are a bit down, an wants a larf,

  An’ so they jokes o’ this ’ere shoot.

  I’d bash ’em with a pusser’s boot.


  Now all I arst is, let us be!

  We’ve given yer enough copy.

  At present we’re just down an’ out,

  Why keep on maulin’ us about?



  R. D.

  


  A Day in the Camp.


  (Continued)

  


  The Tennis Courts looked very sad, and the long, lone, red-headed figure, that for some unknown reason gazed absently into the depths of the asphalt, seemed to intensify its miserable state. Such were my reflections as I toddled over to the Post Office, which is not a long step. Arrived there, and finding an anxious, peering crowd, congregated around the Money Order window, I butted in. To the casual observer, it is a Money Order list and there it ends; but — they are not all casual observers! Nobby’s name, for instance, is the signal for Ginge to seek him and impress upon him the fact that he can now dub-up the two-and-a-half he owes him; and alter Stumpy has made a mental note and strolled off in a certain direction, Lofty wakes up to find himself popular, and with at least one friend who is anxious to render him any little service! Nothing doing! so far as my name was concerned, I disentangled myself from the throng, and proceeded to investigate a new building, that had reared itself under the wing of the Post Office. My efforts as a perambulating dustman had not yielded me more than a handful, so that when I pressed my nose against the window and — gazed into the faces of two petty officers, I stepped back hurriedly, and busied myself collecting imaginary contributions for the Döberitz Fund.


  A rhythmic tapping next arrested my labours, and with a cautious glance round, I peered through a letter-box and saw the Press Bureau at work! Filled with awe, I again drew back, to be arrested by the martial music of the returning Band and its body-guard. Everyone looked happy and hungry, and the Canteens were kept busy in the cocoa-and-cake line from then on, till "Cooks” sounded-off for dinner. It is in reality the only meal of the day, and to those who have to subsist wholly and solely upon what is served out, the queries and conjectures that arise are in many cases tinged with a tone of anxiety. Fears were soon dispelled, however, by the appearance of the cooks with steaming “Dixies” of “pot-mess”, and nets full of potatoes; a feed that comes only second to “Roast” in popularity. Enough and to spare is always provided, and many plates and pots were filled to repair the future ravages of time and the digestive organs. It was a hurried meal; in fact, all our meals are negotiated “at the double” — why? one sometimes fails to understand. It may be that the cooks are anxious to clear up, and it may be that there is nothing to tempt one to satisfy more than the first pangs of hunger. In any case, within half-an-hour the tables were cleared, and those who were due Lo go on afternoon leave, donned “Number Ones” and generally beautified themselves, while those whose “Picture” day it was, leisurely filled their pipes and brushed themselves down.


  My term of E. E. punishment having finished at twelve noon, I was a free roan once more, so irresolutely wavered, as visions of my bunk, a football match, a read, or letter-writing crossed my mind. Activity in many forms was noticeable. The “gourmands” littered the tables with tea-pots. “Lonely Sailor” cake and other edibles wangled front the same source, while the gastronomical societies, commonly dubbed “Guts' Clubs”, made much steam and smell with the frying of evil-looking sausages, and the boiling of onions and mussels. I accordingly sat down and tried to get into conversation with 'the few' by concocting a 'buzz' in which extra leave took a prominent part, and then, having engrossed their attention, my conversation veered round to parcels, and the lack of finish attached to our official dinner.


  Their curiosity, however, perceptibly waned as I merged into the extracting vein and directed hungry glances at their “spread”; and by the time I had finished my oration, I was an audience unto itself. I retired, disgusted and feeling very peevish, and gazed in an abstracted manner at the panorama of masculine handiness and unaided ingenuity.
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  On all the four stoves, kettles and frying pans steamed and spluttered, while perspiring individuals risked their bread and fingers in an endeavour to appease the inner man with that cheapest of all delicacies — toast. The “stove worshippers” had also taken up their allotted places, drawing up forma and embracing their knees, and making wry faces when the heat became oppressive, but too intent on their study of “flow to fritter away chances” to do more than yawn, and growl when the atmosphere became uncomfortable. Many bad taken to their bunks, there to read or sleep, or dream dreams of Cia and Susie and of the possibilities if they both came to the station when we arrived in London. Many also were preparing to go out and watch a football match, or to attend their different classes in the Kazerne or Schoolroom. An excited argument, as to the merits and demerits of the two teams down to play, enticed my lagging energies to don my overcoat and sally forth, and after providing myself with plenty of tobacco and matches, I proceeded to brave the elements.


(To be continued).


  T. J.

  


  Entertainments.

  


  Our Programme this month has not been very full, but sundry alterations in the Recreation Hall, no doubt, had some effect upon our entertainments. Madame Sorga opened the month’s programme, when on Feby. 7th she paid us her second visit and gave a further selection from her very extensive repertoire. During the evening she sang in no less than seven different languages, and whether it was a classic or a popular ditty, the audience were all attention. Her charmingly sympathetic voice, coupled with her versatile talent, had a magic effect, and in such songs as a Russian Lullaby or a Hungarian Peasant Song, one instantly caught the spirit of the composer. Her impersonation of Miss Margaret Cooper singing “Hullo Too Too was excellent, and her duet with Linley, “Bébé d’Amour”, and “The Normandy Girl”, the chorus being harmonized by “The Follies”, received a tumultuous ovation. “The Follies” ably contributed to the programme, and their items were well rendered and received.


  “The Follies” also treated us to a very line Vocal and Instrumental Concert, which proved one of the best evenings of this kind of entertainment we have had for some time. Seaman Gilbert sang excellently, and Seaman Linley deserves special mention for his rendering of the Drinking Song from “The Rose of Persia”. Bay Hicks and Langdale were in line form, and the humourous portion of the programme was received with great éclat. The Orchestra were up to their usual form, and deserve full praise for the creditable way in which they carried out their part of the programme.


  On Feby. 21st we again had the pleasure of hearing jean Louis Pisuisse, who was accompanied by Antoinette van Dijk and Jan Hemsing. There was a large number present in the Hall, and the varied nature of the programme presented was highly appreciated by all, especially the duets by Pisuisse and Miss van Dijk, in the costumes of Brittany peasants. Our heartiest thanks are due to our Consul here and friends for again affording us an opportunity of hearing these famous Dutch artistes.


  During the month we have been treated to a new and highly interesting evening’s amusement in the form of a Scotch Dance. A large number of men attended, but during the first half of the programme the majority seemed to prefer to fill the role of spectator. Later in the evening everybody seemed to catch the spirit of the Pipes, and entered into the dancing with a will — the floor being packed for every dance in the second half. We look forward with pleasurable anticipation to a repetition of this most enjoyable form of entertainment during the current month.


  Whist Drives have figured twice this month, and have been the source of much excitement and inter-battalion rivalry. Up to the present Hawke and Collingwood hold the honours, but as everything comes to those who wait, there is still a chance for Benbow to assert their superiority, and we hope to have the pleasure of seeing them at the head of the lists in this month’s encounters.


  Again the Minstrels have figured largely in our programme. and their new production, coming so quickly upon their last, reflects great credit upon “Massa Johnson” and his able band. They gave two performances in the Camp on Feby. 26th and 28th respectively, and on the 29th they fulfilled an engagement at the Harmonie. At all performances the programme was the same, and we are pleased to say that their efforts were well received, both in and out of the Camp. The harmonizing was excellent, and the songs and choruses met with fine receptions. The Corner-men were at their best, and their grotesque antics, quips and jokes caused much laughter; imparting a decided swing to the programme. The scenic and lighting effects were indeed excellent, and full praise is due to Seaman Buch and Petty Officer Howe for the good results they achieved in their respective departments. The Troupe, we understand, are shortly making a somewhat extensive tour in the South; we take this opportunity of wishing them every success and the best of luck.


  Neither the Operatic nor the Dramatic Society has appeared in the limelight this month, but many must have noticed the set, sub-conscious expression on the laces of the leading members. We hear rumours of big things impending, and the stern, strained physiognomies above referred to, leave no doubt in our minds that the “buzzes” bear a strong relation to actual fact. In view of the striking success of the last productions of each Society, we feel confident that nothing but success will attend their efforts.


  The Timbertown Choral Society is making slow, but never the less sure progress, and as soon as proper accommodation can be provided for practices, we understand they will soon be stepping into the active side of Camp entertainment.


  Weird tapping noises have been heard in the vicinity of the Tennis Courts and in odd corners of die Camp during the past month and on instituting enquiries we learned that same emanated from the drummers of the Fife Band, who were practising. This Band will soon be in proper working order, and as it is run under the auspices of the Brass Band, we can safely rely upon its success.


  With regard to the Recreation Hall, which is at present being re-constructed, plans have been drawn up embodying considerable improvements. Double doors are being fitted., and numerous appurtenances will be introduced, tending to the general comfort of the troops. The re-construction expenses are decidedly heavy but the major portion is being betrayed by an anonymous donor, who has kindly forwarded us the sum of Fl. 1000 through Arthur Driebeek Esq. of Rotterdam. We hear on good authority that Billiard Tables are to be installed, and their advent is eagerly awaited. In anticipation, numerous challenges have been thrown down by various Societies and individuals; and the Post Office have even had the impudence to throw down the gauntlet to, the Press.Vae Victis


  L. E. W.

  


  THE TIMBERTOWN ALPHABET.

  


  A Is For Acid, served out by the bucket.

  B for the Buzz, just mind you don’t suck it.

  C for our Cheese and Coffee so nice.

  D for Defaulters, all steeped in vice.

  E is for England, right at the head.

  F is for Freeman, old Harry — nigh dead?

  G is the Guilder, got when ten days have ended.

  H is for Heerestraat, the street where we spend it.

  I’s For Internment, prefer that to interment.

  J is the Jack, who makes this preferment.

  K is For Kamp, some don’t like it! some do!

  L is For Leave, where it’s all right for a few.

  M for the Meisje. whose young heart we gladd’n’d.

  N for the Next day, when she wished that she hadn’t!

  O for Open-gate, which will cure our leave-breaking.

  P for the Pictures, which leave us pulsating,

  Q is the Question, “When shall we see Dover?”

  R for Reply, “If you’re good — when It’s overt”

  S is for Sterrebosch and Sick Bay combined.

  T is for “Tinhats”, we are when we’re blind.

  U Is for Us, and all that we do.

  V is the Vacuum we fill with burgoo.

  W for Water, surrounding us here.

  X for the Xtra we get in our beer.

  Y for the Yarns, we’re dying to tell and

  Z for our Zeal, that will land us in — well!


  T. M.

  


  The Debating Society.

  


  It is only a recent growth in the Camp, but it has firmly established itself in our midst. There are many who scorn classes or any ordered form of study, pleading lack of concentrative power owing to the depressing environment; others, supremely self-confident, think further research into the abyss of learning superfluous; others, again, are too engrossed in divers forms of sport, and the development of the purely animal side of their being, to give a thought to aught else. But to all these sets, the Debating Society made an irresistible appeal. Who is there who has not seen an orator stir men’s hearts with his flaming words, and thrill them with his impassioned utterances. Aye! seen and envied! And so it is that the Debatin Society was hailed with acclamation by the majority, and greete with satisfaction by the few.


  A goodly muster attended the first meeting, and the few — the speakers — acquitted themselves well; but after the debate had been opened, there was a decided lull in the discussion. Men seemed to err on the side of excessive politeness in their anxiety to give precedence to a mess-mate, with the inevitable result that the debate flagged in interest for awhile. Only near the end, when some of the more venturesome had broken the ice, did any general desire manifest itself in the gathering to take an active part in the proceedings — and then, of course, the clock proved a hindrance; and many able discourses were shelved, and had perforce to be delivered to random audiences gathered around the stoves in the Huts.


  Since the first meeting, marked progress has been made. Those embarrassing pauses, familiar to every Debating Society in its initial stages, are being obviated and considerable swing is being imparted to the proceedings. Die need for the exercise of coercive influence to induce men to “face the music” is disappearing; in short, the gatherings are shaking down into more cohesive assemblies; they are coming into their own.


  The subjects on which the Society focuses the limelight of its analytical and deliberative powers are wide and varied — too wide in some cases, perhaps, in view of the limited facilities afforded for reference and research. Ln dealing with political and economic questions, the need of a comprehensive encyclopaedia, in particular, is badly felt; and our statistical experts are thrown back on the resources of their memories to back up their theories, and prove the fallacy of their opponents’ views or deductions.


  “Women’s Suffrage” was affirmed in principle early in the year with no uncertain voice. England, it was later decided, was not too fond of Sport; and just lately the Referendum has been adopted for Home use. Before these pages are in the hands of the public, the Society will have considered the advisability of self-improvement here for the troops, in view of the altered circumstances after the War. .


  The Rev. D. McDougall, the Scottish Minister, usually pre sides at the Debates, and he is deserving of all thanks for his zealous efforts and indefatigable labours in founding and fostering this admirable institution within the precincts of “Timbertown”.


  S. T. T.

  


  The late Seaman Donald McLeod R.N.R.

  


  For the second time since our arrival in Holland, r Death has visited the ranks of the Naval Brigade, and once again the breach has been made among the men from the Island of Lewis. It would appear that the men from this island, accustomed as they are lo battling with the fury of the northern tempests, find the monotonous flatness and the sultry atmosphere of Holland more oppressive, and are more readily affected by the change of life, than city-bred men.


  Seaman Donald McLeod was a native of Garenin, a village on the bold headland to the north of Loch Carlo- way, from the top of which can be seen a grand expanse of land and water — the Atlantic billows continually surging along the outer side of the Island of Bernera, while on its inner side the land-locked strait, with villages nestling around tiny bays on either hand, winds away to meet, seven toiles further south, the waters of Loch Roag, around which a web of romance has been woven by the writer of A Princess of Thule”.


  After finishing in the local school in Carloway, deceased proceeded to the Nicolson Institute, Stornoway, twenty four miles from his home, with a view to becoming a teacher, but he afterwards sacrificed his chances in order to allow a younger brother, who is at present in hospital in England after returning from the Mediterranean, to get the higher education, while he returned home to look after the land.


  Our late Friend was quiet and unassuming, a diligent reader and student, always willing to accept good advice by whomsoever offered. He was a promising member of Mr. Mulder’s Navigation Class, and expected to go up very soon for his Mate’s Certificate.


  On January 5th he was removed to the Hospital with a slight attack of pleurisy. The case did not seem serious, and early in February he was on his feet and expecting his discharge. Within a day or two of the time for leaving Hospital, however, he had a relapse. Again he seemed to be progressing favourably, but in the last week of February complications set in, and on Wednesday, March 1st, he passed away at the age of twenty four years. We have reason to believe that hi5 anchor was set within the veil, for his hope was in Christ, Who is the Resurrection and the Life.


  The funeral which took place from the Academisch Ziekenhuis on Saturday morning, March 4th, was in exactly the same order as that of our comrade who had formerly fallen, and the two lie near one another in the cemetery in the Heereweg. Photographs of the procession at various parts of the route were taken by Mr. Kramer, the local photographer, and these, which can be seen in the Benbow Hut near deceased’s mesa, and copies of which can be obtained from the photographer, speak more eloquently than any description we could give. The Service at the grave was taken part in by the Rev. D. McDougall and the Rev. W. J. Cumpsty from the Camp, and the Rev. W. Thomson, of Amsterdam.


  Floral tributes were sent by the Commodore; the Commandant and Dutch Officers; the Brigade; C.P.O.’s, P.O.s and N.C.O.’s (Benbow); the Dutch Sergt. Majoors; R.N.R. (Benbow); Section l3, D Company (Benbow); Benbow Battalion; Stornoway men (Hawke); Stornoway men (Collingwood); and the Patients (British and Dutch) and nurses in the ward where our friend died.


  D. McD.


  IN MEMORIAM.


  He was a man, and so, when Britain found a foe,

  He did no hanging back.

  To him came not in vain the bugle’s stirring strain,

  To stalwart Scottish Mac.

  Gone soon the homeland scenes of purple, brown, and green,

  Exchanged for grey, and bleak.

  Far from the pipers call; far from his loved ones all;

  He heard the cannons speak.

  Yea! They spoke loud and long; then bursting into song,

  They sang the word, “Retreat”;

  And so a march began, a march of man for man,

  On tired, blistered feet.


  At last a place of rest! He’d done his all, and best;

  And what can man do more?

  He’d fought his first and last, and now has safely passed

  Through Holland’s open door.

  That land of long, straight waterway;

  Of mist by night, and rain by day.


  ‘Twas here he died, he’d done his all;

  He’d heard his country’s pleading call,

  And answering, had proved his worth.


  Sad drips the rain upon the earth.


  R. D.

  


  A Visit to the Camp Club.

  


  There are many things dear to the heart of an Englishman, and his club and beefsteak pudding are conspicuous among them. On occasions, they mean all that is best and brightest; a sanctum and supper that leave nothing to be desired; a home for man and inner-man. In the dim recesses of my mind, a faint visionary desire had been trying to assert itself into a crying need, and when, while lifting a pannikin of tea, and scanning the “Camp News”, my eye alighted on the Camp Club Menu: Beef Steak Pudding.... I deposited the pannikin on the table in a determined manner and 'packed up'. The harmonizing effects of brown bread and 'margo' failed to appeal in the slightest degree to my now unruly appetite, and although I had only fifty cents in my pocket, I noted that the “Camp News” stated the sum to be sufficient. Happily it was my leave night, and hastily brushing my boots and struggling into my go-ashore togs, I was soon trudging through the snow and slush with one, and only one object in view. Slipping and sliding, and ignoring the numerous “good night jack’s”, I forced my way past the Sterrebosch, over the Railway Bridge and — found the canal bridge on the swing! Profiting by past experience I decided to wait while the toiling barges passed sluggishly through, in preference to walking down to the next bridge. It was a long wait though, and by the time the procession of labouring craft had crept through, and the bridge had swung to, my well of patience was a whirlpool of conflicting emotions. Keeping well to the fore of the scurrying, jostling crowd as they swarmed past the barrier, I passed through the Heereplein, along the Heerestraat, nearly capsizing as I negotiated the pavement lights just before turning into the Groote Markt, and then in a few moments I had entered the portals of the Club. Despite the heavy going and the halt at the bridge, I had kept up my walking reputation, and arrived within the cosy haven of peace and plenty well under the quarter of an hour. It was a restful atmosphere; the quiet shades of the lights adding a warmth of tone that blended quite naturally with the air of friendliness and home. From the vicinity of soft enveloping easy chairs, writing materials, and the latest periodicals, the sound of piano forte music came floating gently across the Billiard arena, in strange contrast to the visible anxiety and excitement painted on the faces of the players. To the onlooker who remembered the rush and bustle, the worry and bitterness attached to Walmer, Dover, Antwerp and the first days in Holland, the picturesque scene seemed too good to be true.


  Many and varied thoughts chased one another through my mind as I gazed upon the vista of comfort and self-satisfaction, but — a gentle tap, and the warm savoury aroma of my supper brought my reverie to an abrupt conclusion. Before me, the object of my aspirations lay as an island surrounded on all sides by rich looking gravy, and a plentiful supply of potatoes. The apparition staggered me; I hardly dared to puncture it. With fork suspended, I gloated as an artist over the master piece of the culinary art, till gastronomic cravings urged me to stab and cut. With a faint gasp, the crown slightly subsided, as the fork pierced the shell, and then as the knife joined forces, that unmistakable perfume arose in an overpowering cloud. Transfixing two pieces of beef and a portion of shell, carefully balanced a potato on the load, and — shrank into my jumper as it wavered, tottered and splashed into the luscious juice. Carefully replacing it, I again attempted to rival Cinquevalli, and with a cautious lean forward — enveloped it! Straightening myself with a jerk, my facial muscles working convulsively and revolving at top speed, I hawed and huffed and heaved, as the fiendish stuff went from side to side and from top to bottom.


  Carefully blowing my nose when I had safely negotiated that red-hot mouthful, I settled myself once more and fell-to, and for ten minutes absolutely enjoyed myself. Following on with tapioca pudding and then cheese, I awoke to the realization that I was fortified to a slightly embarrassing extent. I didn’t mind paying my last fifty cents, until I found it necessitated bending; and I didn’t mind smiling whimsically, but I wanted to be left alone — in mind and body. How long I sat thus I know not, but dimly at first and then more clearly, I realised that something of vital interest and importance was about to be enacted. Insistent voices, clamouring for an answer to their “How many do I get?” assailed the bland, smiling face of — evidently an official, and deep down in my heart I honoured him for his forbearance. With the tact and patience worthy of an experienced match-maker, he discoursed upon and organized the Billiard Handicap, quieting with one of his rare smiles all grievances, as he differentiated between the playing powers of the rival contestants. It was a happy innovation to the ordinary routine of the evening, and the prospective competitors, as well as those who were content to watch, entered into the spirit of the games as though the issue of the war depended upon their attention. Tip-toeing, holding their breath, screwing their bodies into all kinds of uncanny shapes, the novices watched with expectant eyes the happy-go-lucky rovings of their shots, while the more proficient cultivated an air of unconcern as they hit or missed, not forgetting, however, to cast furtive glances at the scoring board.


  In the inmost recesses of the office, a diligent young man was alternately crossing his eyebrows and then erasing his worried expression, as he pored over countless bills, dividing his attention between them, an account book and the type-writer. Behind the counter, handing out change, attending to the sales, and presiding over the coffee-pot, the ladies were holding an animated though disjointed conversation with a pushing purchaser, who insisted upon making the price of one of Miss Turner’s home-made loaves twenty or thirty cents according to the spin of a coin. It was a smiling, happy throng, and even as a spectator I enjoyed its association. Time, however, was drawing on; Heath’s portly figure and smiling face, framed in the doorway of the kitchen, suggested that his day’s work was done, and I proceeded to leave.


  On emerging from the dining-room, and proceeding to the corridor, wherein my coat and cap reposed, I experienced a sense of impending doom; perchance, born of dyspepsia, or, and more likely, previous hard earned experience. In frantic haste I searched for the peg I used on entering. Yes! (a sigh of relief.) My coat was “allus in order”, but my cap! Did it reach my ears and cover my aristocratic eyebrows before, and had my Divisional tally miraculously changed since supping? No! I realized that my presentiment of evil had materialized, and that some unfortunate “matelot” had taken a cap in mistake.


  That sense of repletion, however, with which the Camp Club invariably endows its habitués, caused me to ruminate on the advisability, in future, of hanging up my jumper, in the hope of a Larger one being left.


  Jamming on the cap, and mentally working out a devious and dark route back to the Camp, I passed out into the night.


  T. J.

  


  The Good Turn

  


  At nine-thirty one morning, twelve scouts left the Camp for a twenty mile march. The weather conditions were by no means favourable; in fact, that morning there was no parade! Representatives had come from each hut, and as we set out we noticed on the face of a certain P.O. a look of infinite pity — twelve men voluntarily setting out for a twenty-mile route march!


  We passed through the town with the snow falling, but in spite of that we meant to enjoy ourselves. Deep-rooted in cadi el the twelve hearts was an intense longing — nay, rather a morbid desire — to start the day with a good turn. Little did we care for the inclement weather, nor did the fact that more than one of the party had failed to break his fast disturb us, for although all were up at reveille, everyone knows the manifold duties which have to be performed every morning before “fall in”! No — all such minor troubles vanished before the now frantic desire to do a good turn, “Why doesn’t some one break his leg?” — “Why doesn’t some fair damsel fall into the canal?” — Why doesn’t that driver lose control of his horses and give us an opportunity of checking the fiery steeds in their mad rush to destruction?” But so far, Fate was unkind to us.


  “It’s a long lane that has no turning”, however, and we had just come to a turn in the road where we saw a heavily laden barge being towed by one man, and that against a strong current. Here was the long sought for opportunity. “Come on, boys!” one shouted, and with a wild, eager rush we made for the tow-rope and grabbed — and hauled. Alas! the well laid plans of mice and men gang aft agley”; the rope had endured the strain of one pair of hands, but twenty-four extra hands — too energetically applied — caused a rupture in the harmonious relations which had, up to then, existed, and the big barge began to be carried away by the stream.


  The Dutchman was politeness itself; instead of saying ... he thought it. He was a man of action, and by throwing all his weight on the remainder of the rope, which he had hastily thrown round a post nearby, was able to check the run-away. His face was a study — in scarlet, and in expression! Then the two Dutch hands having once more assumed control over the delinquent — the twenty-four English hands, profiting by experience, skilfully laid hold of the shortened rope, and hauled the barge with gentle but firm steps, around the bend, continuing for about a dozen yards along the bank, when the Dutch man, evidently feeling overcome with emotion broke the voyage, and anchored!


  We went on our way, chastened and thoughtful, wondering whether the good turn was yet to be performed.


  E. H. C.

  


  R. N. B. Association Football Club.

  


  At the risk of wearying our readers, we cannot refrain from an occasional growl at the weather. True, it is a baneful topic, but it thrusts itself so assertively before the public notice by its sharp vicissitudes, that one cannot ignore it. Perhaps we are unusually sensitive on this point in Timbertown” (we are loth to blame Holland for her vagaries of climate), but our life here is so greatly dependent on the meteorological conditions, that a reference thereto is perhaps excusable from time to time, when the even tenor of our ways is disturbed by the fractious elements.


  During the period under review, the gods have been anything than kind to the football fraternity, and for one week at least snow-balls replaced the leather sphere, while the inevitable thaw which succeeded made the ground too moist for the most ardent enthusiast


  But some good games have been played, and appreciable progress has been made with the League Competitions. Most of the leading Clubs have improved their records at the expense of those in the latter half of the Tables. Collingwood D again head the premier Division, Hawke B dropping to fourth place, while Hawke A are on top in the minor competition.


  Below are the Tables up to March 6th:—


  First League


  
    
      
        	

        	P

        	W

        	L

        	D

        	Goals

        	Pts
      


      
        	For

        	Ag.
      


      
        	Collingwood D

        	11

        	7

        	2

        	2

        	17

        	5

        	16
      


      
        	Hawke A

        	12

        	7

        	4

        	1

        	16

        	13

        	15
      


      
        	Collingwood B

        	11

        	5

        	3

        	3

        	14

        	7

        	13
      


      
        	Hawke B

        	12

        	5

        	4

        	3

        	19

        	20

        	13
      


      
        	Collingwood A

        	10

        	4

        	3

        	3

        	21

        	13

        	11
      


      
        	Benbow D

        	12

        	4

        	5

        	3

        	17

        	19

        	11
      


      
        	Benbow A & B

        	11

        	4

        	5

        	2

        	14

        	19

        	10
      


      
        	Hawke C

        	11

        	2

        	7

        	2

        	6

        	16

        	6
      


      
        	Benbow C

        	10

        	1

        	6

        	3

        	5

        	17

        	5
      

    
  


  Second League


  
    
      
        	

        	P

        	W

        	L

        	D

        	Goals

        	Pts
      


      
        	For

        	Ag.
      


      
        	Hawke A

        	12

        	7

        	1

        	4

        	23

        	13

        	18
      


      
        	Collingwood D

        	10

        	7

        	0

        	3

        	37

        	8

        	17
      


      
        	Collingwood B

        	12

        	7

        	3

        	2

        	35

        	20

        	16
      


      
        	Benbow A & B

        	12

        	6

        	5

        	1

        	22

        	27

        	13
      


      
        	Benbow C

        	11

        	5

        	5

        	1

        	18

        	21

        	11
      


      
        	Hawke C

        	10

        	3

        	4

        	3

        	23

        	23

        	9
      


      
        	Collingwood A

        	11

        	4

        	6

        	1

        	23

        	24

        	9
      


      
        	Benbow D

        	11

        	3

        	5

        	3

        	15

        	24

        	9
      


      
        	Petty Officers

        	10

        	3

        	6

        	1

        	20

        	27

        	7
      


      
        	Hawke B

        	11

        	1

        	8

        	2

        	7

        	33

        	4
      

    
  


  A decided fillip has been given to the game by matches with various Dutch teams. Twice the Dutch Cadets, training in Groningen, have taken the field against us in the Camp, and to date honours are even. On February 22nd, they lowered the colours of a Second League combination by 3 goals to 1; and on February 29th put up a splendid fight against a more representative side, just losing by the odd goal in seven. They played a good, strong game, and more than one of their men showed distinct promise. A match with a team representing the Dutch Navy turned out to be something of a picnic for our men, and they romped home by nine goals to one.


  Three Battalion teams have been entered for a local Shield Competition, and on Sunday, March 5th, journeyed away to do battle in the first round. Details of the games are not to hand, but Benbow had an easy task against S. O. S. at Assen, winning by 9 goals to I while Hawke beat Hoogezand (2—l), and Collingwood pulled through against Veendam with a like score. We look forward to seeing two of our teams in the Final.


  S. T. T.

  


  Art and the Camp.

  


  If Art is a disease, as some critics allege, then the millionaire with his Old Masters is as badly stricken as the youth with his cigarette pictures, for both worship with avidity at the self-same shrine. Now, to an observant critic, there are signs and symptoms in the Camp, which lead one to realise that the Brigade is not altogether going to escape its ravages; whether ultimately the Huts will attain the standing of a fashionable Salon, remains to be seen!


  That circumstances were against us from the very outset is to be admitted; the Huts did look bleak and bare when we took possession, and moreover, Fate played a strong part against us by delivering quantities of illustrated papers into our hands. Prehistoric man, placed in similar conditions, would more or less unconsciously have arrived at the exact phase we have now; so, Critics, be lenient!


  [We really must object to being classed with the prehistoric species. - Ed.]


  Commodities needful for the manufacture of paste were begged, borrowed or stolen; the fastidious “pushed the boat out” to “Bazar” drawing pins, and numerous cases of missing and purloined nail-scissors were reported.


  These harmless symptoms were apparently only preceding a much more malignant form of the disease. The walls of various huts seemed to exist but for rivalry between “Graphic’s”, and “Illustrated London News”, “Tatler’s” and “Sketch’s”.


  Previous sombreness and bareness were infinitely preferable to the kaleidoscopic visions, which later everywhere offended the eye. One might enter a room innocently bearing a pair of boots to be soled — a room, did I say? Were Dante here, he would doubtless describe it as a thousand cinema shows fighting for supremacy on the walls. The result is immense — exhilarating, in fact; so much so that one’s personality is apt to become absorbed into the one great effect


  Again, under the idleness of the tonsorial chair, one’s gaze is arrested by the stern and martial appearance of K. of K., or the telescope of Jellicoe; first to the left, a realistic reproduction confronts me of a party of Germans being bombed, so realistic that I shudder — Oh curse Art! I’m cut!!


  Every School of Art can number devotees amongst us. In the main Huts, wide diversity of scheme is noticeable; the eyes of Mona Lisa challenge the silk clad ankle creations of Kirchner; a Spion Kop reproduction vies with the Hohenzollern “gadget”, whilst at regular intervals “Gaby” keeps watch over susceptible “matelots”.


  “As their Art, so shall ye know them”, might easily become a truism, as the various small and quasi-private cabins are reached. Sentimentality competes with amorousness, and naval and military designs are by no means “also rans”.


  At present no one can say where it will end; personally I consider Futurism will eventually hold sway. If I am right, when our “special” leaves Groningen station behind, our vista (rom the right-hand windows, across the intervening fields, may be one of red — red and black smoke.


  J. W. H.

  


  R.N.B. Athletic Club.

  


  The changes among the officers of the Club have in I no way checked its activities, and its popularity within the bounds of “Timbertown” continues undiminished. Even the heavy snow-fall which February showered upon us in her last few days failed to daunt the spirit of the Harriers, and packs went out as usual — cutting a hard, frozen path in the fleecy, virgin covering of the country roads.


  Cross-country runs have now become a regular feature in the weekly programmes, and provide a fitting termination to the week’s activity; taking place, too, on Saturday afternoons, they carry one’s thoughts back to Club runs at home — over the Surrey hills, or in marshy Essex, or wherever ones haunts lie.


  The only competitive event of the month was the 7I/ mile Cross-country Race on Saturday, February 12th. There were a large number of entries, and no less than 71 men turned out — a very creditable field.


  The start was in the High Road, opposite the Kazerne, and promptly at 2-30 CP.O. Cummings gave the word — and they were away! Going off at a great pace, the “hot stuff” soon drew well away from the field, and at the first water- jump the runners were strung out over a distance of about a quarter of a mile, Goodyer, Sharman, Short and Pearce being in the van. Contrary to popular impression — misled doubtless by the diplomacy of the organizers — four water jumps appeared in the path of the runners, but they were negotiated with much spirit and language in perfect harmony with the rich flavour of the water.


  Reaching the path leading up to the main canal, Goodyer drew rapidly away, with Sharman and Short running neck- and-neck for second place. Following close upon their heels came Hawes, Gibb, Fielder, and Huxtable, while further back the “middle men” were packing well, and running strongly and with much enthusiasm. Opposite the Café Overvarts, Goodyer had further increased his lead, while Short had gradually forged ahead of Sharman. Next in order were Pearce, Hawes and Fielder, the two last having a great tussle for fourth place.


  A large concourse of townsfolk greeted the runners as they re-entered the Main Road, and Goodyer being the first man to appear received a great ovation. Running strongly, he came through the gates with a splendid lead, and finished first in 42 mml. 25 secs. Short wac second in 43 mina. 40 secs., and Sharnian third in 44 mins. 22 secs Hawes and Fielder had an exciting struggle for fourth place, and running with splendid judgment, Fielder just managed to beat his man on the post. Altogether 66 men finished the course.


  The Battalion placings shewed Collingwood well on top with 770 points, as against 720 by Benbow and 657 by Hawke. The outstanding feature of the Race was the fine, resolute running of the “middle men”, who as regards Battalion rivalry were indisputably the deciding factor.


  A special 5 mile Road Race will be held for these members on Saturday, March 11th, and an exciting finish is in prospect. A 10 mile Road Race also figures on the fixture list for this month, open to all members, and judging from the zeal and activity displayed in the daily spins, a large entry will be received.


  S. T. T.

  


  Sport?

  


  I had been informed that it was an ideal day for the I race, and as I stepped out of the Hut and shrank up in my flimsy “togs”, I agreed, and gave a high stepping exhibition of how I was going to finish. With light and airy footsteps I sped to the Gym., blushing most becomingly as highly flavoured remarks re ‘action’ and grace fell upon my ear. It was an embarrassing gauntlet of running comment, and I was glad of the shelter and sympathy I found as I slipped inside the door, and found myself among a motley crowd of prancing highly-strung heroes.


  With the sang froid of the ambitious “dark horse” novice, who usually yawns and stretches his arms in an endeavour to hide pent up nervousness, I coughed and cracked “chestnuts”, as I mentally took note of my victims and those L thought it policy to watch. Various disrespectful remarks were passed upon the contour of my symmetrical figure, one rude person going so far as to suggest I had offered myself as a springboard for the water Jumps, but — all things end, and when an authoritative voice called for silence, the pall of expectancy fell upon the seventy.one competitors.


  One by one, as the numbers were called out, we filed from the Gym. and through the turnstile, a medley of colour, size and feelings. Lofty and Stumpy, Slim and Tubby, all vied with one another to preserve their air of indifference as we hung around in groups waiting to be lined up. Many Dutch spectators were waiting to see us off, which occasioned a further outburst of feeble jokes, so by the time we set off I was devoutly thankful. With hands well down and a springy stride, I bounded off in full confidence, but ere I had covered a hundred yards, faint unmistakable signs that I wasn’t quite happy began to assail me. Loud breathing and a lack of style in a few others, acquainted me of the fact that I was not alone, so in my misery, smiling bravely whenever anyone greeted me, I plodded on.


  By the time I had reached the first jump my respect for anything or anybody in the running sphere had considerably diminished. In black and white they bad told mc it was fifteen feet broad, and — I am glad to see that at least one of them has since joined the Bible Class. To my fevered eye it looked at least thirty, and as I held my breath and spurred my lagging footsteps to a stupendous effort it increased in size and unfriendliness. Landing safely and with an unashamed ugh’ right in the middle, I gasped as though gassed, and then with a frenzied kick and snort dragged myself on to the mud-sodden bank. Making the retort obvious as the steward told me where to go, I shook my clinging garments and stumbled on, a heroic though sad-looking figure.


  Away in the distance I could discern those I had contemplated “watching”, and all of me that could think wondered how they did it. Something whispered that they had trained, and had done it before, but, I cast it from me as s possibility unworthy of thought. All I wanted to do was to stop, to get back to the Camp, to find the person responsible for my present state, to — thank him! The cheery “How d’yer feel?” from the stewards, accompanied by a grin, spurred my lagging footsteps into the semblance of a run, but it was a pitiful effort and only the grim realization that the nearest way home was to keep on, kept me from stopping and - telling them. Jumps, baggy fields, barbed-wire entanglements — all helped to increase the pleasure of the chase, and when at last I emerged into the road, with only a quarter of a mile to go, I was about as enthusiastic and beautiful to look upon as a wet hen.


  Peering, sympathetic crowds lined the roadways, and dimly as in a dream, I heard myself encouraged to “Stick it”, “Keep your knees up” and do various other feats of impossibility. With a deep-felt sigh and a spirited burst, I passed through the gates, and in spirit flew round the track. Cries of “Look out, he’s just behind you” spurred me on to greater efforts, and in spirit again my pace increased. Slipping and sliding, panting and praying. I reached the straight. In front and down the aides, demonstrative crowds lined the run-in, while dimly at first and then more clearly, the tape loomed into view.


  Frantically increasing my pace to the warning cries of “He’s just behind You”, I in spirit shot over the remaining ground and with a final bound breasted the tape. Breathless and spent, I staggered and stood. Innumerable questions were thrust at me, but chief and most persistent was the voice of the steward demanding my number, which had severed connections in the medley of waving arms and legs and writhing bodies at the first jump. Straightening myself and holding my breath I fixed him with a beady eye and opened my mouth. In vain I attempted to articulate; I could only belch froth; and I was immeasurably relieved when a sympathetic voice in the crowd cried, “Why it’s Longboat!”


  T. J.
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Editorial.


  There has been much to divert and occupy our minds and bodies during the past month. Early on, speculation was rife as to whether the general advance of the clocks had not some mystic influence on the climatic conditions. A distinct savour of winter infested the temperature, while the torrential rains beating down on our Ark-like structures, forcibly reminded our Biblical friends of Genesis. As June wore on, the clouds rolled by, and we were favoured with occasional glimpses of ‘old Jamaica’, which brought our athletes swarming into the open.


  Sport, that forms the leading component of our existence, has bulked largely in the foreground of events and successful attempts have been made to strike into fresh paths. Invitations away have been accepted in different branches of the athletic world and a number of the leading Dutch sporting centres have been visited, where contests with a strong International flavour have been fought.


  Throughout the Camp there is an ever-increasing desire to go ‘on tour; whether as strolling players or propagandists sportsmen, matters not a whit. After nearly two years’ internment, the longing for new fields, new faces, is strong upon one; and as each succeeding ‘few’ leave for ‘pastures new’, hope rises again in the breasts of those left behind” in durance vile.”


  Yet, thanks to our Administrative Officers, our leave privileges have been greatly extended, and both as regards the frequency of leave and its duration we have scored splendidly. This all tends to relieve the wear and monotony of internment, (and incidently our pockets) and brightens considerably, the long aimless days of exile.


  Late in the month we were agreeably startled by the mooting of a Military Tattoo and Pageant. Preliminary arrangements have been made, after attention to local conditions, and the task of instructing- and superintending the participants has already been taken in hand, with a view to the Show being presented in the Camp at about the beginning of September.


  That the educational side of our life is not falling to attract attention, is evidenced by the arrival of Lieut. J. Larden Bromfield, who has taken over the superintending of all instructional classes. Minor alterations, all tending to the benefit of those concerned, have already been instituted, and with the co-operation of the suave and ever obliging P.O. Goodfellow, great things are expected. A pamphlet, setting forth in very convincing style, the good work done by the Döberitz Bread Fund, has come to hand, while ample testimony to the labour entailed in the organization and carrying out of the whole concern, is evidenced by the Balance Sheet, which has a most satisfactory aspect. Mrs Wilfred Henderson, who has devoted such a great deal of her time to the above work, has paid us a visit, and it is to be hoped that our own Camp Institutions will now benefit from her practical advice.


  In a manner of speaking, it is with our hearts in our mouths, that we notify our readers that reprints of Numbers 3, 4 and 5 will shortly be ready. With the extensive rise in the price of paper and material, our financial standing is none too secure, but requests and even demands have been so persistent of late, that we have decided to make the plunge. The work of reprinting is even now in hand, and we shall be pleased to receive demands for the three issues in question, vii. June, July and August 1915, or for full sets to date. We have no wish to beg, but the endangered existence of our tributary organ, The Camp News, compels us in the interest of the Camp, to call on the sympathy and generosity of our influential readers to help to establish our enterprise on a firm basis again, in the face of the vastly increased cost of production.


  The first remark of the visitor is invariably in praise of the Gardens, and though these are suffering from the lack of sunshine, we cannot but remember the splendid Spring show just past. We take this opportunity of thanking the firm of Gerard Telkamp of Hillegan, for their generous gifts of bulbs and the personal advice of one of their representatives.


  A new and valuable contributor is Mejuffrouw Dr. M. E. de Meester, who gives us a historical article dealing with the old and close association of Britain and the Netherlands. The survey will be peculiarly interesting to our Scotch friends. To many in the Camp the meaning of a Tattoo” is either vague or unknown, and in outlining the display. Lee. Sgt. Harwood relieves many an old stager from the enquiries of those among us who have never witnessed this form of entertainment. In keeping with a contribution from the Rev. N. A. Lash, entitled “The Order of the Bath”, B. C. Gray tells us all about the hopes and aspirations of the Swimming Club, while D. Chambers carries us back to the old days of our arrival here, when misunderstanding and ignorance often resulted in strained sod otherwise, relationships.


  Our thanks are due to A. H. Cairns for assistance rendered, and to Charles Barnard who has been busy with his pen, donating us with a poem and also the Cover Design.

  


  A Day in the Camp.


  (Continued)

  


  A gladsome, hearty welcome from all ‘hands’ was extended to me as I carefully threaded my way to my especial wee comer in the office. Work ceased, chairs creaked, and I, or perhaps the battered remnants of the parcel, became the centre of shameless glances and blunt suggestions as to What about it?” Cursing mildly as I cut my finger on the broken Jam pot, I proceeded to disintegrate the individual innocent victims from the loving clutches of their respective partners, and — smiled sadly. Visions of a dear old white-haired lady, wrapping each separate article in tissue paper and investing it with thoughts that only a mother can think, rose in a cloud of half forgotten memories. Could I — would I tell her that the goodies were uneatable, the tobacco unsmokable and the socks unwearable? I smiled again! Condensed, I told her, without raising a blush, that the parcel was responsible for the best and only real feed I’d had for a week, that as a result thereof I was laying down smoking the smoke of smokes, and that the socks were just the things 1 had been longing for.


  Extracting the jamified cake of soap and putting it among the useful articles, I dug deeper and with the top of my finger found the point of a tie-pin with “Good luck” inscribed upon the horse-shoe end. I did not smile. I removed the pin, conversing in heart-feeling language with the dear old Gentleman and his place of abode. Should I delve further? I gazed searchingly and suspiciously into the belated depths. One long loving look and a sorrowful sigh and I consigned it, c/o the waste paper bag to the more critical investigation of ‘Ike’. Picking up my note book I again proceeded to High Street, there to parley with Darkey and dispense many guilden (ha! ha!). Cautiously opening the door, I entered.


  [image: iss16_ADayInCamp]“Ah!, in reference to that soap box” he exclaimed in his most businesslike manner - I believe you were about to thrust a guilder upon me for it”. I smiled in my most, engaging style. (I am fond of smiling as the accompanying illustration may suggest.)


  “I was Darkey, but its like this. If I give you a guilder, or two and a half, or we’ll say five for the box, what are you going to do with it? Buy cigars and ruin your complexion, drink beer and spoil your digestion, or stop out late and endanger your spotless record?”


  Blushing becomingly and retarding me with a Coy c.o.d. expression he sweetly but determinedly murmured, One gull der or nix !“ Tendering two and a half and telling him to keep the change I departed to the Bootmakers Shop.


  It is here that one can bask in that delightful aroma of heated cobblers wax and frying onions, and, (with the exception of the Press Bureau, where you can get it, even for ten cents) it is here, and only here that you can obtain two guilden worth of work and material for fifty cents. Roomy and arrayed with benches and shelves littered with boots of all shapes and sizes in course of renovation, the whole atmosphere vibrated with the hum of feverish activity. Nobody condescended to take the slightest notice of my entry. Was it because I was not fingering my purse or had not brought in anything to mend? I leaned against the barrier and pondered. Why all this diligence, and why this gross disregard of a possible customer? I grew suspicious! Did they always work at the same feverish pace? I coughed. I opened the door and shut it. Got ‘em!!! Through a crack in the wooden partition the voice of Peckham in the photographers room whispered hoarsely: “Has he left?” The sublime indifference paid to his request accentuated my suspicions; the increased vigour with which they plied their hammers verified them! Smiling to myself I withdrew and entered the Photographers studio.


  With a well feigned start of surprise, the burly, brow racked figure straightened itself and smiled a welcome.


  “What cher! old chap,” he said, breathing heavily and leaning in an exhausted manner against the — er — office. “Awfully busy, have been hard at It since about four o’clock this afternoon. Am pacing Derby over a hundred this evening, too, and Tabb has promised to come along and give me a rub down about five.”


  Handing him a Tract I backed out, arid (ailing to find any of the Tailors in, hesitated by the door of the Barbers Shop. From within voices could be heard, tearing to pieces the last shreds of respectability of a certain lady named Riley. Taking advantage of the door opening to allow Mr. Linward to sally forth to buy some fire-wood, I strolled in and seated myself on the upholstered settee. No attempt is made to pro vide the waiting customers with papers, periodicals, cigarettes or wine, the running fire of comments on all subjects, from theology to Damsterdiep, having been found a cheaper and far more attractive form of entertaining and holding the row of patient customers. At the moment of my entry, an argument, punctuated with choice and expressive tit-bits of naval parlance, and illustrated by heart stopping waves of a razor, was being conducted by Mickey and Harvey re the advantages and dis advantages attached to married life. Beer occupied a most important point in the debate. In fact, as the argument wore on, it secured priority of position to such an extent that we were soon being carried along on a tide of reminiscences that had no connection whatsoever with domestic harmony and discord. It remained for Bulmer to call the meeting to order.


  “It’s like this” he said, “when you get married you lose your taste for beer”.


  Recovering from the shock occasioned by the remark, Mickey grabbed a block of alum, and energetically rubbing it over what was left of his customer’s right ear, disdainfully repudiated the vile suggestion.


  “Taste!” he exclaimed, “I’ve seen you tasting. Remember the night. Jock when he heard that hi Missus was coming out?”


  Jock looked uneasy. Look here Mickey” he said, “I’m married and you know how these things get around, don’t you? If I say I have a hazy recollection of anything like that, first thing I’ll know is that somebody else will want to know all about it. Therefore, I’m absolutely ignorant of the episode you —” His sentence was cut short by the attempted hurried entry of Mr. Linward, laden with his purchases. A soap box, a length of two by two, several pieces of match boarding, a chocolate box and a lot of loose ends.


  “Got these cheap” he panted, “there’s a fight on and the Carpenters Shop is empty.”


  I tried to get out! Every occupant of the room evinced a similar desire. However, with Mr. Linward feverishly anxious to get his shopping under cover, we all met in the doorway, struggled frantically and — the golden opportunity passed.


  (To be continued.)


  T. J.

  


  Entertainments.

  


  Taking into consideration the continued absence of a suitable building for recreative purposes, (as when we went to print last month, work on the new Hall had not even commenced) entertainments, whether educational or otherwise, have not by any means proved least on the general programme for June.


  Perhaps it was due to the prevailing wintry conditions, which tuned our energies thus; at any rate it dispelled the established fallacy that we are independent during the summer time, o! matters in this direction.


  Early in the month an influx of Dutch workmen with timber was noticed, and, unlike their confreres over the ‘ditch’, no time was wasted in preliminaries, for in less than a week afterwards we beheld the skeleton of our new Hall, and to-day, the building is almost completed. Improvements? legion! but more anon when the work shall have been finished.


  Handicraft Exhibition. This display was held in the Church, and was a tribute to the varied talents the Camp contains. Her Majesty the Queen had offered six prizes for certain classes of work, and owing to these restrictions the entries were not so numerous as for the Exhibition of December last. However the standard of the various articles was well up to that of previous shows, while the silk work shewed an obvious improvement. Where all the exhibits were so excellent, it would be hardly fair to individualize, but the carved work of Smn. H. Ward. and the fancy box and painting of P.O.’s Bartlett and Davies, stand out as some of the finest examples of applied industry yet seen in the Camp.


  The judging was in the capable hands of the Commodore, and Mrs. Coupland, and Miss. Turner, while the organization and arrangements were ably carried out by Mrs. Oakley assisted by Miss. Hillbrook. To all these are due the thanks of those interested in the work.


  The six Queen’s prize winners were as follows:—


  J. Appleby; P.O’s Bartlett & Davies; J. Frogson; H. Townroe; H. Shadford and H. Ward.


  Lectures. To our diversion in this sphere we are indebted to our new Chaplain, the Rev. F. J. Cutts, who, in the short while he has been here, has managed to give three very instructive ‘talks’.


  Two of these have been on the interesting subject of “The Training of the Child”, and perhaps it is as well to note that his audience was not entirely composed of married men. Mr. Cutts proposes, .at a later date, to carry on with this theme, and we look forward with pleasure to a resumption of the discussion. We must admit, however, that his last discourse on the thesis of Free Will” appealed more strongly to us; Mr. Cutts is essentially a philosopher, and this together with an extremely logical treatment of his subject, absolutely con founded our fatalists.


  Innovations are always pleasant, and we are glad to chronicle yet another this month, in the Cloister and the Hearth” Examination, which took place on June 14th. It was the Rev. N. A. Lash who hit upon this happy inspiration of restoring our jaded literary tastes, arid it was through his medium that several copies of Charles Reade’s masterpiece were introduced into the Camp Library.


  Smn. G. M. Davis headed the list with maximum points, and everyone sitting gained above 50%. Mr. Lash has decided to hold another of these examinations next October, and the books chosen are the three volumes of The Rise of the Dutch Republic” by Motley.


  Again this month we cannot be too lavish in our praise of the Brass Band, who, whenever possible, have entertained us with truly first class music.


  J. W. H.

  


  A SEQUEL.

  


  We’ve bin ‘ere now nigh on two years, exiled from kith and kin,

  Since first we crossed the border—line, and don’t ii seem a sin

  To be stuck ‘ere, and all the while we’re wastin of our time.

  There’s fifteen ‘undred of us too, and all are in our prime!

  Sin, d’yer call it, well o’ course if yer looks at it that way

  I s’pose it is — ’ang on a bit, jest let me ‘ave my say.

  Although we’ve bin ‘ere two years now, or runnin’ pretty line,

  We’re very different blokes to what lust crossed the border-line,

  There’s none of that there snobbishness, and shovin’ on o’ side,

  Which made a barrier between, all caused by bloomin’ pride.

  There’s blokes what sneer’d becos’ a few shoved bears grease on their ‘air

  One bloke would blow becos’ ‘is brother is ‘boots’ to Lord Doancare,

  Another ‘cos ‘is Pa’s a ‘pot’, (or tries damn ‘ard to be.)

  But who cares ‘arf a bloomin’ cent? not you? No fear! Nor me.

  By sports and games we’ve shaken down, each bloke does all ‘e can,

  We’ve learnt this well since we’ve l>in ‘ere, the worth of every man.

  What if ‘e smarms ‘is ‘air back, or what if ‘e wears a quiff?

  That aint no call to say ‘e’s ‘wet’, or sneer, or ‘ave a tiff.

  ‘E’s straight wi’ you, be straight with ‘im, that’s what I allus say,

  The bloke we once thought ‘wringin’ wet’, we understand ‘is ways,

  Although ‘e aint so smart, per’aps, at things that you can do,

  By things ‘e does ‘e proves ‘imself as valuable as you.

  This life as broke the barrier down, (‘twas only made o’ wood.>

  And done them blokes what shoved it On, a thunderin’ lot o’ good.

  in years to come, wher’ere you be, <deny it if yer can.)

  The usefullest thing you learnt ere Is, the worth of every man.

  What if ‘e smarms ‘is ‘air back, or what if ‘e wears a quiff?

  That aint no call to say ‘e’s ‘wet’, or sneer, or ‘ave a tiff,

  Although ‘e aim so smart, per’aps, at things that you can do,

  By things ‘e does. ‘e proves ‘imself as valuable as you,

  Accordin’ to ‘is talent, everyone at ‘is own trade,

  Works or plays the best ‘e knows, and ‘elps the ‘ole Brigade.

  


  D.C.

  


  The Scots Brigade in the Netherlands.

  


  When we see the number of English sailors that are nowadays populating the Groningen streets, we are inclined to think that Holland has never held so many Englishmen at a time, but when we read the history of the Netherlands, we find that once before an invasion from our oversea neighbour has taken place here. From 1572 to 1782 there existed a Scottish Brigade that was in the employment of the United Netherlands, and which rendered very good service during these two centuries.


  The Scots Brigade in Holland began by the enlistment of separate Companies, each complete under its own Captain. Afterwards these were formed into a regiment, at what time is not precisely known. A second regiment was brought over complete, and a third was formed Out of the two existing older ones.


  In 1572 the first Scottish company disembarked on Dutch soil (again the exact date is unknown). Count Louis of Nassau was being beleagured in Mons by the Spaniards, and in order to come to his aid the Prince of Orange William the Silent) raised troops in all countries, in Germany, England, Scotland and France. From this year onwards we find the Scottish soldiers mentioned in almost all the battles and sieges of the Dutch in their war against Spain. In Haarlem, when that town was being besieged by the Spaniards in 1573, Scot. also fought on the ramparts, and when at last the town had to capitulate they were all of them executed, although the Scot. had been promised mercy. The English and the French that were in the town were also killed, as being subjects of Princes with whom the Spanish King was in peaceful alliance. The only man who escaped was Captain Balfour, the Commander of the Scottish Company, who managed to do so by promising that he would try to kill the Prince of Orange; afterwards, however, his conscience smote him and he did not keep his word, considering that under the circumstances he was excused in breaking it.


  Several licences were granted in those days by the Privy Council of Scotland to Scottish Captains to levy troops to enlist in the army of the Low Countries, and after the fall of Haarlem and the massacre of their countrymen the Scots were extra eager to go. There are several letters extant of Captains who went to Holland and wrote to tell their friends at home of their arrival. In 1574 they participated in the relief of Leyden, when the town was being besieged. In 1575 we find a Scots Company recorded amongst those who were massacred at Oudervater when that place was taken by the Spaniards. Similiar events took place more than once in the course of that year, so that at its close the ranks of the Scots were reduced to half their force. But in 1576 new troops were lauded at Brielle and helped to defend Zierikzee.


  At the close of the year 1576, after the Pacification of Ghent, by which the provinces of the Southern Netherlands had associated themselves with Holland and Zeeland the Scots troops entered the service of the States-General, whereas until that time they had been in that of Holland alones It is not necessary to enumerate all the battles and sieges in which the Scots are honourably mentioned in the following years; let it suffice to give a short account of their principal adventures.
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  When in 1586 Antwerp had fallen into the hands of the Spaniards, Queen Elizabeth sent the Earl of Leicester over with a large force. He was then made Governor-General, and Captain-General of the Netherlands; but he had trouble with several of the Scottish Officers, and was very unpopular among them. When Leicester finally returned to England, the conduct of the war was entirely entrusted to Prince Maurice’s able hands, and the Scottish Regiment is to be found continually in the army with which he won his triumphs. If they are not always especially mentioned in the records, we must yet assume that they were there and that their presence was to be taken as a matter of fact. They fought all over the country with the Dutch troops1 from Flanders to Groningen.


  (To be continued).


  M. E. DE M.


  [The above Article has been compiled from the papers and documents relating to the Scots Brigade in the service of the Netherlands, that have been collected by James Ferguson and published by the Scottish History Society. (1899).]

  


  R N B Association Football Club.

  


  It seems strange to chronicle a football event while cricket and oilier Summer pastimes are occupying so much of our time and thoughts, but apparently the football season knows no end in Holland, as on Sunday July 2nd a Brigade side visited Utrecht to try conclusions with U. V. V., a strong local eleven, winning after a hard and fast game by 2 goals to 1


  Playing on a miniature football ground our men were somewhat handicapped, being used to a more open game which was impossible on a ground of such small dimensions, However, “all’s well that ends well”, as once again they upheld their unbeaten record which has been maintained since the men have been sorted and trained together.


  Our reception left nothing to be desired, being most cordial and friendly. At dinner our captain, T. Newsome, was presented with a handsome piece of work in the form of a festoon of silver laurel leaves. In handing over the trophy the manager of the U. V. V. eulogized the sporting spirit of the game and expressed his delight in seeing us there, to which our manager replied amid vociferous cheers. The visit terminated with a splendid send-off which we all hope will be only ‘Au revoir’.


  Next season some exceedingly fine games should be witnessed here in the North, as it is the intention of the Brigade Football Committee to put up for competition among all corners a beautifully and appropriately designed shield, executed by Mappin & Webb, London. The Shield will be known as The First Royal Brigade Charity Challenge Shield, as a proportion of the ‘gate’ proceeds are to be devoted to a local charity, details of which will be published in our next issue, and will be left behind when The Day comes for us to move off, as a memento and souvenir of our sojourn among Dutch friends.


  W. S. W.

  


  Business.

  


  We shall be glad to welcome new subscribers. The annual subscription is 2/6 (or in Holland, fl 1.50). Most of the hack Numbers are obtainable, 1915 issues at threepence (15 cents), the rest at twopence (10 cents).


  


  


  A COMMON KIND O’ BLOKE.

  


  The following Poem is one of a series of stings written by, C. Barnard at the request of Jean Louis Pisuisse. Ed.


  Listen, whilst I tell yet of a common kind o’ bloke,

  Who used to ‘awk round green-stuffs wiv’ a barrer an’ a moke.

  ‘Is wile ‘ad died some years ago, so all that ‘e ‘eld dear,

  Was ‘Is bonny son, just twenty-one, who was a Grenadier.

  


  When war broke out, the son was sent to keep the foe at bay.

  An’ fell, with shattered body in the thick of the affray.

  They brought the news to dear ole Bill, ‘e didn’t rave or cry,

  But quietly went, to use ‘is words, “To make it square, or die.”

  


  I met ‘im in the trenches, and ‘twas there ‘e told ‘is tale —

  No fuss or swank about it, but with lips a trifle pale.

  I knew how well ‘e meant it, and if you ‘ad seen ‘is eye,

  You’d ‘ad no fear of saying, “’E was out to do, or die.”

  


  The enemy ‘ad broken through, our men fell all around,

  It needed something more than grit to ‘old our blooming ground.

  We knew re’forcements were at ‘and, so spitting up a lung,

  We waited for the blighters, and with a rush they come?

  


  Just as the brat man reached the trench. I ‘eard a’ awful yell!

  And out sprung dear ole Billy, ‘is eyes as red as ‘ell!

  ‘E swung ‘is rifle round ‘im, and ‘e caught that feller square,

  We ‘eard a ‘orrid sort of crack — and Bill called out “All’s square!”

  


  I’ve seen some bloody sights out ‘ere, but nothing to compare,

  With Billy’s gruesome figure as ‘e fought ‘is fight out there.

  I couldn’t watch ‘im further. cos I ‘ad to ‘op about,

  But through the din of battle you could ‘ear ‘is awful shout.

  


  Then help came, and we drove ‘em — least we drove back what was left,

  And then we looked for Billy, and we found ‘im nigh to death.

  We carried ‘im quite tender to a place where safety lie,

  ‘E smiled — oh God! a lovely smile — ’e knew ‘e’d got to die.

  


  We propped ‘im up inside the trench, and waited for the end,

  But blimey! It was very ‘ard to watch a dying friend.

  And as ‘is breath got weaker, ‘e tried co point up there,

  ‘E couldn’t, but we heard ‘im whisper “Laddie, now all’s square!”

  


  We buried ‘im just where ‘e fell, we thought that spot the best.

  ‘Twas as the day was closing that we laid ‘is soul to rest.

  And as I think now of ‘im — well, I feels a kind of choke,

  For ‘e to me was dear ole Bill, a common kind o’ bloke!

  


  C. B.

  


  R.N.B. Athletic Club.

  


  Much has happened in our athletic realm since last we went to print, for irrespective of the three days Sports Meeting that was held in the Camp during the beginning of last month, Meetings have been held at the Noorder Sportterrein, Rijs Gaasterland and Rotterdam. At all these places our men had been asked to attend, and a change of environment always being looked upon as a luxury, the offers were readily accepted. As a result, some splendid battles for supremacy have taken place, the advent of our men lending an International flavour to the Meetings that did much to make them a success.


  The three days Sports Meeting that was held in the Camp on June 7th, 8th and 10th proved successful in every way, and says much for the painstaking care of the officials and those responsible for the organization. The weather was not all that we should have liked, but the rain that threatened to postpone proceedings on the final day, held off, and a most enjoyable and interesting afternoon resulted.


  Permission having been granted for visitors to attend, quite a number of the weaker (?) sex put in an appearance, doing much to lend colour and additional keenness to the running. Gages were not displayed, but who knows what small token of somebody’s affection was secreted up sleeves to spur the bold-eyed athlete to greater deeds of valour.


  With the ground in a heavy condition, the ‘times’ for the distance races were necessarily slow, but nevertheless some splendid fights were put up. Notable improvement of form was shewn by W. Pearce and H. Pritchard, while among the previously unknowns, W. Conaty’s running was an eye-opener.


  Results.


  100 yds Handicap. 1st H. Pritchard, 2nd W. Duiker, 3rd R. Derbyshire. Time 10.6 secs.

  High Jump. 1st H. Danvers, 2nd W. Dyke, 3rd F. Barron. 5 ft 3½.

  5 Mlles. 1st D. Stevens, 2nd W. Pearce, 3rd R. Fielder, 4th P. Goodyer. Time 30 Mins 4 secs.

  Relay Race. 1st Hawke C, 2nd Benbow D. Time 4 mins 11.2 secs.

  Tug of War. 1st Hawke, 2nd Benbow.

  120 yds Handicap C.P.O.’s, P.O.’s & N.C.O.’s 1st W. H. Davies, 2nd T. Gray, 3rd R. Quick. Time 13.8 secs.

  Obstacle Race. 1st G. Percival, 2nd S. Milgate, 3rd J. O’Connell.

  440 yds. 1st H. Pritchard, 2nd R. Derbyshire, 3rd F. Stevens. Time 55.8 sec.

  Four Legged Race. 1st (Pearce, Sharman, Wood.) 2nd Kelly, Finney, Lyall.)

  220 yds. 1st R. Derbyshire, 2nd H. Pritchard, 3rd W. H. Davies. Time 25.8 secs.

  2 Miles Walking Race. 1st P. Goodyer 2nd S. Cunningham, 3rd W. Wright. Time 18 mins 13 secs.

  120 yds Veterans Race. 1st J. Allott, 2nd C. P. 0. Oldham, 3rd J. Webster.

  1 Mile. 1st H. Jullens, 2nd W. Pearce, 3rd B. Richards. Time 5 mins 15 secs.

  Throwing the Javelin. 1st W. H. Davies, 2nd W. Angel. 123 ft 7½.

  880 yds. 1st J. Morton, 2nd B. Richards, 3rd T. Houttin. Time 2 mina I9 secs.

  3 Miles Handicap. 1st W. Pearce, 2nd W, Conaty, 3rd W. Gibbon. Time 16 mins 59 secs.

  Putting the Weight. 1st G. Coulson, 2nd M. Costello, 3rd T. McKay. 35 feet.

  Long Jump. 1st W. H. Davies, 2nd D. Shannon, 3rd A. Goodchild. 18 ft 1.

  2 Miles Steeplechase. 1st P. Goodyer, 2nd C. Stevens, 3rd A. Gibb.

  Band Race. 1st T. Burford, 2nd J. Barrel], 3rd Green.

  Ladies Egg and Spoon Race. 1st Mrs Brooker, 2nd Mej. Hounden, 3rd Mej. D. Hann.

  Consolation Race. 1st J. Carrott, 2nd A. Coombes.

  


  Noorder Sportterreln.


  Despite the assiduous attention of our old friend, Rain, a good crowd mustered to witness the above Meeting. Very little of note happened, the programme, which contained five running events, being negotiated under very trying conditions.


  80 Metres. 1st J. Grijseels, 2nd W. Duiker, 3rd R. Derbyshire.

  1 Mile. 1st J. Sharman, 2nd D. Stevens, 3rd B. Richards.

  5 Miles. 1st W. Pearce, 2nd B. White, 3rd J. Groenman, 4th C. Huxtable.

  2 Miles Steeplechase. 1st P. Goodyer, 2nd B. Richards, 3rd W. Wood.

  400 Metres. 1st W. Duiker, 2nd D. K. Visser, 3rd F. Stevens.

  


  Rijs Gaasterland.


  20 Miles Relay Race. Two of our long distance men, C. Huxtable and B. White, travelled to the above place, and although failing to hold the Belgian ‘cracks’ did well to finish third. Eight teams competed, the time of the winners being 1 hr 50 mins while that of our men was three minutes slower.


  “Pro Patria” Sports, Rotterdam.


  Realizing the colossal task in front of them, if they were to take any premier positions at such a Sports centre, great care had been taken in selecting our different representatives, and taking everything into consideration the Selection committee are to be congratulated upon their choice. Under ideal weather conditions, and with the organization comparing favourably with that of an English Sports Meeting, some splendid races were seen. Many of the Dutch and Belgian ‘cracks’ were present, and it says much for our men that they were able to put up such good performances. Pritchard, especially, deserves mention, his running helping a great deal towards our success.


  100 Metres. 1st J. Grijee1s, 2nd W. Duiker, 3rd Snikkers, 4th H. Pritchard. Time 10.4 secs.

  5 Miles. 1st L. Huizinga, 2nd Thijs, 3rd W. Pearce. Time 28 mins 10.3 secs.

  400 Metres. 1st Snikkers, 2nd H. Pritchard, 3rd D. W. v. Weel. Time 56 secs.

  1500 Metres. 1st P. Goodyer, 2nd J. Sharman, 3rd Heins, 4th B. Richards. Time 4 mins 42.2 secs.

  Relay Race. 1st R.N.B.A.C. (P.O. Davies, R. Derbyshire, D. Stevens, H. Pritchard.) 2nd “Sparta”, Rotterdam.

  


  Taken altogether our men have done splendidly, giving a line exhibition of running ability and clean sportsmanship. Sport at all times and in all climes has helped to foster the international spirit of goodwill, and under these circumstances has forged a powerful link in the chain of existing friendship with the Dutch people.


  T. J.

  


  R. N. B. Swimming Club.

  


  Owing to the loss of many of the leading lights of swimming during last winter, the Club had to undergo serious alterations in its list of officers for the present season. Petty Officers Davison and Ironmonger, E. R. A. Bissett, Leading Seamen Keary and Stewart, and Seamen Morgan and McKechnie have ably filled the gaps occasioned by these losses.


  During the first months of the season, the weather has been so inclement, that it has been difficult to make a determined start in any particular branch. Attendance at the baths has consequently been irregular, and the organization of learners and Life Saving Classes has been practically impossible, as regularity is the only way to results. However, with the advent of better weather it is hoped yet to do much, although the shortening of the season in this way is much to be regretted.


  Some progress is being made with Polo, and it is hoped to have a representative team this rear and also to encourage inter-Battalion matches later on. Two evenings a week are fixed for matches and practice, and Seaman Mullins is giving valuable assistance in this direction.


  The giving of prizes for each event on the fixture card, as well as for aggregate points, has considerably improved the entries, although the bad weather has prevented an early start in running them off. Given a few weeks of something like summer and time mile at Paterswolde will be a thing of the immediate future, and no doubt help much towards the responsibilities of holding a gala before the season closes.


  B. C. G.

  


  The Oldest Inhabitant.

  


  [image: iss16_OldMan1]One of our Daily papers has just published the following report of an interview between their Continental correspondent and a centenarian of the Interneeringskamp, Groningen, Holland:


  On Sunday the 10th. 1980, the representative of the “Peckham Searchlight” arrived at a spot familiarly known as “Timbertown”, to interview Able Seaman Owen Hall. He arrived about 9-50, finding the fine, old, historical town still slumbering, though the sun was high in the heavens.


  Reaching the Camp, he awoke the sentry, tendered his card and waited for admittance. After a time a Sergeant* (who had been mobilized at the beginning of the war and was now wearing a long-service medal) ushered him through a small gangway.


  [* For information on the above rating, see chapter M. III C.1. Bell’s Life in London; a very authoritative chronology.]


  “And where can I find Mr Owen Hall?” said the representative.


  “Well, I don’t know whether to wake him or not. You see he doesn’t get up before 10-30; it’s rather awkward, we’ve only got one bugler left and he’s sixty-five” replied the Sergeant. At last, Mr Hall was discovered, propped up in his bunk, crutches beside him.


  [image: iss16_OldMan2]



  


  “Ah! good morning, Mr Hall. Let me congratulate you, and also wish you Many Happy Returns of the day. And bow long have you been here?”


  [image: iss16_OldMan3]“Well Sir, I’ve lived in this ‘ere place, come man and boy, nigh eighty years”.


  “And to what do you attribute your splendid health?” (Centenarians are always in perfect health.)


  “I dunno Sir. I does a sprint or two afore dinner and a game of football in the afternoon. But football aint the game it used to be; you see, we aint got enough men left to make a team, and wot with rheumatics and suchlike — do you believe me, Sir, I mind the time — that’s when I was a lad — when we had a first and second team in every Company, but of course that’s many years ago.”


  Seeing tears in his eyes the representative put the usual “What’ll you take, Mr. — er — More.”


  “No!” he correctly abruptly. “Hall-Owen Hall Well, I’ll have a cup of ‘kie’.” This was served by a very diminutive figure with a thin weazened voice and an exceedingly long beard, answerung to the name of Davis. After taking a hearty drink and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand in a characteristic centenarian manner, he got a little more settled.


  “Sir” he said “I ‘ear tell as ‘ow this ‘ere war is a-going to last another ten years, and I should like to know, Sir, if I can make me old-age pension out to me grandson. See over there; (pointing tragically to a field covered with long grass) that’s where we used to have our sports. I remember in 1914, No! 1916, anyway, some three and sixty years ago, a young chap he goes and does a ‘undred yards in ten, but they say as ‘ow the clocks baint so good as these ‘ere new fangled ones. Perhaps you’d like to see the Camp” he remarked in a voice choking with emotion. “Just pass me crutches over.”


  [image: iss16_OldMan4]They then proceeded towards a group of wizened and grey-bearded figures, one of whom was addressed as ‘Ole Patsy’. This gentlemen had a decided limp, or rather a strong semblance of a limp, for it was afterwards discovered that this apparent deformity was caused by his carrying a surplus amount of guilders in his left hand trouser pocket. Approaching his comrades, the centenarian became very excited and muttered unintelligible words, such as ‘twenty-five on red’, and from amongst the babble of voices the remark ‘twenty-six and the colour’s black’, was distinctly heard; but it was all foreign to the Pressman.(?) A little further away, another group was hanging on to the words of an ancient specimen of humanity.


  “Who is that?” asked the representative.


  “Oh! that’s ‘Lettuce’; we call him the Fire-side critic”.


  At this moment the centenarian dropped his ear-trumpet. Picking up the old fellows vade mecum the correspondent turned to question him about his diet.


  “Well, we get bread and milk cos our teeth aint wot they used to be; some have beer instead of milk, Meself, I takes a drop of Bivox.” (This explains the unsolicited testimonial from Able Seaman Hall, issued by The Bivox Canned Horse Ltd.)


  Glancing at his watch, the representative remarked that he must be getting along, shook hands with Hall, raised his hat and made for the gate. Hall in endeavouring to salute, tripped over his beard, and the ensuing burst of eloquence made it undoubtedly clear that he had not lost his pristine fluency. The sounds disturbed the peaceful slumbers of the sentry, who opening the gates, ushered out the visitor — the hero of one of the most marvellous journalistic coups of modern days.


  F. J. B.

  


  R.N.B. Cricket Club.

  


  There has been a lamentable lack of sunshine during the past month, and in consequence Cricket has hardly flourished to the extent that was anticipated, although quite a number of interesting and exciting games have taken place; the wet and treacherous nature of the out-field being responsible in many cases for unexpected wins and defeats. Even allowing for the state of the ground, however, the fielding on several occasions has not been as smart and sure as it should have been; two matches at least were lost through the palpable carelessness of those on watch.


  Nevertheless, the standard of play hast on the whole shewn a vastly increased measure of proficiency over that of the past season and even to that of the preceding month. Everyone is becoming used to the “matting” and with the first league teams nearly always knocking up three figure scores, some really good cricket has been seen. If, and they are quite within the realms of possibility, away-matches are indulged in, there appears to be no reason to view with trepidition the result of such contests, but practice makes perfect, and no chance should be missed to brush up those finer and more scientific points of the game that usually catch one napping. The nets are not used as regularly and assidiously as they might be and although the shortness of gear is responsible, far greater problems have been solved than the obtaining of such for the furtherance and elevating of sport.


  As to which Battalion will finish up with the greatest number of points it is too early to predict, but Benbow are well to the front in both the first and second 1eagues and —— going strong. Collingwood D. and Benbow B & C at present head the First League, (both possessing unbeaten records) white in the Second League, Benbows are packing well and with the Petty Officers and the Marines & Engineers hold premier positions. Among individuals, G. Stevens has distinguished himself by compiling a hundred the first century of the season, while both F. Percival and D. Pengelly are also to be congratulated for holding a batting average of 48.6 and 45.3. respectively.


  Below we print the complete League Tables up to July 4th:


  First League


  
    
      
        	

        	P

        	W

        	L

        	D

        	Pts
      


      
        	Collingwood D

        	4

        	4

        	0

        	0

        	8
      


      
        	Benbow B & C

        	4

        	4

        	0

        	0

        	8
      


      
        	Benbow D

        	4

        	3

        	1

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Benbow A

        	5

        	3

        	2

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Hawke C

        	5

        	2

        	3

        	0

        	4
      


      
        	Collingwood B

        	3

        	1

        	2

        	0

        	2
      


      
        	Hawke C

        	4

        	1

        	3

        	0

        	2
      


      
        	Collingwood A

        	3

        	0

        	3

        	0

        	0
      


      
        	Hawke B

        	4

        	0

        	4

        	0

        	0
      

    
  


  


  


  Second League


  
    
      
        	

        	P

        	W

        	L

        	D

        	Pts
      


      
        	Benbow D

        	3

        	3

        	0

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Petty Officers

        	4

        	3

        	1

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Marines & Engrs.

        	4

        	3

        	1

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Benbow A

        	4

        	3

        	1

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Benbow B & C

        	3

        	2

        	1

        	0

        	4
      


      
        	Hawke C

        	4

        	2

        	2

        	0

        	4
      


      
        	Collingwood A

        	4

        	2

        	2

        	0

        	4
      


      
        	Collingwood D

        	3

        	1

        	2

        	0

        	2
      


      
        	Hawke B

        	5

        	1

        	4

        	0

        	2
      


      
        	Collingwood B

        	5

        	1

        	4

        	0

        	2
      


      
        	Hawke A

        	5

        	0

        	3

        	0

        	0
      

    
  


  


  


  Third League


  
    
      
        	

        	P

        	W

        	L

        	D

        	Pts
      


      
        	Hawke C

        	5

        	4

        	1

        	0

        	8
      


      
        	Collingwood A

        	3

        	3

        	0

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Benbow D

        	4

        	3

        	1

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Hawke B

        	4

        	3

        	1

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Benbow B & C

        	4

        	2

        	2

        	0

        	4
      


      
        	Collingwood D

        	3

        	1

        	2

        	0

        	2
      


      
        	Collingwood B

        	4

        	1

        	3

        	0

        	2
      


      
        	Hawke A

        	4

        	1

        	3

        	0

        	2
      


      
        	Benbow A

        	4

        	1

        	3

        	0

        	2
      


      
        	Petty Officers

        	3

        	0

        	3

        	0

        	0
      

    
  


  


  The inauguration of a Third League has done much to arouse and stimulate enthusiasm for the game both among budding Jessops and among the spectators. The good-natured rivalry and keenness displayed by the individual teams, ¡s often far more entertaining and exciting to watch than in that of the tore proficient atmosphere, for “slogging” is rampant. Whether he be a diminutive or a burly specimen of humanity, his whole and sole ambition appears to be to hit fours and sixes, and if he does1 then (if he has it) it is the softest thing in the world


  T. J.

  


  “The Order of the Bath”

  


  He pushed past an officer, to whom I was speaking, and said, “I want a bed.”


  We both pardoned his rudeness, as he was not quite himself.


  “You want something much more than à bed,” I said.


  “What’s that, mister?”


  “A bath.”


  “You are right,” he replied, as he looked at his very black hands.


  I am glad that he could not see his face — in his state it might have frightened him. I gave him fourpence and told him where he could get a hot bath — a bath that would be proud of the big job it had before it. He went out. I followed, disguised in a disused overcoat.


  My friend stopping a lady pushing a perambulator, said “Here, missus, I want a bath; can you tell me —” Then her husband shoved him tactfully but firmly out of the way. He moved on, muttering, “Heathen I call ‘em; I want a bath.”


  I came up alongside. “What do you want, comrade?”


  “Heathen I call ‘em,” he replied. “The Chaplain said I was to have a bath, and I mean to have one if I can only find the blooming place.”


  I showed him the way; he paid two-pence halfpenny for the use of soap, towel and a bath. Long ago I ceased to be amazed at the advantages of living in Poplar. I put the change in my pocket, and my friend under the guidance of a good. natured person, who also wanted a bath.


  Later I went into the Institute and found a good-looking Irishman with very blue eyes telling some one about his splendid bath. I sat down by him; he did not know me, and I might have been pardoned for not knowing him. He told me all about it, even how a bloke in a “kind of khaki coat” showed him the way. Sober now, he came to service, took a pledge card, and another pledge to join the Navy to-morrow, for “I have come,” he said, “to fight for my country.”


  N. A. L.

  


  The Tattoo.

  


  To those unfamiliar with Militar3, phrases the term ‘Tattoo’ may not, for the moment, convey a clear idea of its real meaning. Yet the expression to beat a tattoo with ones fingers” is frequently heard, and a ‘Tattoo’ as understood by the military is merely a beating upon drums.


  The practice was in general use a century or so ago, and was resorted to as a means of warning the soldier that the hour had arrived for him to return to his quarters for the night. Immediately the bugles had sounded the “First Post” the drummers would assemble on the barrack-square, and fill in the interval between the “First” and Last Post” by “beating the tattoo”. “Tattoo beating” was the official designation of the ceremony, and in those older days, when the soldier had not the individual liberty he now enjoys, and when the “Married Roll” was undreamt of, it served as a warning to all to repair forthwith to their respective quarters for the calling of the muster.


  With the passing of time, however, the practice has fallen into disuetude, and the term “Military Tattoo” has now come to be associated with an entirely different series of events. It indicates that particular class of entertainment with which dwellers in the vicinity of Naval or Military depots are rapidly becoming familiar, and which never fail to leave a due impression upon those who witness them. The ceremony invariably takes place after dark upon the parade ground, which is illuminated for the purpose. It commences with the sounding of the “First Post”, followed by the march past and troop, the martial strains of the band, and the flaming torches carried by the men lending considerable effect to the scenes. Then blows the figure marching, and the torch bearers carry their torches into a complicated and intricate maze, truly bewildering Lo the eyes of the spectators. Other events continue in rapid succession, and the programme often includes such items as gymnastic display, illuminated cycle riding, dancing, a sham fight and then of course, comes the final march past.


  On some such lines as these will be “our” tattoo, which we hope to have ready for the first week in September. Meanwhile there is much to be done.


  Might the writer just take this opportunity of reminding everyone that it will not be a show for ‘the few’, but, on the other hand, will be open to the participation of the many. Entertainments of this nature are but little known in Holland, and those responsible are relying upon all who are willing and able to assist, doing their level best towards making our “Tattoo” an unqualified success.


  F. W. H.
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Editorial.


  To us and to the whole civilized world the month of August will ever be associated with momentous happenings. At the beginning of the month — two years ago — the Services were mobilized, and after a brief period of anxiety and uncertainty plunged headlong into the armed conflict Volunteers poured in, and the country was agog with excitement and expectancy at the prospect of the fray.


  Looking back at the period when first one country and then another declared war, we recognize how little we realized the awful cost, or the immensity of the Titanic struggle that was to ensue. War to us was romance; the opening of hostilities but an incident that paved the way for our entry into the arena. But two years have wrought a wondrous change, and unnoticed by ourselves our outlook has broadened. The loss of friends and relatives, the irksome, monotonous existence of internment have strangely turned our thoughts. We realize, many of us with a pang, that there is nothing picturesque, nothing romantic — in the sense we thought — in war as it is; and although we have no hesitation in saying that we are as patriotic and self-sacrificing as ever, we wonder — and question whether, after all, civilisation is not a mockery.


  In the early pan of August — indeed long after — the official machinery of organization was inadequate to deal with the unprecedented situation; but immediately efforts were made to shake the men down into efficient Service units, By mid-August the Royal Naval Division had come into being, and the curtain went up at Walmer on the second act of our kaleidoscopic history under arms. After a brief spell, the scene suddenly changed. Actualities succeeded to mimicry, and stern realities took the place of the phantasies of training. A short period of extreme tension — seething with activities and experiences — and yet another picture unfolded itself to us, Holland, internment, exile!


  But we swallowed the bitter pill, fortifying ourselves with hopes that have so far not been realized. For nigh on two years we have been out of the fray, away from country and home, and we may justly claim to have kept a smile in the face of adversity. Now, all thoughts are centred on the last act of the great drama — the denouement.


  A constant stream of visitors inspected the Camp during the month, among whom were Vice-Admiral Naudin ten Cate, and a number of British residents in Holland. In a more distant manner, some of the aerial prodigies of the Germans were seen from “Timbertown”, affording much interest and excitement. Needless to say, they failed to leave their card!


  The new Recreation Hall is now so far completed as to be able to take its place as the pivot of entertainment in the Camp. The inaugural performances reached a high standard, befitting the unique occasion, and the different Societies are deserving of all praise for the splendid ‘send-off’ they gave the new fabric.


  Smn. F. W. Edwards, who has on many previous occasions favoured us with several internal illustrations, makes his debut on our cover. We need hardly enlarge on the subject of the sketch; the artist’s conception needs no elaboration. Mejuffrouw Dr. M. E. de Meester continues her study of British-Dutch relations in the past, bringing us down to the establishment of William III on the English throne. The Rev. F. C. Cutts gives us a page on a topic that is causing no end of interest (and bad language) in the Camp. We were distinctly interested, though not surprised, to learn that the sting was carried by the female! Our correspondent delves further into the more intimate and personal side of our life, and is this month still anchored in the Barbers’ Shop.


  Again we have to complain of a woeful lack of contributors, which has necessitated a scramble among the Staff to fill up. Previous experience has shewn us that there is no lack of literary talent in the Camp, and we feel it incumbent upon us again to remind the men who can scribble that the Magazine is a Camp institution, open to all.


  We have considerable activity to chronicle in the different fields of Sport. Various parties have been on tour, and even football has burst unexpectedly into the lime-light, the Brigade drawing (1-1) with a team representing Belgium at the Amsterdam Sports Meeting.


  The preparations for the Military Tattoo are going on apace, and every effort is being made to get things in order for the early part of September. It is a colossal task under the circumstances, and only the keenness of all concerned will circumvent the numerous difficulties that dog the footsteps of the officials.


  A new figure whom we welcome into the Camp is Capt. F. W. Pritchard of the R.F.C., who has, we understand, come to take charge of matters sporting. Rumour has it that he is shortly to be joined by Lieut-Commander Stopford, late of H.M. Submarine “E 17”, who will probably assume control of the Entertainment side of our life.


  To Business we devote a special page, and we trust same will not be overlooked by our readers.


  


  


  Mosquitoes.

  


  I was awakened very early in the morning by the shrill tones of a mosquito which was thirsting for my blood. It seemed quite useless to knock him away (strictly I should say ‘her’; I will explain why presently) because ‘he’ only returned more vigorously to the fray. Finding at last that ‘he’ would give me no rest, I raised myself from my pillow, upon which my enemy alighted, and a second later ‘he’ lay prostrate. This incident set me thinking. I remembered going round to Church one morning for 7-30 prayers and finding the door locked, which was most unusual. But when Sgt. — — turned out with swollen eyes and various other swellings and disfigurements, I did not wonder. He had been attacked most persistently throughout the night by hordes of these bloodthirsty creatures.


  It is strange how they find some people more interesting than others. My mind wandered away to South America and I remembered how time after time my wife’s arms were very badly swollen through the bites of the insects; how we both of us were stricken with the dengue fever which is transmitted through the bites of these same creatures. They are also the prime carriers of yellow fever which ravages the West Coast towns; and of malaria and other interesting maladies. In such climes it is necessary to sleep under mosquito nets; but my experience of the wiliness and perseverance of the insects is that I can pass on with some degree of confidence the old advice, “Wait until all the mosquitoes have got inside the net; then slip out and sleep on the floor.”


  On referring to a dictionary I find a mosquito defined as, “a two-winged insect having (in the female) a long proboscis capable of puncturing the skin and extracting blood.” Apparently it is only the female that has this warlike tendency, and she seems to be excellently designed for her mission in life. I found it necessary in Chile to keep a sharp lookout on the water-butt, and often I discovered it all alive with tiny little wriggling, worm-like creatures, which were the larvae of mosquitoes. The treatment was to pour a few drops of petroleum into the water, and presently we found cakes of these larvae lying on the surface. Apparently they must come to the surface to breathe, and paraffin always proves fatal to them. This was, I think, the discovery of a Dr. Ross, and it has proved to be most valuable in the efforts which have been made in various parts of the world to stamp out these disagreeable insects. For instance, the Americans have made the Canal zone of Panama — which not long ago was notoriously pest-ridden and fever stricken — into a comparatively healthy district, largely by draining the stagnant water away, and where this was impossible, by the simple expedient of spraying the pools with petroleum. .


  I have sometimes wondered if it would be possible for the Dutch authorities, ever watchful for the comfort of the unfortunate “geinterneerden”, to provide mosquito nets, or alternatively to organize parties of sprayers! As I write, the shrill whistle of one of these fiends approaches, anxious to wreak its vengeance on me for these uncharitable sentiments.


  F. J. C.

  


  A Day in the Camp


  (Continued)

  


  Driven back by the uncomplimentary remarks and unladylike advance of Mr. Linward, I settled myself on the upholstered settee, and once more became a rapt and interested spectator. Many tributes. fortunately too many and varied to recount, were being levelled at that modest young man, some prophesying a motor car future, while others suggested oakum! However, he is ‘one of the few’ in regard to energy, so paid no heed to the remarks, except occasionally to reply with one of the Camp’s popular expressions and renew his activities in stowing his purchases out of sight.


  As my turn to be operated upon approached, a vague indefinable sense of unrest and uneasiness took possession of me. The calm, matter-of-fact way in which Mickey had made good the damage done by his previous wave of the razor, had not altogether filled me with an ambition to become a patient of his, while Dickinson had offended me on a former ‘shaving’ occasion by insisting on giving me back the change out of a guilder. Harvey had also a like offence to his credit, and besides, I was not exactly in love with the jiu jiutsu hold he puts on one’s nose while manoeuvring the razor beneath it. As for Bulmer and Murphy, they were conducting such a personal and animated conversation over their backs with a member of the Tailors’ Shop, that I hardly deemed it safe to entrust the beautifying of my complexion to their care.


  Summing it all up, however, I decided that there was little to choose between the ‘scrapers’, so when ‘next’ greeted my ear, I uttered a silent prayer and consigned myself to the tender mercies of Harvey. The text of his preliminary conversation, as soon as he had harnessed me to the chair, was by no means comforting. Describing a figure-of-eight knot with the razor, during which evolution it came within half an inch of my nose on four separate occasions, he leered into my eyes and smacked his lips.


  “You’re the bloke that pulled our leg in The Camp Magazine last month, aren’t you?”, he gloated.


  I looked at him pleadingly over a bank of ‘Erasmic’ foam.


  “Under extenuating circumstances,” I managed to force through the lather. I wanted to say more, but our barbers are very liberal with the froth, and although it is possible to exhale, inhaling is quite a different matter. One has to husband one’s breath, and I therefore, in as few words as possible, reminded him that my ‘copy’ visit to the Barbers’ Shop had still to be fully recounted. Changing his manner he eyed me seductively and ‘carried on’.


  “See that chap who has just finished shaving Hayward? His missus has been going on something awful about Mrs Riley,” he murmured in my ear, “and Mrs — , you know — the cook’s wife, she wants to know where Bulmer lost his taste for beer, because she thinks her old man must have found it.”


  “What about getting on with the job?” I mumbled.


  “All right” he answered, putting a half nelson on my nose, “keep your hair on, I was only going to tell you what my fiancée said about your illustrated smile in the Mag. Complimentary, and otherwise remarks, the quality and quantity of the ‘otherwise’ making the blush producers a negligible factor, have been heaved at that realistic reproduction of my winning smile, and I had not the ghost of a wish to hear any more. Harvey, however, like many of the others, had something to on the subject and meant to say it.


  “Glory be!” she said when she saw it, “what — who is it? does he always look like — — ?“ “That’s enough, Harvey” I cut in abruptly, “If your fiancée or any of your lady friends want to know who or what I am, tell them from me I’m free any night alter ten, and — just mention that they needn’t bring an escort.” He smiled pityingly.


  “D’yer know what Betsy said about it?”


  “No”, I replied hurriedly, “I don’t, and I don’t want to! All I want you to do is to balance things up by taking a slice off my left cheek and ear, and to go easy with that butt end of a powder puff.” Acceding to my request, he sprayed, powdered and caressed me with a towel, and thoughtlessly handed me a mirror.


  (To be continued.)


  T. J.

  


  The Scots Brigade in the Netherlands.


  (Continued)

  


  When the different companies had been joined together into a regiment, Ormiston had been the first to command them. He was succeeded in 1574 by Sir Henry Balfour, who fell in 1580 fighting against the Prince of Parma’s army. From 1586 - 1594 another Balfour stood at the head of the regiment but he retired from the service, and the command passed to Colonel Alexander Murray who fell on the ramparts of Bommel in 1599; his successor, Colonel Edmond, shared the same fate at Reinberg in 1606.


  Meanwhile, in 1603, a second regiment had arrived from Scotland under Lord Buccleuch and had entered the Dutch service. The first regiment was then commanded by Sir William Brog and for many years the two regiments continued to be called after these two commanders. In 1618 Sir William Brog described his regiment as the first and oldest regiment of foreign nationality in the Netherlands.”


  During the Twelve Years’ Truce, the Scottish troops in the Netherlands consisted of these two infantry regiments and two or three companies of cavalry. These years they spent in peace, but they were kept on foot, together with the Dutch armies, for the States had to keep on the defence and never trusted the enemy; besides, they occasionally helped neighbouring states in their difficulties.


  After 1610 there were also four English regiments in Holland, and these British troops together must for many years have formed a very strong support for the House of Orange, both in their wars with Spain and in their troubles at home.


  When hostilities were resumed in 1621, the Scots Infantry consisted of two regiments, the old one under Sir William Brog and Lord Buccleuch’s, to which Sir Robert Henderson had succeeded. The son of Lord Buccleuch, Walter Scott, created Earl of Buccleuch in 1619, had received a promise from the States in 1615, that he should succeed to the command of the first regiment that should fall vacant, or of any new one that might be formed. After Sir Robert’s death, however, in 1622 Prince Maurice passed the command on to Sir Francis Henderson, and after the latter’s death in 1628, Prince Frederick Henry thought the state of affairs too delicate to entrust the regiment to an inexperienced Officer who had as yet had no training in the Low Countries. In order to keep their word, however the States resolved to make three out of the two regiments; Sir John Halkett, who had already been in the Netherlands a long time, was appointed to succeed Sir Francis Henderson, and the Earl of Buccleuch was in 1629 given the command of the new third regiment.


  During the Thirty Years’ War we always find the Scots regiments taking part, very often in the forefront; they shared all the fortunes and misfortunes of the Dutch troops, and their Officers are frequently praised as being brave and spirited men. During the campaign of 1639, when Wesel was surprised and the Spanish had to surrender, a fourth Scots regiment was temporarily employed under the command of Lord Kinfauns, but only for five months.


  After the conclusion of peace in 1648 the Scots regiments stayed on in Holland, and they even did so during the wars of Holland and England, which had no great influence on them, since they were waged on sea. Yet a certain influence they did have, as the supply of Officers and men from Scotland was stopped; and while the senior Officers, who had all along been attached to the Brigade had practically settled in Holland had their families there and were often married to Dutch wives, the junior Officers and men had now to be supplied by the Dutch or by other continental nations. After 1665 we find more and more non-English or Scotch names in the States of War. When the Netherlands were at war with Great Britain, they resolved to change the four English and the three Scots regiments into Dutch ones. They were disbanded and four national regiments were formed from them, the best Officers being again appointed on condition of their taking an oath of fidelity to the States. No distinction was allowed between them and the native Dutch troops, the “Holland March” was ordered to be beaten, the Officers were to wear none but orange sashes and Dutch badges, and the Colours had to have the arms of Holland in the corner. Gradually the Scottish character of the regiments was lost, and in 1673 there were very few Scottish Officers left in the Regiments. The high standard of the regiments was also declining, so much so that in 1675 and 1676 the Prince of Orange was greatly displeased at their conduct and complained to General Hugh Mackay that he could not understand why they were so changed. Mackay, who had also noticed the fact, ascribed it to the presence of so many foreign elements in the Brigade, and advised the Prince to dismiss all the Dutch and foreign Officers and men from the Scots regiments and again to appoint Scots in their places. After the conclusion of peace with England this was once more possible, and so on Mackay’s advice the Brigade was reorganized and raised again to its former standing.


  After the marriage of the Prince of Orange with Mary, daughter of James II, the connection with England became closer than ever. The King of England sent the Earl of Ossory to Holland with the Prince to command the British Brigade, consisting of three Scots and three English regiments, and the position of the troops was now fixed by a deed, signed both by the Prince of Orange and the Earl of Ossory, which contained as one of the Articles that the States should send these regiments to England whenever the King should recall them. In 1685 they were duly despatched to England to help to subdue Monmouth’s rebellion, but before they reached the scene of battle the rebels had already been defeated. On this occasion the Scots regiments which had arrived first had made a very good impression on the King, who said of them: “... as to those I have seen, there cannot be, I am sure, better men than they are; and they do truly look like old regiments, and one cannot be better pleased with them than I am.”


  Some years later they were to go to England on a different errand. The discontent in that country about King James had been growing more and more serious, and when the King had also had difficulties with his son-in-law, he thought it dangerous to leave the British troops in Holland, and early in 1688 he recalled them. But the States refused to comply with his request, allowing however those Officers who wished to, to leave the Dutch service, Meanwhile they sent deputies to all the garrisons to incite the Officers not to leave their service, and this had the result that only sixty of the two hundred and forty Officers resigned. In October 1688 the Prince of Orange sailed to England. The best among his troops were the six British Regiments, and these were the first to set foot on English soil when the Prince landed at Torquay. They marched on to London where they were quartered near the Tower for some time, but early in 1689 the three Scots regiments were conveyed to Scotland, there to subdue the revolt that was led by Viscount Dundee. They were defeated in the Battle of KiIliecrankie, but after Dundee had fallen, Mackay managed to overcome the consequences of the defeat, built Fort William, and established William III’s power in Scotland also.


  (To be continued.)


  M. E. DE M.

  


  R.N.B. Cricket Club.

  


  With the burst of summer weather with which mid-July favoured us, King Cricket veritably came into his own. Previously long spells of wet had seriously interfered with the weekly programmes of matches, and with the ground reduced to a mud patch, dark pools of water filling the inequalities, even the most enthusiastic quailed and activity slumbered. At intervals the surface hardened, and a number of League fixtures were got through, but the fieldsmen had an unenviable job, and could not resist casting covetous glances at the great-coats of the spectators. However, the bad time passed, and the sun blazed down with unshadowed splendour. Fixtures multiplied, others besides the enthusiasts thronged the field, and players shewed their appreciation of the favourable conditions in befitting manner. Two men distinguished themselves by compiling centuries, F. Percival getting 101 not out, and ‘Tim’ Ward 125, while several other useful scores were made.


  Altogether, gratifying progress has been made in the Leagues and there should be no difficulty about completing the competitions this month. Supremacy in the first Division seems practically decided, Collingwood D — with an unbeaten record — holding a very strong position. In the second Division, Benbow D are again on top; they, too, have not yet tasted defeat, but the Petty Officers are running them close, and there should be a good fight for premier honours. Competition in the third Division is even closer, only one point separating the first four teams.


  Below we give the Tables up to August 5th :— 


  


  First League


  
    
      
        	

        	P

        	W

        	L

        	D

        	Pts
      


      
        	Collingwood D

        	7

        	7

        	0

        	0

        	14
      


      
        	Benbow B

        	6

        	5

        	1

        	0

        	10
      


      
        	Benbow A

        	6

        	4

        	2

        	0

        	8
      


      
        	Benbow D

        	6

        	4

        	2

        	0

        	8
      


      
        	Hawke A

        	6

        	3

        	3

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Hawke C

        	6

        	2

        	4

        	0

        	4
      


      
        	Collingwood B

        	6

        	2

        	4

        	0

        	4
      


      
        	Hawke B

        	3

        	0

        	5

        	0

        	0
      


      
        	Collingwood A

        	6

        	0

        	6

        	0

        	0
      

    
  


  Second League


  
    
      
        	

        	P

        	W

        	L

        	D

        	Pts
      


      
        	Benbow D

        	6

        	6

        	0

        	0

        	12
      


      
        	Petty Officers

        	6

        	5

        	1

        	0

        	10
      


      
        	Hawke C

        	6

        	4

        	2

        	0

        	8
      


      
        	Collingwood A

        	7

        	4

        	3

        	0

        	8
      


      
        	Benbow B

        	7

        	4

        	3

        	0

        	8
      


      
        	Collingwood D

        	7

        	4

        	3

        	0

        	8
      


      
        	Marines & Engrs.

        	6

        	3

        	3

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Benbow A

        	7

        	3

        	4

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Hawke A

        	6

        	1

        	5

        	0

        	2
      


      
        	Hawke B

        	7

        	1

        	6

        	0

        	2
      


      
        	Collingwood B

        	7

        	1

        	6

        	0

        	2
      

    
  


  


  


  Third League


  
    
      
        	

        	P

        	W

        	L

        	D

        	Pts
      


      
        	Hawke C

        	7

        	5

        	1

        	1*

        	11
      


      
        	Collingwood A

        	6

        	5

        	1

        	0

        	10
      


      
        	Hawke B

        	7

        	5

        	2

        	0

        	10
      


      
        	Benbow D

        	7

        	5

        	2

        	0

        	10
      


      
        	Collingwood D

        	6

        	4

        	2

        	0

        	8
      


      
        	Benbow B

        	8

        	3

        	5

        	0

        	6
      


      
        	Petty Officers

        	6

        	2

        	4

        	0

        	4
      


      
        	Benbow A

        	7

        	2

        	5

        	0

        	4
      


      
        	Hawke A

        	7

        	1

        	5

        	1*

        	3
      


      
        	Collingwood B

        	7

        	1

        	6

        	0

        	2
      

    
  


  


  * A tie.


  The averages afford interesting reading, especially in view of the fact that Mrs Wilfred Henderson has kindly offered six bats to the men with the best batting and bowling figures in the three Leagues. Lack of space prevents us going into detail; we content ourselves with giving the leading First League averages.


  Batting.


  
    
      
        	

        	Runs

        	Inns.

        	Not Out

        	Avg.
      


      
        	F. Percival

        	257

        	6

        	2

        	64.2
      


      
        	D. Pengelly

        	141

        	6

        	2

        	35.2
      


      
        	C. Keary

        	179

        	6

        	0

        	29.8
      


      
        	W. Hamilton

        	176

        	6

        	0

        	29.3
      


      
        	E. Redfern

        	112

        	5

        	1

        	28.0
      


      
        	H. Angrave

        	133

        	6

        	1

        	26.6
      

    
  


  


  Bowling.


  
    
      
        	

        	Overs

        	Maid.

        	Runs

        	Wick.

        	Avg.
      


      
        	A. Birch

        	32

        	8

        	75

        	13

        	5.7
      


      
        	W. Ward

        	16.9

        	1

        	54

        	9

        	6.0
      


      
        	O. Wylde

        	57.4

        	15

        	141

        	22

        	6.4
      


      
        	R. Fielder

        	58.9

        	18

        	139

        	19

        	7.3
      


      
        	R. Lishman

        	19.2

        	4

        	88

        	12

        	7.4
      


      
        	O. Dyer

        	57.5

        	6

        	183

        	22

        	8.3
      

    
  


  The following also is deserving of mention:


  
    
      
        	A. Abbott (League II)

        	61.4

        	15

        	160

        	29

        	5.5
      

    
  


  In spite of an unfortunate shortage of gear, it has been found possible to re-open the nets for general practice. Bats have all through the season been a source of trouble, and the Club supply has had to be carefully husbanded. To eke out same, ash sticks have been substituted for the “trusty wiIlow” for practice purposes. Though only a parody of the real thing, they serve a useful purpose in training the eye, and those who like to open their shoulders speak highly of their driving power.


  There has been a decided paucity of big matches. No Dutch teams have invaded the precincts of “Timbertown”, and the activity of the Brigade outside has been limited to participation in the Haarlem Cricket Week, with which August opened. Our men lost to the Officers by seven wickets, and subsequently beat an XI got together by Mr Posthuma in convincing style.


  As regards the future, a Dutch XI is coming up from Zaandam on August 22nd to try conclusions in the Camp, and the fixture is being keenly looked forward to by players and spectators alike.


  S. T. T.

  


  The Beaten Track.

  


  “It is a more blessed thing to travel hopefully than to arrive, and the true success is to labour”. So wrote Stevenson in one of his characteristic essays, under the title of “El Dorado”. He was a great walker revelling in the careless freedom of the gentleman tramp. There was, he contended, no better way of studying Nature; one could get a closer insight into her various aspects, a more intimate acquaintance with her varying moods, and a fuller appreciation of her manifold beauties as an untrammelled wanderer.


  And the effects — soothing inspiring, wonderful! The slow motion, the solitude, the awing grandeur of the immensity of Nature, the absolute absence of restraint, drive the sordid cares of life away, take one out of oneself, as it were. No matter how plain the landscape, there is always a subtle, indefinable influence, tending to quieten the most turbulent spirit, and put one at peace with oneself and the world. Whether one is toiling up the steep Alpine slopes, or roaming over the plains of Lombardy, the effect is substantially the same, in a greater or less degree,


  Even in Holland, in internment, the magnetic influence is not entirely lost on us. The conditions — alas! — fall far short of those depicted by Stevenson. Freedom can here only be a relative term; we are bounded by well-defined limits; and the resulting sensations are correspondingly modified. But it is enough that they exist; we must be thankful for small mercies. That they do is amply demonstrated, as the few acres of grass-land enclosed within our prickly fence bear ample testimony. Throughout the clay and far into the night, there is a constant stream of restless mortals tramping round the field. They find their greatest diversion in standing along the path, bared of grass and battened down by the tread of countless feet, inoculating themselves the while against the virulent attacks of oppression and despondency, the germs of which abound in this atmosphere of monotonous inactivity. Hour after hour the same faces pass and re-pass, masking a spirit within that finds rest in the placid peregrination of “Timbertown”.


  And how long now will the daily pilgrimage endure?


  S. T. T.

  


  R. N. B. Swimming Club.

  


  A welcome revival has been noticeable in the aquatic world since our last issue, and the effects of a late start, which threatened to blight the Club’s growth, have been nullified by the ardent enthusiasm of the officials and the whole-hearted support of the members. July brought with it a marked rise of temperature, and the water nymphs of the Camp were eager to combat the enervating influence of a minor heat wave in the cool waters of the local bath, while extending their prowess in the natatory art and kindred amusements.


  Increased musters for the ‘Swimming boats’ that daily journey to the Club Headquarters — morning, afternoon and evening — enabled the Committee to make good headway with the events on the Fixture card, and several interesting races have been run off. Polo was taken up with great zest, and a distinctly useful team was got together; but latterly the game has languished. In a small community — and the polo players here are not legion — one tires of meeting time and again the same familiar faces in friendly combat. Outside opposition is needed to revive the erstwhile keenness, and unfortunately in the neighbourhood it is not forthcoming, though in the south of Holland the game has a large and powerful following. Our Belgian confréres at Harderwijk are anxious to try conclusions with us, but there are many difficulties in the way of such a meeting.


  The question of a Gala is again this season being approached with great caution. In other circles a Regatta on Paterswoldemeer has been mooted, in which the Sailing, Rowing and Swimming Clubs would be invited to co-operate; and this would effectually supplant any Gala proposals. With the future so charged with possibilities it would be idle to prognosticate; we must wait and see.


  The outstanding feature of the month was the Mile Race at Paterswolde, which took place on Saturday, August 5th. The course was carefully measured, in deference to those enthusiasts who complained ot the 1200 metre ‘sprint’ which did duty for the eight furlongs last year; and the race was run on inter-Battalion lines.


  Forty-seven men lined up on the barge, and were sent off in three batches by the Commodore at intervals of five seconds. F. Morgan at once took the lead with a powerful trudgeon stroke, followed by P. R. Morgan and J. Cornell. Hall-way to the buoy F. Morgan led by ten yards from his namesake, with Cornell four yards behind and S. Wylde in close attendance. Twenty yards back was a bunch of a dozen or more, the rest tailing out down the course. Just before the turn Cornell spurted into second place, rounding the buoy twenty yards behind F. Morgan. P. R. Morgan was third, and S. Wylde fourth, while close behind S. Cunningham, C. Stevens and H. Shirley were swimming well.


  As the race progressed, it became more and more of a procession. F. Morgan steadily increased his lead, with Cornell and P. R. Morgan having a neck-and-neck race for second place. S. Wylde had to give up owing to cramp, and Cunningham and Shirley following suit, Stevens was unchallenged for fourth place. There was quite an epidemic of leg trouble, no fewer than twenty-one of the competitors returning in boats, but in extenuation, it may be stated that with a strong nor’ easter blowing, the conditions were not ideal.


  The order and times of the leaders were as follows: F. Morgan 29 mins. 30 secs.; P. R. Morgan 30 mins. 53 secs.; J. Cornell 31 mins.; C. Stevens 31 mins. 26½ secs; next in order were O. Dyer, W Smith (E.RA.), C. Ortner, J. Sears, D. McKechnie, J. Curtis. Twenty-six men finished, the last taking 63 minutes.


  The Sealed Handicap run in conjunction, resulted in a win for J. Sears, with C. Stevens and C. Ortner second and third respectively; while in the inter-Battalion struggle, Benbow came out easily on top with 53 points, as against 32 for Collingwood and 19 for Hawke. There was not a hitch to interfere with the smooth running of the race, and the Committee are to be congratulated on the success of the fixture.


  S. T. T.

  


  Entertainments.

  


  This month marks the beginning of a new age in an epoch of which we expect great things, while devoutly hoping it will be a short one. Moreover, after the inevitable slackness of the past four months the new lease of life has proved most welcome, and from results already achieved, shewn itself an essential factor in the lighter side of our existence here.


  Rivalling the renowned Phoenix, if not beating it, the new Hall stands to-day completed, a far superior building to its predecessor; a final touch is needed here and there, and the Reading Room is still unfinished, but with the latter there is no immediate hurry. Its improvements, as we anticipated last month, are numerous; with the orchestra well, sloping floor and stage, and withal a general air of comfort.


  The Billiard section was the first to be declared open, on August 2nd, when the Commandant and Commodore commenced a game in the customary manner. There are two English tables and two Dutch, and if a game is wanted — well! it’s a case of ‘ranko’, which proves their popularity.


  To celebrate the first night, it was decided to hold a Gala Performance, all three Timbertown Societies and the Orchestra participating. This scheme materialized in the two shows of August 3rd and 4th which were unanimously voted the best thing of the kind seen in the Camp. We are dealing with each Society’s work separately, but meanwhile, we would congratulate and thank P.O. Mintram and the Entertainment Committee for their organization which ensured such smooth running each evening.


  The Operatic Society commenced the performance by staging the first act of “H.M.S. Pinafore”. A quarter deck of a more or less modern warship met the eye, and the designer (T. Ashton) who was also responsible for the ‘props’, should be mentioned for his carefulness of detail. This artist was considerably in the lime-light in the piece; as the First Lord of the Admiralty, his songs and acting were praiseworthy in a high degree, and he was well supported by the ‘skipper’ (C. L. Slater) who also deserves special mention for the way he filled his role. Several Groningen Ladies again rendered admirable help, and all received bouquets amidst great applause. The opera in itself was particularly a propos, and the predicament of the ‘matelot’ aspiring to the hand of his Captain’s daughter was keenly noted. In view of the oft’ changed date of the opening ceremony, which played havoc with the ladies’ holidays, not to mention rehearsals, the Society’s fine performance is all the more to their credit, and the secretary (T. K. Jeffkins) is to be commended on his skilful pilotage. We would like, on behalf of the Camp, to voice our appreciation of the work of the Ladies (too numerous to mention) under the tutelage of Miss. M. Veenhuizen.


  The Dramatic Society, who produced “The Monkey’s Paw”, an episode in three scenes, achieved a signal success. This is the kind of thing the Camp wants, and its approval was shewn by a spell-bound ‘house’ and rigid attention which did not relax until the climax was attained. Even the players appeared to lose themselves in the intensity of the piece and rose to heights above amateurism. Both D. Chambers and F. S. Harding, as husband and wile respectively, acted with considerable skill, whilst the effects, so necessary to a play of this description, were ably managed by L. Dudley.


  “The Follies” just back from their Scheveningen tour, were in fine form with an entirely new programme. There is a certain finish to Penley’s shows, which commands a successful reception, and the ‘house’ settled itself down to enjoyment, with none of that nervous self-consciousness of the usual audience watching an amateur performance. Undoubtedly the scenic turn of their show was the Italian window item. Windibank had the lighting well controlled, and Linley’s voice was on top form. Langdale and Hicks were irrepressible, the former in his song, “When a Man’s in Love”, to which he added a topical ‘doggy’ improviso, and the latter in “The Policeman’s Patrol”; and both in a smart little burlesque of “The Monkey’s Paw”. During Penley’s song of, “If you were the only girl in the world”, when he wandered among the audience, an embarrassing moment occurred, a well-dressed lady in the visitors’ seats leaving the Hall as the result of his advances. Public opinion, however, was quietened by the appearance on the stage of the same lady; it was only another of the “Guv’nor’s” gags, and ‘Miss’ Godfrey had been sitting unrecognized amongst the visitors all the evening. The old ‘stars’ were uniformly good, but space prevents us individualizing, so just a passing word on the two new members, F. W. Stevens and A. H. Bennett who again proved Penley’s unfailing gift to find the right men.


  In addition to “The Follies” work in the Camp, they gave two Performances in the town on July 27th and 28th, which drew packed ‘houses’. As the Programme was practically the same as that produced in the Camp at the Gala Performances, we will not enlarge on it,


  The Orchestra. After a somewhat long retirement this Society, under E. L. Langmaid, has blossomed forth with splendid results. They supported “The Follies” in the town, where their playing reaped complimentary Press notices; and at the inaugural Shows in the Camp they were one of the pleasant surprises of the evening. Quite fittingly, as our oldest institution, the Orchestra rose nobly to the occasion, and filled a prominent part in the biggest Entertainment success of our internment.


  Lectures. On July 18th and 19th the Rev. A. Blakiston paid us a visit, lecturing the first evening on “Does it matter what my Religion is?” and the second, “Some Thoughts on Immortality”. The subjects interested a good many men, and lively discussions followed the Lecture each evening.


  Brass Band. In view of all the praise and thanks that have been handed out to this hard working and popular body, we are extremely loth to strike a plaintive note, yet feel it necessary. The trouble is that their stock of Music is hopelessly insufficient, and what they have, has been played day after day until the Camp is heartily ‘fed up’ with it, let alone the bandsmen for whom it is far worse. At different times music has been kindly given by friends at home, but the various parts needful are not all included, and the Band have been compelled to seek the generosity of the Brigade to place them on a firm basis, the Canteen Fund being unable to meet further calls upon it.


  J. W. H.

  


  R.N.B. Athletics Club.

  


  After the plethora of events chronicled in last month’s issue, it was only natural that a comparatively quiet period should supervene. But the storm of activity has not been followed by a complete lull. Some weeks back the Committee were able to accept an invitation to compete in a big Sports Meeting, to be held in the Amsterdam Stadium on July 29th and 30th. The representatives for the various events were selected with painstaking care, and put through a special course of training to bring them ‘on top line’. Among the competitors were the leading Dutch athletes as well as several Belgian ‘cracks’ from the various internment Camps, and it was anticipated that some good performances would be put up. Nor were expectations disappointed — more than one Dutch record being improved upon. It is to be regretted that full details of the programme are not to hand; but we give below the results in which our men were interested.


  15 Kiloms. The race opened with 12 rounds of the Stadium, then switched on to the road and finished in the Stadium. The final placings were: Huizinga 52 mins, 501/5 secs.; Egdom (Harderwijk) 55 mins. 34/5 secs.; J. Sharman 55 mins. 434/5 secs; Wessel; Thys; B. White; W Pearce; C. Huxtable. The previous record for the distance (by Huizinga) was 56 mins. 15 secs.


  100 Metres. Grijseels 107/10 secs.; Duiker 109/10 secs.; R. J. Derbyshire; H. Pritchard. Grijseels beat his own record by a tenth of a second.


  800 Metres. D. A. Stevens 2 mins. 151/10 sec.; B. Richards 2 mins. 161/2 secs.; Oosterwijk 2 mins. 173/5 secs.; A. Long. Dutchmen did not compete in this event, and we had it all our own way with the Belgians.


  400 Metres Relay. The Camp team, consisting of W. H. Davies, R. J. Derbyshire H. Pritchard and F. W. Stevens, was drawn against the Dutch combination, the Belgians walking over. After a good start we were beaten in record time, and subsequently the Belgians, too, had to give pride of place to the Dutchmen. The times were: Holland 449/10 secs.; Belgium 459/10 secs.; England 461/5 secs.; as against the previous record of 46 seconds.


  Re future events, we hear whispers of Anthem, and there are other Meetings in prospect.


  An unfortunate error crept into the notes handed to us for last month’s issue, P. Goodyer’s time for the 1500 metres at Rotterdam being given as 4 mins. 421/5 secs. instead of 4 mins. 292/5 secs. — a radical difference in favour of the runner.


  S. T. T.

  


  The Cyclist’s Lament

  


  There is not a great deal outside the Camp to tempt us to put aside the easy-going rig of the day, and squeeze into our go-ashore togs, and as I pondered weighed up the for’s and against’s, the ‘is it worth it’ only won by a short head. Having decided however, I lazily removed myself from the stool and gazed discontentedly into the mirror.


  Was a shave necessary? Short stubbly projections suggested that if I was in England it would be imperative, but I wasn’t in England, I had not arranged to meet a girl, the nights were closing in, and I felt lazy. Supposing, however,


  I again met that ‘pulse quickener’ with the saucy smile! I hesitated. Five minutes would do it and — I began to search for the gear. Previous experience had taught me that shaving soap has a nasty habit of leaving a distinctly unpalatable flavour in one’s pannikin, so borrowing my neighbour’s I was soon mowing away and silently blessing the innumerable passers by. That job finished, I commenced to adorn myself.


  Now who on earth had borrowed my boots last night? Digging deep down into my memory box, I turned the question over and after losing ten minutes, at last remembered who had honoured me.


  “I was just going to bring them along, old man,” the culprit assured me when I accosted him, sorry I broke one of the laces”. Regretting I had no time to illustrate how sorry I was I scampered back to my bunk, and dismantling one of Bodie’s boots was soon wondering whom I could borrow a collar from. Succeeding in my third attempt, I completed my toilet and hurriedly joined up with the ‘Liberty boat’.


  ... Tabb, Barker, Simmonds, Morley, Fitter ...


  With monotonous regularity the names of my messmates were being read out by our chief, and when my name came I stepped briskly forward and out into the atmosphere of freedom. Hurrying along as though I was going to catch a train, I reached the train lines and faltered. Should I go for a stroll, take a train into town, or get hold of a bike? The idea of walking died a very sudden death, while the tram suggestion only seemed to temporize with the difficulty. Cycling I decided was the best way of spending the evening, and to make it a cheap one, I strolled over to the Boschhuis and proceeded to test a few of the cycles that are stored there. Selecting the cleanest and supplying it with a lamp from a neighbour, I was just about to wheel it out when somebody else came in.


  “Know anybody who is not using their bike to-night,” he asked carelessly.


  “Afraid I don’t” I replied “but there’s a decent one over in the corner belonging to Hale. “It’s not Benbows leave tonight. so I don’t suppose he’ll want to use it”. Thanking me and making a few adjustments, he followed me out into the snares and pitfalls of the Heereweg and disappeared. Left to my own resources, I clambered on to the saddle with the aid of the kerb, and with a good shove off started on a zig zag course in the direction of Haren.


  Thanks to the skilful dodging of pedestrians, all went well for about a hundred yards, and then — I found myself traversing one of Groningen’s famous cobbled highways. Fifty yards of it, and I wondered no more that they were famous. By comparison, the memory of my youthful days, when I tobogganed downstairs on a tin tray, was comfort, and but for a crowd of interested spectators, I should have dismounted and accepted the invitation of the admiring ‘matelots’ who swarmed to the en trance of “Ma’s” Café, to “come in and have one”.


  [image: iss17_cyclist]Keeping as near the middle of the road as possible. I at last left the cobbled section behind and commenced to traverse a slightly improved thoroughfare. I had been told that the rule of the road was to keep to the right, and not to the left as at home, and I endeavoured to abide by the regulation. Nobody else did, however, but I was making good progress; traffic was thinning down, and I was beginning to get the hang of my restless steed. Away in the distance I could discern another do-or-die cyclist, obviously a beginner, and I made frantic efforts to overhaul him. After each successive bend in the road I found that I was steadily decreasing the intervening distance, and then — something happened! How exactly it occurred I am ignorant, but after losing sight of him for a minute, I rounded a bend and came upon a hopeless wreck. With head projecting through the wheel, and giving vent to a strange explosive kind of language, my worthy compatriot was engrossed in an effort to disentangle himself.


  “Had a spill?” I asked, after negotiating the dismounting problem. He ceased the snake-like action of his upper regions, and looked at me pityingly.


  “Think I do this for fun?“ he at last snapped out. I propped my machine up against a tree and went to his help.


  “Be careful of the paint,” he exclaimed, as I drew the wheel carefully over his head and carried the remnants away. Laying it tenderly in the gutter, we looked at it curiously.


  “The bell seems all right,” he said in a relieved voice. I agreed. Examining the other parts and getting no further satisfaction, he straightened himself, murmured something about, “Like to see the bloke who persuaded me”, picked it up bodily and proceeded back along the line.


  Admiring his sang-froid, I wheeled mine up alongside and swopped yarns about trees that moved, magnetic attraction, and lastly the cost of repairs.


  “Hope nobody’s there when I get back,” he breathed anxiously.


  “Where d’yer hire it from?” I asked.


  “Hire it!” he echoed in a surprised voice. “Same place as all my pals do — Boschhuis.” I endeavoured to shake hands with him. Silently and slowly we approached that Mecca of ‘Harry Free’ wheelmen. Was our luck in?


  “Go on ahead and see if it’s all right,” he pleaded. I spurted on. With a soft and elated whistle, I summoned him to approach. Gently and thankfully we propped it against the bar, and — departed!


  T. J.

  


  R.N.B. Tennis Club.

  


  If practice makes perfect, as the old adage has it, certain of the members should be crack exponents of the game by this time. That they, are not, we will charitably ascribe to the worn and irregular surface of the Courts, and to the fact that the balls are not always as new as they might be. Be that as it may, the ground is always a hive of activity, and a source of much pleasure and exercise. It is rare that one sees a vacant Court, and there are always unbroken strings of “tallies” on the booking-board.


  Of competitive rivalry there has not been a great deal. The Singles Handicap has lately been brought to a conclusion, one of the long odds men, T. L. Burke (rec. 30), beating D. A. Poland (owe 30) by two sets to one, with scores of 6-3, 4-6, 7-5. The final was keenly contested, and the narrow margin of success reflected very favourably on the Handicappers.


  The inter-Battalion Tournament is well under weigh, and some good Tennis has been seen. At the moment of writing it is impossible to give any figures as they would only be misleading. Suffice it to say, there will be a Spartan struggle for premier honours.


  To a limited extent, members have pursued their activities outside the bounds of “Timbertown”, but with no great success. In the Tournament of the Groningen Lawn Tennis Bond we fared badly in the open events, D. A. Poland, holder of the Singles Challenge Cup, being knocked out early on by Perk Vlaanderen of Leeuwarden, and our other representatives being equally unsuccessful. In the Handicap events, F. G. Glassborow and D. A. Poland were runners-up in the Singles and Mixed Doubles respectively.


  The élite of the Club recently visited the Hague to try conclusions with our Officers, but cut rather an inglorious figure. Two representatives are still away, playing in the Hague Tournament. We wish them the best of luck.


  S. T. T.

  


  Business.

  


  At the risk of boring our readers, we venture once again to harp on the financial side of the Magazine. Wisely perhaps, we refrain from expatiating at length on the disquieting and oppressive rise in the cost of material, about which enough has been said. Our primary object is not to solicit charity — we scorn such degradation! What we are aiming at is substantially to increase our circulation. The sales have shewn some improvement month by month, and a thin stream of new subscribers has filtered into the Camp from both sides of the water. But progress is too slow to meet the demands that are made on the exchequer, and to satisfy our own aspiring ambitions.


  There must be — there are — numbers of persons who would hail with joy a copy of our publication, and alas! they are ignorant of its very existence. We appeal, then, to our readers to appoint themselves honorary agents of The Camp Magazine, to make same known among their friends, and get the latter to order copies from the Press Bureau, lnterneeringskamp, Groningen. We are always willing to receive suggestions, orders of whatever magnitude, and even criticisms. So as to be able to cope with the rush of new subscribers that this appeal is sure to bring, we have had our post-box specially enlarged, and we are seriously thinking of giving “Tubby” (our ever attentive postman) a lien on the princely fabric where the work is executed, to compensate him for his many and arduous journeys to our Sanctum.


  In a more practical and heroic way, we have — at considerable expense and no little labour — reprinted Numbers 3, 4 and 5, which were out of print, and also Number 8, which was running perilously low. Complete sets of the Magazine can therefore now be supplied, or any single Number. Some adjustment has been rendered necessary as regards the price of the 1915 Numbers, partly to recoup ourselves for the outlay of reprinting, and partly to compensate for the antiquity of the issues. These will now be sold at 20 cents (fourpence) each, or a full set of the nine Numbers at fl. 1.50 (half-a-crown). The annual subscription remains as heretofore fl 1.50 (half-a-crown) post free, and single copies for the current year are obtainable at 10 cents (twopence). All communications, of whatever nature, should be addressed to the Press Bureau, lnterneeringskamp, Groningen.


  S. T. T.
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Editorial.


  
    In the security of our exile and the placid monotony of our everyday existence, we are apt to lose that personal sense of responsibility that made us follow so closely the details of the war in its young days, and it needs some event of outstanding significance to disturb the equilibrium of our apparent indifference. Such a diversion was provided by the entrance of Roumania into the arena of hostilities, and throughout the Camp there has been awakened fresh interest and enthusiasm, faculties which had been lying dormant of late. Our minds have been cast back through the long months to the beginning of the war, when ultimatums being disregarded, all nations rallied to the call of arms. Then we were all anxiety lest the struggle ended before we could ‘have a knock’; now we are eagerly awaiting the triumph of the Allied cause and the cessation of hostilities; and every factor likely to accelerate the progress of victory is hailed with genuine delight.


    There has been a veritable hum of activity in the Camp during the past month, and the tension grows from day to day. The Torchlight Tattoo, of which Dan Godfrey gives us an artistic conception for the cover, is the main stimulant, some two hundred men devoting themselves to the arduous and intricate work of preparation in various capacities. Willing and valuable help has been lent by the Ladies, particularly in the Scotch section. As we go to press, the final touches are being put to the different items, and the only anxiety of the officials is — the weather!


    A further impetus has been given to our life here by the three chief branches being centralized in Lieut. J. L. Bromfield, Capt. F. H. Prichard and Lieut. R. N. Stopford. Lieut. Bromfield is supervising the educational section, and has already shaken down the various classes into ship-shape form. A brief outline of the scope and facilities offered will be found in our pages. In the sphere of Sport, Capt. Prichard is the moving spirit, and under his guidance we may confidently look forward to an expansion of activity in all directions. Lieut. Stopford, as we anticipated last month, has taken over the Entertainment section, and fallen into a regular hornets’ nest of work in connection with the Tattoo.


    Mejuffrouw Dr. M. E. de Meester continues her research into Scotch antecedents in the Netherlands, through the medium of the Scots Brigade. An interesting, breezy account of the passage across the North Sea is from the pen of the Rev. F. W. Cobb, who spent his meagre vacation doing duty here. During his short stay, he had few idle moments, and one of his occupations was to photograph integral and typical sections of the Camp, with a view to giving a limelight Lecture on “Timbertown” on his return to England.


    For a new and startling contribution we are indebted to C. Barnard; it is our first venture into the realms of dramatic or rather melodramatic art, and serves as an example we would gladly see followed. Our rambling author continues his jaunt round the Camp in a semi-comatose state, being reduced thereto by the hearty send-off from his friends, the Barbers. F. W. Edwards, with his ever ready pen, is responsible for some sketches from life illustrating the scenes described: he is a most useful and welcome contributor, and his work does much to embellish the pages of the Magazine. In the same line, we are under an obligation to Dan Godfrey, who depicts in striking fashion the difficulties the Tennis groundsmen have to contend with.


    Our old enemy, the weather, has rather hampered our sporting proclivities, but there were some interesting features, the Regatta in particular being quite a new departure. It was something of a novelty, too, for the Groningers, and the large concourse of spectators found it decidedly to their taste.


    The annual Groningen Festival, to commemorate the relief of the town on Aug. 28th 1672, was not confined to the townsfolk; the Camp enjoyed the privilege of midnight leave throughout the ten days of the celebrations — a concession that was highly appreciated.


    As shewing the interest taken in our welfare in certain quarters, it is interesting to note that two representatives of the Marine Dept. of the Board of Trade. Capt. J. M. Harvey and Sir Alexander Walker, have just paid us a visit to conduct the Navigation examinations. At the time of writing, the detailed results are not to hand, but we hear by a side channel that they are eminently satisfactory; all the candidates having passed. A full account will be published next month. .


    A change has to be recorded in one of the essential details of the Cover Competition. Since our third Number (June 1915) a monthly prize of six guilders has been presented through the medium of H.B.M. Consul here, but the funds at his disposal have now been exhausted, and in future — commencing with the current month — the expense will be borne by the Press Bureau.


    Turning to the financial side of the undertaking, we are glad to note that several of our old friends have constituted themselves honorary agents for our Magazine, rendering yeoman service in the enlistment of new subscribers.


    


    


    A North Sea Crossing.

    


    With all the coal-miners of the parish putting in full shifts, and other friends behind desks and counters denied even their customary Bank Holiday, one felt somehow that a holiday ‘as usual’ was out of the question in August 1916. So when the offer of a bit of war-work, in the shape of holiday duty at Groningen, came from the Missions to Seamen it was readily welcomed.


    No, gentle reader, I am not going to inflict on you an article describing a new-comer’s impressions of the Camp you know so well. The Press Bureau authorities have long ago had a heavy surfeit of such contributions, and so perhaps have you. I am out only to set down some account of the twenty-four hours I spent between Tilbury and Rotterdam.


    Do you know what it is to get out at a wrong station and to be told, when the rear lights of the boat-train you have just quitted are mere specks in the distance, that you were anticipating matters by alighting at Tilbury Dock, and should have kept your seat until Tilbury proper was reached? That was my experience, and with it visions of a departing boat (I had waited ten days to get a berth) were not wanting. I girded up my loins, took the road, and set out briskly for the farther Tilbury. I need not have hurried. As things turned out the boat did not leave until I had had eight hours to cool down. “ls this the way to the Batavier boat?” I enquired. “Yessir”, and a soldier waved me down the quay to where a tiny craft, the “Catharine”, lay alongside. I mentally dubbed her the “Cockleshell”. Was this frail bark, then, the vessel in which we were to negotiate the 100 miles of the North Sea crossing? In my ignorance of such things I thought so at first. But after a bit I learnt that she was only the tender, and that in her we were to wait until the Batavier proper came down the river. Which she did eight hours after!


    A party of African stokers who were to take an Elder Dempster boat to the Gold Coast came aboard. One or two hailed from Sierre Leone, and we soon discovered some mutual friends in the Church leaders there. Ten o’clock, eleven, midnight and we were still close prisoners in the “Cockleshell”. Recumbent forms with knees up and heads on travelling bags were dotted along the seats in the saloon. I seized a yard or two of this narrow ledge, but a military sergeant with a particularly thunderous tread overhead, and intermittent engine-room clangings below quite forbade more than a few minutes continuous sleep.


    I managed a few winks, it is true, but as at 4.45 a.m. everybody seemed to be talking and deck tramping and lever pulling at once, I finally rolled off my rocky board and with the brief toilet of a stretch and a rub of the eyes went up on the quarter deck. There I learned that the captain with true nautical instinct had located the Batavier a mile or two up-river, though utterly imperceptible to lay eyes. Soon she hove in sight cleaving her way through the morning mist. Out darted the “Cockleshell”. A dexterous manoeuvre or two, and we were alongside and aboard. A welcome change! The genial steward gave me a ticket allocating me a seat in No. 2 lifeboat in case of unpleasant eventualities. Thick weather kept our siren and the three look-out men in the bows busy, but the whole way across no evidence of enemy malevolence came in sight.


    We dropped the pilot near the Sunk lightship, were all ordered to remain on deck, and those who had no life saving jackets of their own were told to help themselves from the ship’s store. Immediately, we all took on a prize pig appearance, and this was especially true of the chief steward, already a man of decidedly comfortable proportions. A gentleman on deck gave us a vivid description of his experiences in the paddle — steamer “Koningin Wilhelmina” which had been mined in the North Sea a couple of weeks before. When he had finished his recital we became a little more reconciled to the discomfort and heat of our “Boddy” and “Gieve” coats and waistcoats. At midday one of our newer T.B.D’s, the “P 20”, passed us cutting her way along at a rare speed, but with this exception we went ahead hour after hour through a shipless sea. The total absence of steam or sail was strange and almost uncanny to anyone who had not left England since August 4th 1914.


    By 6.30 p.m. we were in Dutch waters and off the Maas light. Next day we learned that H.M.S. “Lassoo” had been sunk seven miles from this beacon within twelve hours of our passing it, the survivors — fortunately almost the whole ship’s company — having been rescued and taken into ljmuiden by Dutch T.B.D’s. Perhaps we, on “Batavier III”, were not so thankful for a safe North Sea crossing as we ought to have been.


    F. W. C.

    


    The Dramatic Society.

    


    The production of Stanley Houghton’s three act play, “Hindle Wakes”, on August 29th, 30th and 31st proved an unqualified success, and may be taken as the culminating point of the Society’s efforts. When the idea of staging a play of this description in the Camp was first mooted, obstacles and difficulties loomed so large on the horizon that the outlook did not appear particularly bright, but the result has more than justified the enterprise which carried out the production.


    Strictly speaking, “Hindle Wakes” cannot be termed a problem play, and yet in it are contained all the elements which go towards causing a diversity of opinion. Certainly it is an essentially modern play; more of an episode than a drama, approaching the Zola-like commonplace incidents of life, which under the glare of publicity, are apt to offend the susceptibilities. Apparently, plots are a negligible factor in this type of play, but if the Author’s idea was to present the public with a new side to rather an old and sordid story, he has succeeded. Quite novel, not to say startling, is the thought of the girl daring to voice an opinion when others, far better qualified than she, have arrived at a sensible solution, and it is this point round which the whole work revolves. If this were not the case, then the play would be most unsatisfactory, for there is no moral, and notwithstanding the exceptionally clever dialogue, it would soon cease to interest.


    The difficulties for the Society were innumerable; lack of lady members is serious when a role such as Fanny Hawthorn is required to be filled. However, all the barriers were surmounted and members surpassed themselves in the most complicated piece they have yet attempted. Unconsciously, some of them at times lapsed from the Lancashire dialect, but altogether their rendering was highly commendable. C. Oakes (a new member) as Sir Timothy Farrar, was quite at home with the North country accent, proving himself one of the successes of the evening. The important role of Fanny Hawthorn was taken by A. W. Newton who made a very successful debut and incidentally a charming mill hand. E. A. Walker as Allan Jeffcote made a distinct hit, his plausable tales to Beatrice and Fanny causing huge amusement; he seemed to lose himself in the part of Allan, and in consequence his acting was most natural and easy. There was little to choose between individual achievements, but A. J. Wright as Nat Jeffcote, with his somewhat queer views and brilliant repartee, and D. Chambers as Mrs Hawthorn, the shrewd, nagging old woman with a capacity and persistance for getting at the truth of things that many a K. C. might envy, stand out above the rest so that in all fairness we must give them due prominence. (It was hardly sporty, however, to liken Mrs Hawthorn to Mrs May of “A Sister to Assist’er” fame). The scenery, made out of material that would surprise theatrical experts at home, was mainly due to the efforts of G. M. Davis, whilst the lighting and other more or less thankless jobs behind the scenes, were ably carried out by the Society’s devoted band of workers.


    J. W. H.

    


    An Unplayed Masterpiece.*


    (By C. B.)

    


    * [Copyright in America. Words and musical price ten cents. Must not be performed in Theatres and Music Halls.]


    (Note. The plot of this exquisite melodrama is cribbed from an old Punch.)


    Characters.


    FLOSSIE FAIRFOOT, a sweet young maiden who has come across from England to see her lover.

    SEAMAN REGGIE BARNARTOS, who is interned.

    SIR MOORE THOMAS, a wealthy guardian of Seaman Reggie Barnartos, who it so happens has also come across to see his young ward.

    SEAMAN DEADSHOT, the only sailor in the Camp who is allowed to carry a rifle.

    SEAMAN SHERLOCK HOLMES, the Camp defective — I mean detective!

    SEAMAN PINK TINKER, his assistant. DOCTOR P.O. BROWN, Director-in-Chief of the Sick Bay.

    

    


    Scene.


    The office of Captain In de Betoü. Time – 1 p.m. (Therefore the Captain is away at lunch.)

    (Enter FLOSSIE FAIRFOOT, who after thanking the Dutch orderly for showing her to Capt. In de Betoü’s Office, takes a seat to await his return. The telephone rings noisily.)


    FLOSSIE. Oh dear! I suppose I’d better answer it. Hello! Yes.... What, you Reggie? Oh how lovely! You’re waiting at the station? Why the train arrived at 12-15. I’m sitting in the Captain’s Office. You’ll come along direct? Ten minutes? Right! I shall be here. (Hangs up receiver.)


    Door opens suddenly and in walks Sir Moore Thomas.


    SIR MOORE THOMAS. My dear Flossie! Who ever would have thought of — (A report is heard and a splintering of glass.) Confound it all! I’m shot! (Falls on floor.)


    FLOSSIE. Yes, he certainly appears to be shot. I’d better go and find the Camp detective. (Goes out.)


    REGGIE BARNARTOS. (Entering quickly.) Flossie.... (looking round in perplexity). Not here! She said she would be here. ... She is false to me! False! I have nothing left to live for. (Takes out a revolver, shoots himself and falls on the floor.)


    SEAMAN DEADSHOT. (entering cautiously through the window and carrying a rifle). This is a devil of a risky business, this rifle practice, but I must keep me ‘and in, in case I find meself in the trenches again. I see I’ve broken the window. Wonder if I’ve done any other damage. (Sees Sir Moore Thomas.) Gee! I’ve killed a man! (Sees Reggie.) Oh, glory! I’ve killed two of ‘em! Seaman Barnartos, too, by all that’s rum! Well that’s pretty useful shooting.... Still it probably means cells, and I’m blessed if I’m going to have cells. Let me rather die by my own hand. (Discharges rifle at himself, and falls on floor.)


    FLOSSIE. (re-entering with Seaman Sherlock Holmes and his assistant, Pink Tinker.) There he is, Detective, (Sees Seaman Deadshot.) My goodness there seem to be two now. I feel sure.... (Sees Reggie.) Three!! Really, Detective, I feel almost certain that when I left.... Oh! it’s Reggie! My heart is broken! (Faints.)


    DETECTIVE SHERLOCK HOLMES. Stand back, Pink Tinker; this job requires thought. (Takes up telephone receiver.) Sick Bay.... That you, Brown? Come across to Capt. In de Betoü’s Office at once, please.... Two or three men shot.... Right.... (Hangs up receiver.) Tinker, measure the exact distance between each corpse and the window. (Tinker proceeds to do so. Enter Doctor P.O. Brown.) Ah, Doc., this is the little job I mentioned.


    (The Play will be continued in the October issue.)


    


    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.

    


    The Scots Brigade in the Netherlands.


    (Continued)

    


    In 1691 two of the regiments were back in Flanders where William tried in vain to resist the French forces, and in 1692 they were all three there again and fought in the battle of Steinkirk, where the Scots and English regiments alone lost three thousand men, and where Mackay fell also. Then the Brigade took an active part in the campaign of the following years which ended with the capture of Namur in 1695. In 1697 the Peace of Rijswick was concluded, and then the three regiments were returned to the Dutch service, whereas in Flanders under William III’s command, they had formed part of the English army. To them were added three more Scots regiments to replace the three English ones which did not go back to Holland. The three old Scots regiments were commanded by Murray, Lauder and Walter Philip Colyear; the three new ones by Ferguson, Lord Strathnaver and Hamilton. Ferguson’s was soon withdrawn, but the two other regiments, with only a short interval, remained in the Dutch service till after the Peace of Utrecht, 1713. From that time on, the three old regiments again formed the whole of the Scots Brigade in Holland.


    Whereas in the seventeenth century the Brigade had seen much fighting and had assisted the Dutch in their fiercest struggles with Spain and France, in the eighteenth century they had a comparatively quiet time, although such battles as Ramillies and Malplaquet, where they fought under Marlborough, figure in the period. After the conclusion of the Peace of 1713 and the reduction of the regiments, their chief duty was to garrison the fortresses in Flanders and the Walloon provinces, which formed the so-called ‘Dutch barrier’, accorded to the Dutch by treaty in 1715, in order to keep the French out of the Spanish Netherlands. The barrier towns were: Namur, Tournai, Menin, Furnes, Warneton, Ypres and Fort Knocke. In addition the Scots regiments garrisoned some of the important Dutch fortresses behind the frontier, such as Bergen-op-Zoom and Bois-le-Duc. This was no very strenuous work, yet it had its peculiar difficulties, as appears from the records of the regiments. The towns of the barrier were all detached, and the Protestant garrisons thus found themselves isolated in the midst of a Roman Catholic country, which sometimes led to complications about young ladies that were to take the veil but preferred to be instructed in the Protestant religion. Another difficulty was the desertion that often took place, made easy by the proximity of the enemy.


    That the Scottish regiments in Holland had a good name appears from the fact that some Officers came over from England to get trained men for their own battalions from among those discharged at the reduction of the regiments.


    For about thirty years there was peace in Holland, but in 1741 the Austrian Succession War broke out, which was not a prosperous one for the Dutch. They lost much ground in Flanders where they fought hard with the assistance of the Scots Brigade, who are laudably mentioned in several reports. After the Peace of Aix-la-Chapelle there followed again thirty quiet years, during which the three regiments were quartered in different garrisons, mostly in the South of the Northern Netherlands, e.g. Nijmegen, Gorcum, Breda, Bergen-op-Zoom.


    When in 1755 war broke out between England and France, the Brigade expected to be recalled, and they were not at all pleased when they had to remain in Holland, idle, while their own country was at war. The British Government attempted to recall them in 1758, but the Duke of Brunswick who was at the time in power in Holland, William V being too young to reign, refused to give his consent on the ground that the Dutch forces would become too weak, and that it would be a breach of neutrality against the French. One result of the war however, which deeply affected the Brigade, was that they could no longer recruit in England, so that they had to enrol many foreigners in their ranks, which after Mackay’s reorganization had again been almost purely Scottish. During the American war, when England had to use all her strength, another unsuccessful attempt was made e to recall the Scots regiments, the King of England promised not to use these troops outside Europe. But the Scots Brigade remained in Holland, even during that country’s fourth war with England (1780 — 84) when they were however sent away from all the towns nearer the sea to the inland fortresses on the Meuse. The Field Officers of the Brigade sent requests to England to he recalled, but they were told that this could not be done lest the enmity he increased.


    At last, in November 1782 came the end of the Scots Brigade in Holland. The States-General resolved that the Officers should be required to abjure all allegiance to their native country, that the regiments should be dressed in Dutch uniform, that the colours should be changed and should no longer bear the British Arms, that the commands should be in Dutch and that the Scottish march should no longer be beaten. Six weeks were allowed to the Officers to deliberate and they sent two deputies to London to ask for advice and received the reply: “the King was thoroughly sensible of the loyalty manifested, recognizing the close ties that bound many of the Officers to their adopted country, and stating that those who should return to Great Britain would be received into his gracious protection and that those who should continue to reside in Holland would not forfeit his regard.” A number of Officers then returned to England but the majority remained in the Dutch service.


    This, in short, outlines the history of the Scots Brigade in Holland. The papers referring to the regiments are often very interesting to read; they throw a light on all the more or less pleasant sides of the life of the Scottish soldiers, and one can find a good deal of humour and pathos in them. That soldiering in the Netherlands had its drawbacks appears from the many complaints that occur about arrears of payment, sickness in the garrisons, orphans that the regiments were burdened with and did not know how to dispose of. Very striking is a memorial of October 8th 1745, in which the sad state of health of the regiment at Sluys is pointed out. It seems that the air of that place did not agree with the Scots, for every time they were quartered there they died in great numbers, and were even “sufficiently near to being altogether buried”. No reason could be found for this, so that it was ultimately concluded that “the atmosphere was most injurious to Scots, who came from a pure to a heavy atmosphere”. The hospital was too small for all the sick of the regiments, and the quarters of the soldiers were also very bad. They had to pay five stivers weekly for their quarters and everything else was very dear, meat being four stivers a pound, a bit of butter eleven slivers and fuel almost unobtainable. They therefore had to content themselves with cheese and bread or food of that sort, while in other places they had always been accustomed to meat, and regularly to boil the pot.


    A touch of humour is to be found in the account of Archibald Pringle, Captain of a company of Grenadiers, who when going with his troop from Steenbergen to Flushing had lost twenty-one of his men who were drowned in sight of Fort Rammekens. The Captain sent a petition to the States in which he said that a few days before the sad accident his company had been completely fitted out from head to foot with new uniforms; that the new clothes had never been worn by the soldiers, and but little had yet been paid for them, accordingly requesting their Noble Mightinesses that they might be pleased to allow him compensation for the goods and uniforms.


    (To be continued.)


    M. E. de M.

    


    Instructional Classes.

    


    With the coming of winter and the consequent curtailment of outdoor occupation and recreation, it is to be hoped that an increased interest will be taken in the above classes. A short description of the present arrangements and a summary of what is being done may therefore prove of interest to those who intend studying during the coming months. It should be clearly understood that the principal object is to instruct as many men as possible in subjects which they will be able to utilize when they return to civil occupation, and any suggestions which will help towards this end will be appreciated. Instruction is not limited to any particular subject. Such will be given in any branch for which there is a demand and for which a competent instructor can be found.


    The strength and nature of the various classes are as follows:


    Book-keeping – Advanced 4. / Elementary 10.

    Mathematics (Engineering) – Advanced 6. / Elementary 37.

        do     (Commercial) – Advanced 3. / Elementary 9.

    Navigation 47.

    French 32. 5 advanced.

    Dutch 20.

    Spanish 7.

    German 7.

    Wireless Telegraphy 15.

    Signalling 40.

    Institute of Bankers 11.

    Electricity and Mechanics 6.

    Seamanship 10.


    Men who have previously studied any of the above subjects and who wish to continue them can join up with existing classes; test papers are set at the end of each month to all classes. New men wishing to join can sit for these tests and they will then he drafted into the class most suited to their knowledge. A notice will be inserted in The Camp News each month when new names will be received.


    For the benefit of men attending lectures, who wish to study privately in their spare time, the class rooms are kept open every evening up till ten o’clock, and any rooms which are not being used for lectures are also available at other times of the day for this purpose. The rooms are only for the use of men who wish to work.


    Men wishing for fuller particulars about any of the existing classes, or to make suggestions for the forming of further classes should apply at the Library.


    J. L. B.

    


    Business.

    


    The response to our touching appeal in last month’s issue has been most promising, and shews that there is still abundance of fertile soil where the seeds of subscription to our periodical may be sown. We reiterate our previous statement that all back Numbers of The Camp Magazine are obtainable at the Press Bureau. The 1915 issues, owing to their antiquity and comparative rarity, are twenty cents (fourpence) each; Numbers for the current year, ten cents (twopence). The annual subscription is fl. 1.50 (half-a-crown). Write to the Press Bureau, Interneeringsdepot, Groningen.

    


    Entertainments.

    


    A decided fillip has been given to our amusements this month, and we must attribute it in no small measure to Lieutenant R. N. Stopford, late Commander of H. M. Submarine “H 6” who is devoting his energies to this particular sphere of the Camp life. With an Entertainments office in the Recreation Hall, and no haphazard methods, we can safety predict a full and varied programme for the Winter season.


    Practices for the forthcoming Tattoo are going on apace and seem, for the time being, to be superseding all else. The weather for the past few weeks has been anything but propitious and a frequent sight in the mornings has been a mixed crowd of savages, figure marchers and gun’s crew racing for cover from the almost tropical showers; yet, nevertheless, interest has not slackened in the slightest degree, and we are glad to note the enthusiasm of all concerned for the work on hand. We can only anticipate of course, but if organisation and hard ‘graft’ count at all, then the Tattoo must be a phenomenal success.


    August has been quite a busy month for two of our Societies; “The Follies” accounting for two evenings and the Dramatic Society for three, full ‘houses’ being recorded on every occasion.


    The Follies programme on August 18th and 19th was, with slight exception identical with the one given on the night of the fire (April 1st). The Troupe was not at full strength, three of the members being away on leave, so a certain shuffling of parts was unavoidable. Another unfavourable factor too, at least on the first evening, was the absence of the Orchestra, for whose benefit the show was given. Most of the items, however, were old Camp favourites and went down well, although perhaps the renderings were not up to their original production. Langdale and Godfrey in “A Sister to Assist’er” were one long laugh and about the best thing of the evening, with the English ‘Drama Burlesque’ a good second. Gilbert and Linley sang better than ever and Stevens was at his best in “Blue Eyes”.


    A frequent complaint levelled at our Camp audiences is their critical, not to mention blasé attitude towards a show, but given a suitable programme, we feel sure a more appreciative crowd could not be found. Penley, Hicks and Langdale never fail to draw roars of applause with their humourous turns, and no performance could possibly be too full of them.


    The Dramatic society’s production on August 29th, 30th and 31st of “Hindle Wakes” has been dealt with elsewhere in these pages, and we give them due praise for their initiative and talent. We hear that the Society have already commenced working on a new play which they propose producing early in October, but at present we are unable to state the name.


    The Orchestra have also had a busy month, supporting both “The Follies” and the Dramatic Society in their Camp shows. Several al fresco concerts out in the Band Stand are to their credit as well, where their selections were much appreciated.


    The Brass Band’s activity, apart from their route march work, has been mainly confined to practices and preparations for the Tattoo, but we would mention for the first time their periodical concerts in the grounds of the local hospital, a feature of the Summer months which is hugely enjoyed by the patients, both English and Dutch.


    An important announcement for the future is the promise of the well-known Dutch Dramatist, Albert Vogel, to give us a recital of “Julius Caesar” and other dramatic sketches, one evening in November. He will be accompanied by a pianist and the two will fill the programme, which should prove extremely interesting. An old friend in the person of the Rev. W. H. Cumpsty, has returned to the Camp and we hope to benefit by his co-operation in this sphere before very long. We understand, too, that there is a probability, in the near future, of Charles Barnard again appearing on the Camp stage, so altogether the Entertainment outlook, as we have already remarked, is particularly promising.


    J. W. H.

    


    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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Editorial.


  
    There are many things connected with our life in this Camp that Time and circumstances will banish from our memories, but the month of October, that saw our expulsion from active service in the Titanic struggle that is paralysing Europe, will ever be associated with that fatal and irrevocable step — our entry into Holland. Despite the drear monotony and gnawing emptiness of our existence here, it hardly seems credible that two years have dragged by since the momentous happening, that dashed our ambitions to the ground and condemned us to be mere spectators in the greatest tragedy of modem times. New thoughts and modes of life and the realization which has been forced upon us that we can only wait and hope, have slowly but surely created within us an indifference to Time and a passive surrender into the hands of Fate, dulling our senses and dimming the scenes and associations of the past in favour of those of the present. Such is, however, merely a natural inclination, for even under normal circumstances old landmarks are obliterated, old friends forgotten by the passage of years; and where the conditions oblige each man to adapt himself to a new and strange life, amid surroundings that are foreign to his nature, memories of the past are inevitably clouded.


    No matter what efforts we have made to interest ourselves, to keep alive our faculties during the two long years of our internment, there is always that recurrent feeling of isolation and hollowness, that gnaws at our very vitals. We have no wish to be doleful, however; there is a brighter side to the picture, for we fully recognise what we gained when we chose the lesser of two evils. And even the most casual retrospective glance round the Camp cannot fail to mark the advancement and progress that has been made on every side since we crossed the frontier. The old crowded days in the Kazerne, when we were cast on our own scanty resources to while away the lagging days are memories that seem a nightmare as we gaze at the self-contained sufficiency of “Timbertown”. Signs of energy and originality display themselves on every side, and the organization of amusements, education and sports would do credit to a far greater and more permanent community.


    Even domestic avocations are not forgotten in the Camp, for we can boast of many successful ventures into the realms of the farmer and the market gardener. There is a peculiar elevating influence connected with husbandry in all its forms, which is not lost among our pioneers, and the subtle charm of tilling and sowing, rearing and fattening, has inveigled men of widely different stamp to band together and take up the peaceful pursuit.


    It will be noticed that no special features of a commemorative nature have been introduced into this issue; the reasons are purely financial. But the Number is unique inasmuch as the size has been increased to twenty-four pages, to cope with the exceptional amount of matter demanding immediate publication. No extra charge is being made, but we hope that the further outlay will be met by largely increased sales.


    A pleasant surprise was sprung upon the Brigade when the Commodore recently imparted to all ‘hands’ a Royal Message, that Bishop Bury had been commanded by Their Majesties the King and Queen to transmit to “Timbertown”. Taking advantage of the anniversary of our incarceration, the Commodore contributes an article reminding men of the duty they owe themselves, and warning them not to let slip the opportunities of the moment.


    Mejuftrouw Dr. M. E. de Meester brings her interesting and instructive record of Scottish history in the Netherlands to a close, and C. Barnard’s essay into the dramatic world is similarly concluded. For some neat verses we are indebted to friends who, do not want their identity to he disclosed; perhaps they think our readers might overwhelm them after their flattering allusions. Our vagrant correspondent portrays his sufferings after what he describes as a “crack on the nut”. The Torchlight Tattoo has come and gone, leaving a permanent imprint on our minds that will recall one of the brightest and best productions of Camp labour and ingenuity. A review of the various items is included in our pages, and an interesting side-light is thrown on the picture by a correspondent in the South, who prefers to remain anonymous. Our cover design is by F. W. Edwards, who also furnishes an illustration for the diary of our apparently unpopular colleague.


    It is with great regret that for the fourth time we have to chronicle a death. Stoker A. T. Vigar, of the Royal Fleet Reserve, breathed his last after a long and painful illness on September 29th. The impressive scenes that marked the conveyance of the body to its last resting place bore striking testimony to the grief of the Brigade at the loss of yet another comrade. The short obituary notice in our pages is from the pen of D. A. Elliot.


    The Brigade has been given furiously to think. Ten of our comrades were proceeding home on leave, owing to serious family sickness, when their boat, the “Prins Hendrik”, was held up on the morning of Saturday, September 30th, by German torpedo boats just outside Dutch territorial waters, and taken in to Zeebrugge. Despite their credentials, certifying them to be interned and travelling by permission of the Dutch Government, the men were detained, and as yet no definite news of them has been forthcoming. Opinions differ as to their prospects of release, but we confidently hope that the representations of the Dutch Government will make their absence only temporary and secure their early liberation.


    Among the visitors who have helped to brighten our lot and cheer the dreary days of exile must be mentioned Mrs Wilfred Henderson, wife of the Commodore, who spent the summer among us. Taking a keen interest in all the institutions connected with the Camp, she made it her business to familiarize herself with our life, and sport in particular received many forms of encouragement. The Regatta at Paterswolde was the result of her suggestion, and a memorable little ceremony took place in the Recreation Hall when she distributed the prizes won in the different fields of sport.


    The passing of September saw the resumption of the old mean sola time, and all clocks were put back an hour. For five months we had been contemplating the enjoyment of an extra hour’s sleep, but lo! when the change was made, “Timbertown” forgot, and we arose an hour too soon. Rumour has it that some of the more adventurous recouped themselves by a ‘nap’ after dining. Consonant with the recurrence to the old time was the reintroduction of our famous ‘pot-mess’ into the weekly menu. Col.-Sgt. Leeson, the inventor of this delicacy, has gone down South, but he seems to have imparted the recipe to his successor, Col.-Sgt. Holliday.


    The lure of the South is strong, and even the snug quarters of the Press Bureau have failed to exert a restraining influence. J. W. Harries, who filled the role of dramatic critic, has left to pursue his civil occupation in Amsterdam, taking with him the best wishes of his late colleagues. Among the ‘special parties’ he had quite a varied career, and his familiar features will certainly be missed.


    As we go to press, we hear from the Central Sports Committee that Messrs. Manfield & Son, the boot manufacturers of world-wide fame, have generously donated the Football Clubs with sixty-six pairs of boots and two footballs. Coming at a time when the resources of the Canteen have been drained to a standstill by the various calls that have been made upon them, the gift is all the more appreciated. On behalf of the Sports’ Committee we tender the donors the thanks and respects of footballers under both codes.


    Our Business note is crowded out, but new subscribers are always welcome. The annual subscription is 2/6 (or in Holland, fl. 1.50). All the back Numbers are obtainable, 1915 issues at fourpence (20 cents), the rest at twopence (10 cents). Write to the Press Bureau, Interneeringskamp, Groningen, Holland.

    


    Royal Regards

    


    It is a far cry from the damp, uninspiring fields of Groningen to the noble battlements of Windsor, and under the burden of two years’ internment, cut off the while from personal intercourse with the outer world, we may be forgiven for thinking that the only connecting link is the bond of fealty as between subject and Monarch. Our sense of perspective of persons and things has been inevitably dulled by the cramped existence which Fate has ordained us.


    It is gratifying, then, to learn that we are something more than mere ciphers in the mighty forces that have been raised to serve His Majesty King George in the hour of need. Bishop Bury the prelate in charge of Northern Europe, who visited the Camp last year, recently spent a week-end at Windsor Castle, and Their Majesties were much interested in his impressions of “Timbertown”. They commanded him to convey their good wishes to the men, with the assurance that they were constantly in Their Majesties’ thoughts. That internment was a sore blow Their Majesties fully realized, and they extended their fullest sympathy to the men of the 1st Royal Naval Brigade.


    Such a cheering message from the supreme command, arriving thus opportunely as we stood on the threshold of our third years exile, naturally had a stimulating effect on the spirits of “Timbertown”, and we shall ‘carry on’ with renewed vigour till the call of duty or the advent of peace places us side by side with our comrades again.


    S. T. T.

    


    A Word in Season.

    


    We have now witnessed the second anniversary of our internment, and I think it may safely be said that if any one of us had been able, when we first arrived in Groningen, to foresee that our stay would last so long, the effect of our confinement on our spirits would perhaps have been different. We would have felt more like prisoners sentenced to serve a definite term of imprisonment, whose only comfort is counting the days which must elapse before their release.


    Fortunately for us the future is hidden from us. Our release may come soon, or we may perhaps be destined to see the realization of the dream of the pessimist, who recently contributed some of his fears to our Magazine in the form of sketches illustrating the return home of the grey-headed, bald, and otherwise infirm, remnants of the Brigade in bath-chairs and on crutches, somewhere about the year 1980. In any case, we have the advantage over the “timer” in being able to live from day to day in an atmosphere of expectation and hope, following in spirit the exploits of our more fortunate comrades-in-arms and looking forward to the ultimate decision which is never absent front our thoughts.


    There is however a danger for us in our life of ease in this Camp, where we are subject to no compelling circumstances beyond those which must necessarily exist for the maintenance of good order and discipline, and that danger is the certainty of deteriorating physically and mentally through sheer inactivity unless we are strong-minded enough to prevent it. Maintenance of a cheerful spirit is excellent in its way, but it is not everything, and will not prevent those who live in a state of joyful effervescence, merely on the strength of press reports favour able to our cause, from deteriorating to such an extent that on return home they will find themselves unemployable in their former capacities and compelled to start again on a lower rung of the ladder.


    Fortunately, the opportunities for physical development both inside and outside the Camp are excellent, and even the daily Route March caters for those who are not attracted by the various forms of sport. On the mental side, however, although opportunities have existed, they have not been freely utilized, and the disinclination to mental exertion, engendered by the life we live in Camp, will, unless combatted, have an enervating effect on the mental faculties, the full effects of which will only be realized when on return home the brains of those who have capitulated to feelings of disinclination will be found to refuse to respond to the calls which competition in ordinary daily life will make upon them.


    Many men think, no doubt, that in view of the uncertainty of the duration of our stay in Groningen, it is hardly worth while beginning to study a new subject — they have now been thinking this for two years, and have consequently lost two years’ time — gone beyond recall. Wise men those, who have not made this mistake.


    The remedy is to select some subject for study right now, and stick to it. Apart from the mental activity which it with stimulate, all knowledge is useful, and one never knows when one’s knowledge may be of service. Since the re-organization of our educational department under Lieut. Bromfield, the opportunities for mental development are better than ever, and I strongly urge their being taken advantage of. It is hoped to be able to do something before long to assist the handicrafts in the Camp to a more flourishing existence than they have led recently.


    COMMODORE

    


    The late Stoker Albert Thomas Vigar R.F.R.

    


    Once more has the hand of Death lighted upon one of our comrades, and Albert Thomas Vigar has entered upon his last long sleep. A native of London, he joined the Royal Navy as a stoker, and after serving the regulation period of five years, passed into the Fleet Reserve, thus resuming civil life. The idea of settling down in one of our many centres of industry with the consequent restrictions of outlook and independence made no appeal to him, whose travels had led him the world over, and he therefore emigrated to Canada, swelling the ranks of the pioneers who carry Britain’s greatness beyond the seas. There he reverted to the primeval occupation of our forefathers, farming, and lived a free and hardy life converting wilderness into cultivated land, until the call of Duty summoned him to return to the service of our nation at war, leaving a wife and two children.


    On arriving in England, he proceeded to Walmer, and was drafted into “A” Company of Benbow Battalion of the 1st Royal Naval Brigade, then in the process of formation, and was with us during the brief spell of training. Then came the Antwerp expedition and our subsequent internment. Unlike too many others, he did not allow disappointment to take the upper hand, and when the suggestion of forming a Brass Band arose, he was amongst the first to come forward, his instrument being one of the euphoniums kindly given by the Salvation Army. In the spring of 1916 signs of a former complaint manifested themselves, and on June 20th he was removed to the Academisch Ziekenhuis. After three months of illness, his case became hopeless and he died on Friday, September 29th, at the age of 32 years, and was laid to rest with our other departed comrades in the local cemetery with full naval honours. His Company, preceded by our Officers followed the body to the grave, and the rest of the troops were drawn up in the burial ground. The last rites were performed by our Chaplains, and many beautiful floral offerings were laid on the grave, the Brass Band sending a particularly appropriate tribute.


    At all times a reticent man, he was none the less well liked and esteemed by all he met, and our heartfelt sympathy goes forth to his wife and children in far off Canada.


    D. A. E.

    


    THEY ALSO SERVE.

    


    It isn’t at all an easy job.

    With nothing fixed to do,

    To knock around the town a bit

    In search of something new.


    A cricket or a football match,

    To while away the time,

    A game of billiards, hand at cards,

    And — ditto — every day.


    It isn’t at all an easy job,

    To make the best of life,

    To stand aside like useless logs,

    In days of howling strife.


    The cry is rising In your hearts,

    Ay, and a bitter cry,

    To do your bit for England’s sake,

    And keep the old flag high.


    It isn’t at all an easy job

    For the home folks “over there”,

    Who kneel in the quiet night time

    And whisper your name in prayer.


    Think of the wife or mother,

    Or the girl who waits for you,

    And if life is hard, remember,

    It’s hard for the others, too.


    You don’t stand out in the trenches,

    To fight for England’s fame,

    But you still have in your keeping

    The pride of her good old name.


    Keep the honour of England,

    Worthy and clean and bright,

    And you shall have “also served

    Who only stand and wait”.


    Anon.

    


    The Scots Brigade in the Netherlands.


    (Conclusion)

    


    The distinct Scottish character that the Brigade always kept during its long years of service in a foreign country is especially noticeable in the recurrence of the same names among the Officers. They entered the service very early and were trained under their fathers and grandfathers, and gradually succeeded them in their positions, always serving in the same regiments. Commissions in the Brigade were given only to members of those families whom the people of Scotland had from time immemorial respected as their superiors, as the Historical Account has it. Gentlemen of the families of Balfour Lord Burley, Scott Earl of Buccleuch, Preston of Seton, Halkett of Pitfirran, and many different families of the name of Stewart, Sinclair, Douglas, Hamilton, Henderson, Mackay etc. were among the first who went over, and on looking through the States of War we notice how frequently these names recur in the Brigade, throughout its existence.


    The almost continual presence of so large a number of Scots in the Low Countries for two centuries cannot fail to have left its traces among the population, and we find indeed a number of Dutch surnames that are of Scottish origin, although they have now sometimes become so entirely Dutch that their origin is forgotten, and it hardly ever occurs to one that they are not really Dutch. Thus it is for example with the name of Abercrombie, which is of frequent occurrence in the Zaanstreek, while at Blokzijl there was a burgomaster of that name who died in 1820. The Bruce family is also represented here, often in the army. In 1799 there was a General Stewart John Bruce, who took part in the campaign in North-Holland, when the English and Russians landed there. In 1830 he is mentioned as being Commander-in-Chief at Venlo. He died in 1847. His son, George lzaac (1803-1850) had studied law, and was in 1850 appointed Governor-General of the East Indies, but died shortly before his departure. In 1913 a Major-General J. Bruce retired from the Dutch army; this gentleman is still alive and has a brother living in this very town (68 Heerestraat).


    Another family of Scottish origin that is well known in Holland and has produced several men of mark is that of Mackay. One member of this family has already been mentioned in connection with the Scots regiments. This was Hugh Mackay of Scourie, and the following particulars are to be found in the Brigade papers about his entry into the Dutch service. Among the British Officers serving in Dumbarton’s regiment under the French Colours in 1672 was Captain Hugh Mackay of Scourie. Quartered at Bommel, and billeted in the house of a rich and noble family, he fell in love with the third daughter, Clara de Bie; and as the mother would not sanction a marriage with an enemy, upon the conclusion of peace he left the French service, came over to that of the Netherlands, and by his marriage as well as by his personal qualities established himself in the favour of the Prince of Orange. He was later the General Mackay who commanded the Prince’s troops in Scotland at the Battle of Killiecrankie. Besides this Hugh Mackay, there have been a number of other Mackays in the Dutch service since the days of the Scots Brigade, and some of their descendants have become very well known, both here and in England. There is, for example, Aeneas Baron Mackay, who from 1880 to 1891 was Prime Minister of the Netherlands; and a Mackay who is still better known is Donald James Baron Mackay of Ophemert and Zennewijnen, who was born at the Hague in 1839, educated in Holland and who entered the Dutch Parliament. In 1877 he became a British subject as eleventh Lord Reay, and in 1881 Peer of Great Britain as Lord Reay of Durness. He was Governor of Bombay and Under-Secretary of State for India, and in 1896 a monument was erected to him at Bombay. Lord Reay now spends the greater part of the year in England, but he is still a Dutch landowner and regularly comes over to visit his property at Ophemert.


    Of the Sutherlands there have also been many in the Dutch army, and they have often distinguished themselves. About 1850 there was a Major-General J. B. J. Sutherland who took part in the Indian campaigns and received the Militaire Willemsorde[Military Order of William]. Thus we find plenty of originally Scottish families all through the Netherlands, and names such as Adair, Campbell, Ferguson, Munro (there is a gentleman of this name living at Groningen — 8a Oude Ebbingestraat), Stuart, have become quite common Dutch names, so that we may say that in more than one respect the Scots Brigade has had an influence on the Netherlands and their history.


    M. E. de M.

    


    An Unplayed Masterpiece.


    (Conclusion)

    


    DR. P.O. BROWN (kneeling by Flossie). This one isn’t shot; she’s only fainted. She’ll be all right in a minute. (Examines Reggie.) Nor is this one. He’ll be all right in a minute. (Examines Deadshot.) Nor is this one. He’ll be all right in a minute. (Examines Sir Moore.) This one is, though — dead as a door-nail. (Flossie, Reggie and Deadshot rise simultaneously to their feet.) There you are! I told you so.


    DEADSHOT (aside). Missed!


    REGGIE (aside). Missed! (Aloud). Flossie, I love you!


    FLOSSIE.I’m so glad, for the Journey across was very expensive.


    REGGIE (confidentially). Do you know, I really thought I was dead. Hello, Deadshot, old son, what are you doing here?


    DEADSHOT.Oh, I thought I’d sort of look in, you know.


    SHERLOCK HOLMES. Flossie Fairfoot, I arrest you for the murder of Sir Moore Thomas, and I warn you that anything you may say will be used in evidence against you. Tinker, stop catching flies, and handcuff the prisoner. (Tinker does so.)


    DEADSHOT (aside). Good business! That saves my neck.


    FLOSSIE.But, my dear good soul. . . . However, l suppose it’s no use to say anything. Reggie, l can never marry you now.


    REGGIE.You couldn’t in any case, my dear, because I haven’t got any money.


    FLOSSIE. You forget you are the sole heir to Sir Moore there, who had fourteen thousand a year. I thought of that at once.


    REGGIE.Columbus! So I am. Well, that is a dashed nuisance.


    DEADSHOT (coming forward nobly). My dear, dear friends, I cannot allow your happiness to be wrecked in this way. I killed Sir Moore! You can be married now. REGGIE. Good egg (Embraces Flossie.)


    SHERLOCK HOLMES.Seaman Deadshot, I arrest you for the murder of Sir Moore Thomas, and I warn you that anything you may say will be used in evidence against you.


    FLOSSIE.Oh, we must save him. What can we do?


    PINK TINKER.Lady, do you remember years ago giving sixpence to a starving boy in Peckham Rye?


    FLOSSIE. Yes!


    PINK TINKER. I am — that is, was — that boy. I will save your friend. Sherlock Holmes, you know that a reward of £10,000 is offered for the capture of the anarchist, Mazzio?


    SHERLOCK HOLMES.Yes. I wish to heaven I could lay my hands on him.


    PINK TINKER.I can tell you how to do so.


    SHERLOCK HOLMES.How?


    PINK TINKER (dramatically tearing off his wig and false moustache). I am Mazzio! (Turning to Reggie, Flossie and the others.) I shall struggle violently. While he is engaged in arresting me, you can make good your escape.


    SHERLOCK HOLMES.Ha! Do you think I can be so easily baffled? (Picking up telephone receiver) I will ring up the Guard House.


    FLOSSIE.Not so. (Slashes through the telephone cord with a knife.)


    REGGIE.Bravo!


    SHERLOCK HOLMES.Oh, well, never mind. (Puts his head out of the window and blows whistle. The others look at one another in consternation.) Now I think I am master of the situation.


    PINK TINKER.Foiled! All the same, you are less fortunate than you imagine. When I said I was Mazzio, I lied?


    SHERLOCK HOLMES.Prove it.


    PINK TINKER.Easily. Mazzio has a scar on his left forearm (Rolling up sleeve) I have only a few tattoo marks.


    SHERLOCK HOLMES.Oh, well, never mind. I can now proceed with the arrest of the murderer of Sir Moore Thomas.


    DEADSHOT (aside). I’m done for!


    PINK TINKER.There must be some way of escape. Doctor, it’s up to you to do something.


    DR. P.O. BROWN.With pleasure. I certify that Sir Moore Thomas died from heart disease.


    SHERLOCK HOLMES (stammering). But — but — but he’s obviously shot. I mean to say —


    DR. P.O. BROWN.I certify that Sir Moore Thomas died from heart disease ten seconds before the bullet struck him. You can do nothing in the face of my certificate.


    REGGIE, DEADSHOT AND FLOSSIE (together). Saved! (Door opens quickly, and in walks. . . .*)


    Curtain.


    C. B.


    * Deleted by Censor

    


    R.N.B. Tennis Club.

    


    The outstanding feature of the month has been the competitions for the two “Doherty” Racquets presented by Messrs Slazenger Ltd. With so many entries (they aggregated well over 100), the struggle was bound to be protracted, but the officials kept the men on the move, and the different rounds were got through with commendable promptitude. J. Powne and V. A. Sharp were left to contest the final of the first division, and a splendid duel was seen, Powne eventually securing the coveted prize by three sets to two. In the second division H. Robinson had no difficulty in beating L. G. Tooley, getting home by three straight sets.


    Although the season is well on the decline, the Courts have been humming with activity, and brisk booking is reported by the ground-staff. Some of the members only seem to get into their stride when the best days of the game are past, and the thirst for glory in competitive strife has been slaked. Perhaps they hope to be ‘on top line’ next season


    S. T. T.

    


    The Torchlight Tattoo.

    


    During the two years of our exile we have been treated to many enjoyable evenings by our different Societies and Committees, and although it is impossible to differentiate, and therefore unfair to make comparisons, the Torchlight Tattoo, held on Sept. 8th and 9th will ever stand out as the hall-mark of Camp ingenuity and enterprise.


    There was little to inspire great confidence among the organizers during the first days of its inception in the Camp. The poor response to the appeal (or men, the lack of material, the difficulties of lighting, and the hundred and one things that were needed to ensure even a passable show, were rifts in the plans that would have made even an ant turn tail. The Committee were not to be denied however, and by dint of coaxing and coercing soon gathered about them a band of workers who refused even to notice trouble. To the special duty-man who managed to snatch a brief spell from the arduous duties of the day, the rehearsing was an endless source of attraction, but there was nothing amusing about it to the officials, and no matter how much we admired their patience and care, no one envied them and being a spectator, I did not wonder. Speculation underwent a considerable change as day succeeded day and each individual and section settled down and found its feet, and by the time August had flown, predictions re its reception were very optimistic. Nobody, however, anticipated the splendid success it ultimately proved to be.


    The Opening Ceremony, which consisted of the Torch Bearers and the Bands marching past, was conducted with a precision and accuracy that at once rivetted the attention of the audience, creating an impression of rapt interest that never waned. Followed by ‘Figure marching with torches’ the scene became a galaxy of moving lights that circled and wound themselves in and out, literally tying themselves into knots before breaking out into figures, crosses and wheeling movements. Next in order came the Minuet Dancing, heralded by the Orchestra who played a soft haunting melody that fitted the spectacle to a nicety. Promenading to the platform with slow and stately steps, the performers, a striking medley of gorgeous colour, at once found a place in the hearts of the spectators. Bowing and curtseying with all the old fashioned dignity associated with knee breeches, the scene, for all the world like an illuminated old time print, is indelibly impressed upon our memory. To the ladies, and especially the Dutch ladies who so kindly consented to take part in this dance, a special word of praise must be tendered. Irrespective of the time and trouble occasioned for rehearsing, it must have required quite a wealth of good nature and pluck to brave the criticism of such audience, and the thanks and congratulations of one and all are due to them for their able co-operation.


    The Gymnastic Squad under Shine, accomplished some very intricate work on the bars and in forming pyramids, their evolutions in the glare of the searchlights being at times most weird and dangerous looking. Handicapped in their distant operations by the dim light, the Field Gun s Crew yet gave a display that deserved and received a splendid ovation. Their gun, made out of old ‘bully’ tins etc. was a model of ingenuity and workmanship, and H. C. Smith and C. G. Wyatt are to be congratulated upon their effort. The Scotch Dances, executed in national dress, and accompanied by the bag-pipes, were an entertainment in themselves, the quick graceful movements, the rich colouring, the whole hearted manner in which they were accomplished and the peculiar appealing call of the pipes, touching a receptive chord that quite warmed one up. Some very pretty work was seen in the Illuminated Cycle Riding, the entry of the machines decorated with Japanese lanterns proving very effective. Many had been designed to represent ships and other figures, and as each followed their leader, who had disguised himself as the Prince of Darkness, the result was very much appreciated.


    Quite a pall of expectancy fell upon the multitude when ‘An episode of savage warfare’ entered the arena, for rumour had it that there was a possibility of some of them running amok. The clear owlish cries, followed by the appearance of feathered and painted figures disporting themselves in all kinds of attitudes around the camp fire, produced an effect both laughable and realistic. Developments in the form of a squad of Tars doing outpost duty, and then the appearance of the Commodore’s Ford, rigged up as an armoured car, created and held the interest throughout. We should like to say something complimentary about Harry South who took such a real interest in his part, in fact we should like to mention everyone who subscribed so liberally and willingly to the undoubted success of the show, but space forbids and we can only assure them collectively that the work and worry, and the time and money they expended were responsible for an entertainment that will always be remembered with pride and pleasure.


    The Closing Ceremony, a March Past of the whole cast, was a fitting sequel to the evening’s praiseworthy and interesting programme, the finale which consisted of the gradual extinguishing of the searchlights and torches until the whole field was swallowed in darkness, proving a ‘Curtain’ par excellence. To the Bands, especially the Brass Band, to the Working Party and to the Searchlight Section who took such a large and important part in the success of each item, we find it too difficult to express an appreciation of their able co-operation — we can only thank them. With from 400 to 500 people taking part in the production it is impossible to mention all those deserving of praise. We therefore content ourselves with publishing the latter part of the programme which brings into prominence the chief organizers and workers, among whom we must include Mrs Henderson, Mrs Coupland, Miss Turner and the Officer in charge of Entertainments — Lieut. Stopford, RN.


    Tattoo Committee. C.P.O. Oldham (chairman), Col.-Sgt. Holliday Lce-Sgt. Harwood, C.P.O. Hill, P.O. Lewis, P.O. Quick, Ldg. Smn. Hadfield, Ldg.. Smn. Shine, Smn. Strivens, Smn. Greenhough (secretary).


    Lighting and decorative effects by Lieut. Bromfield R.N.D., assisted by P.O’s Howe and Jennings, and the staff of the Signal School.


    The Committee is indebted to Lieut. Bromfield R.N.D. for valuable assistance rendered during rehearsals, to G.P.O. Goldring for training of gun’s crew, to Sgt. Pearcey for construction of the Fort, to C.P.O. Cummings and Ground Staff, and to the various Entertainment Societies for practical assistance afforded.


    T. J.

    


    A TRIBUTE.

    


    When you boys went out to Antwerp,

    With your bold hearts bearing high,

    You were prompt to answer duty,

    Though her call was “do or die”.

    You little dreamed how quickly

    All your hopes were doomed to fall,

    With the iron bars of “prison”

    Your proud hearts to fret and gall.


    Though that “prison” has been kindly,

    We at home who know your grit,

    And your longing to be “at ‘em” —

    For you joined to “do your bit” —

    Know its hard to lose your freedom

    When there’s honour to he won,

    And we place you midst those boys

    Of whom we proudly say, “well done”.


    D. M. M.

    


    Entertainments.

    


    Entertainments do not afford a prolific topic this month. After the burst of brilliance with which the new Recreation Hall opened its doors to “Timbertown”, it is perhaps only natural that a period of quiescence should supervene, giving the different Societies in the Camp time to refurbish their armour before again appearing in the arena of publicity. And indeed the season has not yet begun. The glorious autumn weather with which we have lately been favoured in atonement for a decidedly snatchy summer, coupled with the enjoyment of the extra daylight afforded by the Daylight Saving Act, has contrived to put indoor diversions rather in the shade — and fortunately, too, for we shall have to combat a long spell of dark, dreary days before the sun’s indulgent rays call us from the huts again to disport ourselves in the open. Meanwhile Lieut. Stopford has things well in hand, and when the time comes for the Hall to fill an essential role in the daily life of “Timbertown”, it will not be found wanting.


    The latest development is a Variety Company, which has been formed with the idea of providing a regular fortnightly show in Camp on Music Hall lines. There is abundance of unattached talent among us, and the new departure will afford those men a splendid opportunity of exhibiting and developing their skill. In view of the wonderful medley of all sorts and conditions of men in the 1st Royal Naval Brigade, we are justified in looking forward to some startling ‘turns’, and we trust our expectations will be realized. Charles Barnard is the Musical Director of the Variety Company, and H. Pargeter the Stage Manager. Fittingly enough, the new Company makes its début on October 9th, the anniversary of our arrival in Holland — truly an auspicious omen.


    As regards the standing institutions, visits to their respective dens disclosed feverish activity, in almost every case leave to proceed to England is proving something of a handicap, but the remaining nucleus are buckling to and working with a will to fill the gaps so made.


    “The Follies” are getting up an entirely new Programme, which they are producing down south late in the month for the benefit of the British Red Cross Society, under the patronage of Sir Alan Johnstone. Madame Sorga has, we understand, also placed her talents at the disposal of the Charity, and the Performances will be joint efforts.


    The Operatic Society are attacking another of Gilbert and Sullivan’s popular Operas. Their path is beset with numerous difficulties, and at one time the very existence of


    the Society was jeopardized; but skilful pilotage and the zealous co-operation of members has pulled them through, and their course now lies in smoother waters.


    The Dramatic SocIety have lately enlarged their membership, and are soaring high in the realms of dramatic art, after their recent brilliant success. Their latest choice is another contemporary piece which enjoyed a striking reception in London not so very long ago; it will surely ‘go down’ well here.


    The Orchestra have given us one or two al fresco Concerts, and were well to the fore in the Tattoo. Beyond that, their work has been of an unostentatious nature, and a good deal of hard practice has been put in.


    The Brass Band have admirably sustained their popularity, and a delicate tribute is paid to their powers by the increased musters for the morning route march when they are out. Their prominence in the Tattoo has been mentioned elsewhere in these pages — they were just great! Nor were their comrades of the Drum and Fife Band out of the picture. Lately they have made notable progress, and the improvement of the instrumentalists enables the fifes to tone down the somewhat harsh insistence of the drum.


    S. T. T.

    


    A Day in the Camp.


    (Continued)

    


    [image: iss19_DayInCamp]My journey was by no means a joy ride. Before even ten yards had been covered, my mind, body and soul, reviled me for not having braved the terrors of the stimulants that had been offered. But it was no use regretting. The uncomplimentary remarks of the stretcher-bearers far out-weighed their sympathetic utterances, and as I lay and listened I decided it was much wiser policy to pay the penalty of disliking ale when prefixed with Ginger.


    With a distinct list to starboard, we left the portals of the canteen and with slow and stately steps passed along the front. Despite the cramped and irritating position I found myself in, the journey was not unmixed with spasms of enjoyment. The idea of being attended to by our N.C.O’s, and a brief vision of their thoughts supposing I smiled, made me chuckle — inwardly, but it was only a momentary illumination during a dark passage, and I was very, very glad when the Sick Bay hove in sight. Warily opening my eyes l beheld a white-coated assembly of stewards watching and waiting for my advent and apparently enjoying the spectacle.


    “Sling him inside,” old Brown said in an off-hand manner. A vivid picture of a sack of potatoes being deposited from someone’s shoulder, flashed through my mind, and with a shudder I planted my foot on the fingers of one of the bearers and accompanied by his hearty benediction slid gently to the deck. Looking at them in a hurt manner, I awaited the next move in a very doubtful and uneasy mind.


    “Isn’t he the bloke who’s been gassing about a day in the Camp?” Brookes quizzed, advancing a few steps and leering into my face. My uneasiness increased.


    “I have said a few things,” I murmured sorrowfully “but never — “


    “Bring him inside,” Brown interrupted gleefully, and with eager, hungry hands they fell upon and hauled me into their haven. For the sake of the many young readers of the Magazine, I refrain from repeating what I said and thought, but regaining my breath after being planted upon a stool I fixed them with anything but a ‘glad’ eye.


    “Two,” suddenly interjected Medland, putting his head through the door of the operating chamber and donating me with a surprised enquiring glance as he took in the scene. I arose with another patient and nervously followed him in. Seated at a table near the door and looking very businesslike was Chester, whose evident job at the moment consisted of inscribing the names and afflictions of the different patrons.


    “What’s your trouble,” he enquired, with his pen hanging over a certain column.


    “Zealousness,” I replied abruptly.


    “Hurt much?” he queried, evidently puzzled.


    “It did,” I said musingly “but I’ve lost it now”. His furrowed brow grew more furrowed.


    (To be continued.)


    T. J.

    


    R.N.B. Swimming Club.

    


    The season’s activities closed with the month of September indeed before the local Baths closed their hospitable doors to us, the chilly temperature of the water had cooled down the daily musters almost to vanishing point. But the Club has a good record to look back on, and the officials may well feel proud of the results of their exertions. Pressure of space forbids us detailing the various contests that have contributed to the maintenance of the Club in so strong and flourishing a state but the progress of the Life Saving section deserves a word of comment. J. A. Cornell, who has taken the classes, is to be congratulated on gaining the Award of Merit and the Hon. Instructor’s Certificate of the Royal Humane Society. That his work as instructor has borne good fruit is shewn by the fact that thirteen men have qualified for the Society’s Bronze Medal and a like number for Proficiency Certificates.


    S. T. T.

    


    R.N.B. Cricket Club.

    


    Cricket died a lingering death, and for once the weather was not altogether responsible for its haggard departure. The Tattoo and its concomitant activities held things up awhile, and when the game was resumed, it was only a languid shadow of its former self. Even the struggle for Battalion honours failed to arouse much enthusiasm save amongst the players, and the League fixtures in too many cases degenerated into mere parodies of the game. Strange as it may seem, the premier English summer sport usually passes unregretted into the oblivion of the winter months; and on the playing-field of “Timbertown” there was almost a sigh of relief when the stumps were pulled up after the last match, and the matting rolled away for 1917.


    As forecasted last month, Collingwood D and Benbow D are the respective champions in the first and second leagues, but Benbow D, striking a bad patch in their last few matches, were hard run by the Petty Officers and their fellows in “B” Company. The third league, too, is headed by Benbow D, a win in their last game putting them above Hawke C. Altogether, Benbow have a proud cricket record, and inter-Battalion honours are easily theirs, with six out of a possible eight points to their credit. The final inter-Battalion match was fought out between Hawke and Benbow, and the latter looked to have a dubious task when they had to go in against a total of over 200. But they are a fine batting side, with practically no tail, and rising to the occasion knocked off the runs for the loss of eight wickets, Angel being the top scorer with 62 not out.


    Below are the full tables:—


    


    First League


    
      
        
          	

          	P

          	W

          	L

          	D

          	Pts
        


        
          	Collingwood D

          	8

          	7

          	1

          	0

          	14
        


        
          	Benbow B

          	8

          	6

          	2

          	0

          	12
        


        
          	Benbow D

          	8

          	6

          	2

          	0

          	12
        


        
          	Hawke A

          	8

          	5

          	3

          	0

          	10
        


        
          	Benbow A

          	8

          	5

          	3

          	0

          	10
        


        
          	Collingwood B

          	8

          	3

          	5

          	0

          	6
        


        
          	Hawke C

          	8

          	2

          	6

          	0

          	4
        


        
          	Hawke B

          	8

          	1

          	7

          	0

          	2
        


        
          	Collingwood A

          	8

          	0

          	8

          	0

          	0
        

      
    


    Second League


    
      
        
          	

          	P

          	W

          	L

          	D

          	Pts
        


        
          	Benbow D

          	10


          	7

          	3

          	0

          	14
        


        
          	Petty Officers

          	10


          	7

          	3

          	0

          	14
        


        
          	Benbow B

          	10

          	7

          	3

          	0

          	14
        


        
          	Collingwood D

          	10


          	6

          	4

          	0

          	12
        


        
          	Collingwood A

          	10


          	5

          	4

          	1

          	11
        


        
          	Hawke C

          	10


          	5

          	5

          	0

          	10
        


        
          	Marines & Engrs.


          	10


          	4

          	5

          	1

          	9
        


        
          	Benbow A

          	10


          	4

          	5

          	1

          	9
        


        
          	Hawke A

          	10


          	4

          	6

          	0

          	8
        


        
          	Collingwood B

          	10


          	3

          	7

          	0

          	6
        


        
          	Hawke B

          	10


          	2

          	7

          	1

          	5
        

      
    


    


    


    Third League


    
      
        
          	

          	P

          	W

          	L

          	D

          	Pts
        


        
          	Benbow D

          	9

          	8

          	1

          	0

          	16
        


        
          	Hawke C

          	9

          	7

          	1

          	1

          	15
        


        
          	Hawke B

          	9

          	6

          	3

          	0

          	12
        


        
          	Collingwood A

          	9

          	6

          	3

          	0

          	12
        


        
          	Collingwood D

          	9

          	6

          	3

          	0

          	12
        


        
          	Benbow B

          	9

          	4

          	5

          	0

          	8
        


        
          	Petty Officers

          	9

          	2

          	6

          	1

          	5
        


        
          	Benbow A

          	9

          	2

          	7

          	0

          	4
        


        
          	Hawke A

          	9

          	1

          	7

          	1

          	3
        


        
          	Collingwood B

          	9

          	1

          	7

          	1

          	3
        

      
    


    


    


    Battalion League.


    
      
        
          	

          	P

          	W

          	L

          	Pts
        


        
          	Benbow

          	4

          	3

          	1

          	6
        


        
          	Collingwood

          	4

          	2

          	2

          	4
        


        
          	Hawke

          	4

          	1

          	3

          	2
        

      
    


    


    The averages call for little comment. In the first league, F. G. Percival is to be congratulated on his splendid batting figures, while H. Pargeter has the best all-round record. W. Abbott has been a wonderfully successful bowler in the second league, and though he does not head the averages, he has fine figures to his credit


    The six bats, kindly presented to the Club by Mrs Wilfred Henderson, have been won by: F. G. Percival, F. Salmon (League I); G. H. Botterill, A. Cole (League II); B. Wise, E. G. Clarke (League III). The two last are considered the most consistent with bat and ball respectively in the third league, for which it is impossible to keep averages.


    The leading averages are given below:—


    Batting.


    First League.



    
      
        
          	

          	Inns.

          	Not Out


          	Runs

          	Avg.
        


        
          	F. G. Percival

          	12

          	4

          	495

          	61.87
        


        
          	C. Keary

          	12

          	1

          	345

          	31.36
        


        
          	H. Pargeter

          	12

          	0

          	316

          	26.33
        


        
          	L. G. Tooley

          	10

          	1

          	213

          	23.67
        


        
          	E. W. Angel

          	12

          	3

          	213

          	23.67
        


        
          	F. L. Stobbs

          	7

          	1

          	140

          	23.33
        


        
          	E. Rawlins

          	12

          	0

          	270

          	22.50
        

      
    


    


    


    Second League.



    
      
        
          	

          	Inns.

          	Not Out


          	Runs

          	Avg.
        


        
          	G. H. Botterill

          	9

          	1

          	254

          	31.75
        


        
          	R. Deacon

          	6

          	1

          	124

          	24.80
        


        
          	D. Davis P.O.

          	10

          	2

          	187

          	23.37
        


        
          	A. Stephens

          	8

          	0

          	183

          	22.87
        


        
          	J. Sylvester

          	9

          	1

          	160

          	20.00
        


        
          	J. Baldry C.P.O

          	7

          	0

          	133

          	19.00
        

      
    


    

    Bowling.


    First League.


    
      
        
          	

          	Overs

          	Maid.

          	Runs

          	Wick.

          	Avg.
        


        
          	F. Salmon

          	65

          	16

          	212

          	25

          	8.48
        


        
          	S. Wylde

          	104.4

          	24

          	273

          	32

          	8.53
        


        
          	H. Pargeter

          	84

          	13

          	276

          	31

          	8.90
        


        
          	H. Angrave

          	116.4

          	27

          	308

          	33

          	9.33
        


        
          	R. D. Fielder

          	80.3

          	21

          	209

          	22

          	9.50
        


        
          	O. R. Dyer

          	103.3

          	11

          	329

          	32

          	10.28
        

      
    


    


    Second League.


    
      
        
          	

          	Overs

          	Maid.

          	Runs

          	Wick.

          	Avg.
        


        
          	A. Cole

          	32.4

          	6

          	121

          	24

          	5.04
        


        
          	S. Dyball

          	77.1

          	16

          	174

          	30

          	5.80
        


        
          	R. West

          	41.5

          	10

          	130

          	20

          	6.50
        


        
          	W. Abbott

          	105.2

          	21

          	300

          	45

          	6.67
        


        
          	J. Roberts

          	63.5

          	11

          	179

          	26

          	6.88
        


        
          	J. Sylvester

          	48

          	4

          	166

          	22

          	7.55
        

      
    


    A word of praise is due to R. Short for the energy with which he has carried out the arduous secretarial duties. With three leagues running he had a heavy task, and the clear and concise manner in which he kept the records is worthy of commendation. The Ground Staff, under G. Reeder, have also done valiantly, and with the limited resources at their command, have worked wonders with the pitch.


    S. T. T.

    


    Notes from the South

    


    Perhaps a few words from a visitor to Groningen, who witnessed the Torchlight Tattoo on September 8th and 9th may be of interest to readers of The Camp Magazine. Favoured luckily by two fine nights and illuminated by well improvised search lights, the spectacle was very entertaining and reflects the greatest credit on both the organizers and those who took part in the different items. It is hoped that this may be the forerunner of future gatherings tending to alleviate a somewhat dull existence; though it should be borne in mind that many of our fellow Tars and Tommies are in positions where life is more tedious, and the opportunities for enjoyment fewer than those at Groningen.


    The first item on the Programme, viz. Figure Marching with Torches, was splendidly carried out in all its details, and it is hard to say who should have the cake, the Instructor or the instructed. To mention every succeeding item would be too lengthy, and where each was excellent of its kind, criticism would be invidious. The Illuminated Bicycles shewed great ingenuity, and to my mind little Roumania was hard run by his Satanic Majesty; probably the first time the latter found himself on a “Ridge Wheel”!! Thanks are due to the ladies who inspired and took part in the Minuet, the Reds and Sword Dance, the two latter being most appropriate in bringing back to the Dutch the memory that our Scottish ancestors were with them for nearly two hundred years in the olden days. And this may help to continue the good-fellow feelings in the years of peace which we hope are before us.


    The sympathies of the ladies were certainly with the leading Savage on the second night of the Attack, when a sudden moult of feathers seemed to take place and hopes were expressed that he would not have to revisit the Sick Bay for Cold Mixture. It was further hoped that no strains were experienced from the dismounting of the 18 pounder in the Field Gun Display! The contributor’s stop-watch failed to give the time of flight between the firing and the bursting of the shell in the Savage Attack, and rumour has it that one adventurous Black, who possibly may have previously met a dynamite charge, expressed a desire to sit on the shell and take an air flight.


    In conclusion, it is hoped that the same British Spirit as displayed in the Show may still remain undiluted; and that during the coming winter all branches of the Services will keep their ‘peckers’ up, cheered by the thought that those who are now in the fighting line are out for victory.


    S. O.

    


    Instructional Classes.

    


    The results of the Navigation Examinations held in the Camp by the Board of Trade, which were received too late to be included in last month’s issue, are as follows:—


    Foreign Going Steamships.


    Second Mates’ Certificates: E. H. S. Cook (P.O.) R.F.R.; J. J. Finn R.N.R.; J. Findlay R.N.R.; T. Meldrum R.N.R.


    Home Trade Passenger Vessels.


    Mates’ Certificates: J. McAngus R.N.R.; C. Paton R.N.R.; J. A. Watt R.N.R; W. A. Whitehead R.N.R.


    Fishing Vessels.


    Skipper’s Certificate: A. W. McPherson R.N.R.


    Second Hands: T. Crichton R.N.R.; J. McDonald R.N.R.; M. McDonald R.N.R.; A. Mclver R.N.R.; J. Mclver R.N.R.; J. McLeod R.N.R; D. Patience R.N.R.; R. Smallbone R.N.R.; G. Wood R.N.R.


    Every man who sat for the examination was successful, a fact which reflects great credit on all concerned, especially Mr. Mulder, the Navigation Instructor, to whose energy a great part of the success attained is undoubtedly due. The new entries this month have increased the strength of the Navigation Classes to 65 men, most of whom should be ready to take their examinations in the spring, when we hope they will beat the present record by also taking the extra Signalling Certificates offered. A special course of instruction for this branch has commenced in the Signal School.


    Among the new departures in the educational sphere is a course on the Construction, Care and Upkeep of Motor Vehicles, which is supported by an attendance of 141 men. The Commodore has consented to lend his Ford car to be taken to pieces for practical demonstration purposes and Messrs. Fongers have also offered to assist by allowing the classes to inspect any parts of cars which they may have from time to time in their workshops. It is too early to speak of the progress made, but it is hoped that the Course will be of practical use to a great number of men when they return to civil employment.


    For the winter months a series of Lectures is being arranged to occupy one evening each week, and these should prove interesting to men who will go back to commercial occupations after the war. The following is the syllabus of the opening Lectures:—


    1. The Bank of England (Constitution history and connection with the Government and with other Banks.)


    2. Banking (Development of Banking and general banking business.)


    3. The History of the National Debt (Origin, growth, construction management and schemes for reduction.)


    4. The Stock Exchange and its transactions (including a general description of various kinds of Stocks and Shares, and dealings in same.)


    5. Foreign Exchanges and Foreign Bills.


    6. Commercial Law.


    The Lectures will not be too technical, the idea being to convey a general knowledge of the various subjects and an appreciation of the functions of each, considered as part of the whole “commercial machine”.


    As regards the other Classes, the French students have been re-graded. With new recruits they now number 66, divided into three sections — intermediate, elementary and beginners. A Shorthand class is starting this month with a following of 25. The arrangements for the other courses of study remain unaltered.


    J. L. B.

    


    R. N. B. Association Football Club.

    


    Though ‘Soccer’ only came into its own in the Camp a few days ago, we have already taken part in and won a local competition, the Groninger Dagblad Beker. It seems the practice in Holland, at least in matters sporting, to go off with a rush, and the immediate results are often poor in consequence. The case in point was no exception. On the two days allotted to the competition, viz. September 10th and 17th, no fewer than eight matches were played, and the players being inevitably handicapped by lack of practice, the games never reached a high standard. There was plenty of clash and bustle and lusty kicking, but none of that pretty foot-work and finesse which is the essence of the game in its highest form.


    Benbow were drawn against Hawke (the holders) in the preliminary round, and a hard, though indecisive struggle ensued. Even after extra time there was still no score, and Hawke eventually passed into the first round by the fortuitous spin of a coin. Subsequently they disposed of W. V. V. by the odd goal in five, after a game with some thrills in it, and qualified to meet Collingwood in the semi-final, the latter having a walk-over in the first round. Collingwood were somewhat lucky to knock them out by the only goal scored, Pell netting brilliantly from a centre by “Taff” Davies.


    The final was fought out between Collinswood and Be Quick, and proved both vigorous and exciting. Our men scored first, Davies running through and netting. Be Quick equalized a few minutes later, and then following a clever run by Davies, Hobson scored the winning point. The Dutchmen made strenuous efforts to get on level terms, but the Collingwood rear-guard was very sound, Wild, Weston and Smith being continually in the lime-light, and Birch on the top of his form. After the game Mr, Kalma, an old friend of the Camp, presented the Cup, and it was borne in triumph to the Collingwood hut.


    With reference to the Challenge Shield, which the Brigade have offered for competition among recognised Dutch clubs for the benefit of specified Charities, the Nederlandsche Voetbal Bond are shewing considerable laxity in coming to any arrangement, and the delay is causing no little comment.


    Football in the Camp is being conducted on the same lines as last year — two Leagues of Company teams; and by the time these lines appear in print, the campaign will be well under weigh. We hear on good authority that some away fixtures have been arranged, but — all in good time.


    S. T. T.

    


    R.N.B. Athletic Club.

    


    Again the Athletic Club has tided over a difficult period, and members are shewing a decided inclination to bestir themselves. The summer months have an unfortunate tendency to engender a spirit of slackness in running circles. The Brigade Sports over, enthusiasm wanes, and apart from participation in one or two local Meetings involving spasms of training, men do little or nothing till the advent of autumn imparts a bracing ‘nip’ to the air and rouses their dormant passions for the chase.


    The General Meeting of the Club has just been held, resulting in a re-shuffling of the officials, and H. G. Bromhead takes over the secretaryship. A comprehensive and inviting programme has been drawn up for the ensuing months, and a promising feature is the introduction of a sealed handicap in connection with each event. Members are already out on the roads and the outlook is distinctly rosy.


    The Club periodical, The Athletic Gazette, is taking a new lease of life, and will shortly make its re-appearance as a penny publication. In extending a warm and fatherly greeting to our contemporary, we wish the editor, F. J. Barron, better luck in his search for collaborators than we ourselves enjoy.


    On September 24th, eight members turned out for a 25 mile Marathon over an out-and-home road course, for which an eleventh hour invitation had been accepted. The field was made up by the Belgian ‘crack’, de Vos, from Gaasterland, and three or four Dutchmen, including the local champion, L. Huizinga. Lack of training told its inevitable tale, and none of our men finished, though B. White and J. Sharman in the first string and A. Love in the second made game attempts. The Belgian, too, had to give up, and L. Huizinga came in an easy winner, the only other man to finish (a local runner) being some fifteen minutes behind.


    S. T. T.
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Editorial.


  No event of any great importance has taken place during the month of October to disturb the serenity of our existence and yet, deep down in our minds an undefinable presentiment that something has come and gone, has vaguely predominated in our thoughts. We can only put it down to the fact that we have commenced the third year of internment and that the realization has cast a spell over our feelings, producing a depressing recognition that has ruffled and yet sobered them. The question, “How long?”, and the consequent discussions have touched a vein of seriousness hitherto dimmed by the regularity of our life here, and although it has had no apparent effect upon the spirit with which we go through our day, yet the muffled, insistent voice recalls us from our listless acquiescence in the dictates of indifference.


  In a way it is all for the good, for under the spell of irresponsibility, which exercises so much power over our life here, we are apt to lose that sense of duty which is so essentially the force that governs and guides us through life. There is nothing to prove that we have degenerated in any way, but under the influence of this existence of inactivity, the danger is always present, and calls for all our powers of endurance and fortitude.


  That we have not succumbed, is due in a great measure to the various organizations that have been established to cater for and keep our faculties on the move. Even the most casual glance through the back Numbers of our Magazine, will furnish evidence of the development of the various industries that have kept and are still keeping a vast section of the Camp employed. In the educational sphere, all that can he expected has been done, Lieut. Bromfield, who is now being assisted by Sub Lieut. Mitford, is doing invaluable work in putting the different classes on a firm working basis, besides conducting a series of lectures, the success and popularity of which are proved by the crowded attendances.


  In a different department, but one which is just as necessary to our well-being, Captain Prichard’s control of all branches of athletics has simplified many matters that needed adjustment. A Brigade Boxing Club has been formed with a large membership, and already a programme has been mapped out for the New Year. Considering the large following that this sport attracts in the Services, it is surprising that these steps had not been taken before. However, we wish the organizers the best of luck, and feel confident that the enterprise will prove a complete success. Another notable suggestion which has been raised relates, to the formation of a Hockey Club. Enthusiasm, however, only exists in certain quarters, and until the support becomes more general, matters, so far as the Brigade is concerned, are at a standstill.


  With the drawing in of the evenings, Entertainments, under the guidance of Lieut. Stopford RN., have entered upon a new lease of life. The organization of the Variety Co. supplied a long-felt want, bringing a deal of talent to the front which had hitherto lain dormant in our midst. Two highly successful performances have been given, the nature of the entertainment not calling for so many rehearsals as that of the Operatic Society, which is busily engaged in preparing its next production, due some time in December. A full account of the doings of the Dramatic Society will be found on another page.


  In recording the resignation of S. T. Tigar from our Staff, we do so with regret mingled with pleasure — regret that he has left us and pleasure that he has benefitted himself and found a brighter sphere of labour. Joining the Staff during the compiling of the third Number of the Magazine, he soon made his presence felt — his clear thought and facile pen doing much to pave the way for the success which has crowned this venture. A keen sportsman in the strictest sense, he was always to the fore where his Battalion’s honour was concerned and although he did not aspire to the first rank of our athletes, his presence amongst the competitors proved an incentive to many who would otherwise have held back. An outstanding figure in the Camp, and popular and respected by all who knew him, he will be missed by many, and we feel that we are only voicing the sentiments of everyone when we wish him the very best of luck and prosperity in his new vocation. The Staff has been brought up to full strength by the introduction of D. A. Elliot and A. H. Cairns.


  Owing to the large proportion of this month’s articles being anonymous, our summary of the contents must necessarily be short. Amongst our contributions, however, we are glad to publish a few lines from the pen of Miss E. E. Hatchell, a lady whom many in the Camp will remember with gratitude and respect. A feature of this publication is the account of the doings of the Debating Society, written by two well-known characters in Camp life. We trust we shall hear further from them. In a different vein B. C. Gray contributes a thoughtful article, drawing our attention to a fact which has hitherto escaped notice in these pages.

  


  The Fourth Side

  


  * “The Camp is surrounded on three sides by woods”.


  However inaccurate the reporter may have been in his attempt to describe our Camp, it is not our intention to quarrel with his remarks, but to say a little about the Fourth Side. It would have been a far more effective article if he had pointed out the prison and forgotten a couple of the woods, for here is formed a setting which contrasts honour and dishonour in a very remarkable way.


  From the commencement of our life in the huts, the Groningen prison has, so to speak, escaped attention both literarily and photographically. It frowns down on one side of the Camp as the embodiment of imprisonment in its strictest sense. What a contrast rests between the honourable captivity in which we are kept and the unrelenting punishment meted out to civil offenders


  Naturally enough, many conjectures have been made by us as to the mode of life within. The lighting up at night has perhaps been the chief cause, although a few have seen the exercise yards inside the walls. The ‘key rating’ worn by the warders has aroused interest and laughter, and a picture at the Bioscope gave us a very fair idea of a Dutch prison, corroborative detail being added by the occasional sight of masked faces peering from barred windows. This about concludes our outlook on the prison, but is it possible to imagine the views of those who have been confined as long as we, seeing from prison bars the daily doings of a few of the pawns in the great war of which they probably know nothing and care less? It seems hardly credible that they can be in ignorance of who we are, for even those in close confinement have ways of communication. Perhaps we have been the unknown means of whiling away a few hours of a much more monotonous and cheerless existence than our own. It is a fairly safe surmise that many human beings watch us coming and going, with an interest born of captivity and solitude. Gaunt and grim as the prison seems to us, numbering among its inmates so many human tragedies, nevertheless our presence here may be a sign that life is still worth living to some who are perhaps losing hope.


  We hear a lot about the opportunities of this life and what can be made of it, and if realization is sometimes hard, it is perhaps a sound suggestion to think for a few moments of the Camp’s ‘Fourth Side’.


  B. G.


  * Extract from a reporter’s article on the Interneeringskamp.

  


  Instructional Classes

  


  The only addition to the instructional classes this mouth, is an English Grammar Class which has commenced with a following of twenty seven men. A considerable number of new applications have however, been received from men who wish to join those already existing, the attendances at which have materially improved since the beginning of the autumn weather.


  It is to be hoped that this sustained interest in the existing classes, and the absence of suggestions of new subjects, indicate that the varied requirements of the men in the Camp are being successfully met in this respect. However, the attention of any men who wish to study subjects which have not been introduced up to the present time, is drawn to the fact that the department will, whenever possible, provide the facilities they require if they will come forward and give particulars of the subjects they wish to take up.


  Another matter to he brought before the notice of the members of all classes, is, that the school hut is open every evening until ten-thirty and that there is always a room available for men who wish to study privately. To learn any subject thoroughly, it is not sufficient to attend lectures; private study is absolutely necessary for the purpose of memorizing the work done in the classes, and it is to be hoped that during the long winter evenings, fuller advantage will be taken of the facilities which have been provided for this purpose.


  J. L. B.

  


  A Day in the Camp


  (Continued)

  


  “Zealousness” he kept muttering to himself.


  “Yes”, I broke in, “sort of spiritual phospherino.” Makes you want to get busy, prompts you to pry into the inner workings of certain sanctums, suggests things that only appear funny to the zealist, makes other people —


  “Good”, he interrupted “and you got it on the boko”.


  “Back of the nut”, I corrected. Entering “Balmy” against my name, be waved me in a grand manner towards Doctor Brown.


  “Yes?” he said, in a tone of enquiry, searching me with a professional eye. “And what brings you here?’


  “Zealousness”, I replied in the tone of a martyr.


  “If you swear again”, he said sharply, “I’ll have you put in cells”. I pointed to the back of my head


  “Crikey!“ he ejaculated, turning me round and surveying it with a wealth of sympathy. “Pain much?”


  “Klinah baycher”, I murmured nervously, gazing fearfully at the beckoning instruments of torture on the table. Gently swinging me towards Medland, he whispered a few directions and turned to attend to another invalid.


  “Seen anything of that nice little girl?” my white coated friend enquired in a whisper.


  “Red coat, suede boots?” I breathed. He assented brightly. “Last night — Seven — Brenny.” “The dirty dog” he muttered, “What were they” —


  “What about my nut?” I cut n. He paused.


  “Righto old man. Poultice I think the doctor said. Mind if I use burgoo? we’ve run out of linseed”. I stiffened visibly.


  “What — who’s it for?” I asked.


  “You, for your — isn’t there anything the matter with you”, he faltered, eyeing me up and down.


  “Yes, but the Doctor didn’ —
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  “Oh! No, no”, he said hurriedly, “of course, it’s the other chap. Half a mo”. Striding up to the unfortunate youth, he smacked the steaming concoction on his neck, told him to stop swearing, turned to me and said “Now”. Instantaneously, uneasiness took possession of me.


  “What’s the programme?“ I queried distrustfully.


  “Think you can hold your head under water for twenty minutes”, he asked, ignoring my question. Reminiscences of when I attempted it for two minutes many, many years ago, with my young sister as referee, flashed into being, and I stepped back quickly and felt for the handle of the door. Only the knowledge that blind allegiance to the rules of temperance must be one of the qualifications of the Sick Bay staff, restrained me from flying. Nervously fingering the handle and eyeing him reproachfully, I watched furtively.


  “It’s quite all right”, he continued calmly, it’s a little idea I thought out last night in my bunk, and experimented with on a rat this morning. A wonderful success!” he ended up in a rapt, absent voice.


  “I’ll be back in ten minutes”, I remarked hurriedly, as I closed the door and entered the waiting room. Muttering a prayer of thanksgiving, I strolled into the ward and joined a bunch of red coated invalids who were seated around the stove. The debate, which centred around Christian Science, was conducted on lines that led to many strange and unheard-of statements.


  “Supposing I had two wooden legs and wanted to swim the Channel”, one doubting Thomas was saying, “do you mean to tell me that if I kept on saying I’m all right, I’m all right, and at the same time and all the time, tried to convince myself that I was all right, that in that case the coroner couldn’t bring in a verdict of Temporary Insanity the following day, or a week hence, according to the tide?”


  “That’s not the argument, Bill”, he was told, “because the book says that if you keep on repeating ‘I can’ and ‘I will’ you could swim across”. Bill pondered.


  “Supposing”, he continued after a long thoughtful pause “I said ‘I want your ham and eggs, I will have your ham and egg’s, and kept on repeating it, would I —


  “No Bill, you wouldn’t”, he interrupted solemnly “and there’s two reasons that will prove my contention. In the first place, you’re smaller than I am, and in the second place we don’t get ham and eggs for breakfast. Why don’t you keep to the argument, “he continued in a bored, disheartened voice and manner”. Next thing you’ll be suggesting with a deal of sarc, is, that if you keep on saying “I’m not fed-up with being interned, I’m not fed-up with being interned”, you’ll grow fat and contented.” Bill buried his head in his hands and called upon his imagination.


  “Supposing”, he said at last, “that I was a full-rigged ship and stationed at the North Pole. Now, I sail forty miles due south, and then forty miles due east; if I sailed nor’ west and kept on saying ‘I want to get to the North Pole, I will get to the North Pole’ would I get there?”


  “Forty miles due south, forty miles due east, return course nor’ west”, Lippy repeated, “Fair wind, no ice; course you would”, he said conclusively.


  “Well I don’t” said Bill rising, “you work it out”. Leaving Lippy engaged in embroidering the table cloth with pen and ink figures, I strolled over to one of the cots, which contained a patient who was going to be treated for an ailment that included dots and funny figures appearing in his range of vision, preceded and accompanied by chronic headaches.


  “Too much exercise, rich living, and frothy liquid at six cents a glass”, the attendant Coggin was remarking in a confident assuring voice”, soon put you right though. Lack of circulation, that’s what’s the matter with you. Let me see “he murmured questionly to himself, going through the sick-bay list of remedies”. “Poultice? hair-cut? stoppage of pay? Massage? Yes! that’s it, with plenty of friction. It draws the blood from the head and sort of distributes the pressure until the blood vessels return to their normal condition,” he said by way of explanation, “Shall have to use our patent friction gloves, but don’t be alarmed” he continued hurriedly, as the patient’s eyes bulged and a start of nervousness took place. “Never found it necessary to use it twice on the same person. All you’ve got to do is to lay still, and, as our Christian Scientist advises, keep on repeating “It’s not hurting, it’s not hurting’ and, hey presto, it won’t hurt. If that fails all you’ve got to do is to remember that when the blood comes the pain goes”.”


  “How delightful”, the young man ejaculated. “Anyrate”, he said finally, in a tone of resignation, “I’ll sing out when I’ve had enough”. Rolling up his sleeves, and grasping the gloves in a firm, experienced manner, Coggin proceeded to operate. In exactly one hundredth part of a second, a loud and prolonged skriek rent the air, while fierce convulsions rocked the cot.
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  “Tickle?” the operator queried.


  “Tickle!” he shouted, without a trace of resignation in his voice or manner — “Why — where are my clothes?” Then, excitedly, “Thought this was a hospital, not a taxidermist’s”. Leaving him struggling into his garments I wandered on.


  (To be continued).


  T. J.

  


  PRISONERS­ — AND CAPTIVES.


  The Litany.

  


  There’s a bit of orl right as I’ve met in the street,

  From the crown of ‘er ‘ed to the soles of ‘er feet.

  She’s so ship-shape and jaunty, she catches, you see,

  The susceptible heye of the captive A.B.



  She does me a treat, an’ ‘er name’s WilheImine,

  No doubt she was named so along of the Queen.

  With the glance of ‘er blue heye she draws from afar,

  The amorous ‘eart of the captive T. aR.



  I think of ‘er often, by night an’ by day,

  “There’s not much to think about ‘ere” you may say,

  An’ I thinks to myself” — ’Ere would be a nice go,

  If she set ‘er cap at a captive P.O



  I’ve spoke to ‘er often, not so as to count,

  An’ the words we’ve exchanged was of no great amount.

  I s’pose we meant something, but them as you see,

  There’s no Henglish to ‘er, an’ no Dutch to M.E



  An’ I think when the war’s done I’ll try ‘er agen,

  She’ll be older by then, an’ know more about men.

  If I ‘andle it rightly, I guess what she’ll say,

  For I own she ‘as taken me captive O.K.



  Anon.

  



  YOU?


  He slept beneath the moon,

  He basked beneath the sun.

  He spent his life “In going to do”

  And died with nothing done.



  E. E. H.

  


  Billiard Topics


  By Miss E. LANEOUS

  


  “Billiards”, according to a standard dictionary of the English language, compiled by one of the eminent lexicographers, “is a game that is played on a rectangular table with small ivory balls which players aim to drive into pockets at the sides and corners of the table, by impelling one ball against another with maces or cues”.


  What these eminent lexicographers do not tell us however, is that to enable us to play this game we must stand on ‘ranko’ for at least half an hour before the Hall opens, and also that if we require a game in the evening session we must get an ‘oppo’ to come and relieve us in order that the above mentioned ‘us’ may be allowed to have our tea.


  To enable the reader to become proficient I append a few tips.


  During your first few games, no doubt you will be a trifle nervous, and the billiard table will seem nothing but a sea of faces. This can be soon overcome by lighting a cigarette and developing an inane smirk.


  Never take any notice of the remarks made by lookers-on, Pinchers, Nobbys and others. It’s no use. They can’t play themselves, so that you can’t expect them to pass any sensible suggestions on the game.


  If your opponent is too good for you, make sure you have your ten cents worth of chalk — it’s Harrys!


  Always try whenever possible, the in-off shots. These are the ones you get most for. If you put your opponent’s ball down in mistake, don’t say “Sorry old man”, because in nine cases out of ten it’s your loss, not his, and to apologise to yourself in public is bad form.


  If you hit a ball off the table, don’t look guilty, but merely remark on the bad way in which the tables are ironed.


  If the shot is a difficult one to play, don’t perform a series of Swedish drill exercises, but requisition the ‘rest’. This does not mean a spell on the upholstered seats, but an object like a cue with the addition of an x on the end. Nothing makes you look a bigger fool than to take about five minutes getting into position, spotting, elevating, etc., and then to give your opponent one by mis-cuing. It is always responsible for that embarrassing offer of the chalk, and the equally suggestive remark “Plenty of it old boy, it’s Harrys!“.
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  Lastly, if the tip happens to come off and you consequently miss an easy ‘three’, don’t get confused like the Irishman who said “Begorra! there’s no cue to the tip”.

  


  Timbertown “Parliament”.


  By LEX REX. M.P.

  


  A “mock Parliament”, organized by the Debating Society, was held in the Recreation Hall on Monday evening, October 23rd, a Coalition Government being in power


  The Speaker (Rev. D. McDougall) took the chair at 8 o’clock. The Home Secretary (Lce. Sgt. Harwood) introduced a Bill for the abolition of improper language. Speaking eloquently of the evils of this practice, the hon. member urged that the time was opportune for dealing with it. We, as Britishers interned in a foreign country, were engaged in carrying out a great work, no less a task than that of writing a page in Dutch history, and it behoved us, for the honour of our land, and for our own good name, to take care that this page was kept spotless, and that the mind that guided the writing hand be clean and pure. He then moved the first reading of the Bill, which provided that all men who were willing to submit to its provisions should subject themselves to a line for every improper expression used, the money to be collected and sent to the British Red Cross Society.


  The Chancellor of the Exchequer (Col.-Sgt. Holliday) seconded, and in a forcible speech emphasised the necessity for temperate and restrained language.


  The first reading: having been agreed to, the House resolved itself into Committee, to deal with the Bill in detail. On the first clause, which made the Bill applicable only to those who did not choose to exempt themselves from it, P.O.


  Cook (Seamen’s Union) moved as an amendment that the Act apply to every man in the Camp. Swearing, he said, was a luxury, (Laughter) and all who chose to indulge in it should be prepared to pay for such luxury. (Renewed laughter). Swearers, either consciously or unconsciously, did not mind hurting the feelings of others, and it was far better that they should reform at once than that at some future time they should vainly wish to bury their past.


  Rev. F. J. Cutts (Administration Hut) objected to the principle of the Bill for three reasons. Money raised by fines for swearing would, he felt sure, be rejected with scorn by the Red Cross, or any other Society. It was also a vicious principle to attempt to make men moral by Act of Parliament. (Applause) Again, the Bill established an invidious distinction between rich and poor. Men in the huts were to be fined, but there was no mention whatever of the inhabitants of the Administration Block. (Loud laughter and applause). As an alternative to the infliction of fines, he suggested that the time-honoured expedient of “sending men to Coventry” would be more effective.


  Supporters of the Bill maintained that it was impossible to accept P.O. Cook’s amendment, as some men would place themselves outside the Act in any case, and no compulsion could be applied to bring them within it.


  On a division the amendment was lost.


  On the next clause which provided for fines of five cents and one cent, Seaman Emery (C. Hut) moved that the penalty be one cent in every case. The hon. member alluded to the small incomes the men received — ten cents per day — and pointed out that under the Act some of them might soon become bankrupt. (Laughter). His seconder wished, that if it were possible, the fines should be made even smaller, so as to be merely nominal.


  The amendment was carried by a large majority.


  On the following clause which provided that money paid in fines should be sent to the British Red Cross Society, Smn. Webster (B. Hut) moved that the money he applied to the purchase of writing and other materials for use in the Camp Reading Room.


  Smn. Hatfield (Conservative) moved that it be applied to the Döberitz Bread Fund.


  Smn. Jenner (High Street) moved that the money be kept as a “reserve” in the Camp, to be used for any special purpose as occasion might arise. There were many poor men in Timbertown who were largely dependent upon parcels sent from England by kind friends, and if money were sent from here to the Red Cross the impression might get abroad that everyone here had more than enough, and these welcome parcels might cease. (Applause).


  Smn. Reeder (Gardens) moved that the fines be applied to an Educational Propaganda in the Camp for the benefit of the men who would have to pay (Laughter). Many of these men used bad language simply because their English education was so defective that they had no other vocabulary in which to express their feelings, (Loud laughter and applause).


  Smn. Jenner (High Street) accepted the last speaker’s motion as an addition to his amendment. The Secretary of State for War (Sgt. Patchcott) speaking in support of the Bill, made a stirring appeal on behalf of the British Red Cross, Society. He described vividly the sufferings of our wounded at the Front, and the noble work carried out by the doctors and nurses. Our friends in England had not forgotten us, (Applause) and we should show that we had not forgotten them. (Cheers).


  The first amendment having been dropped in favour of the fourth, a vote was taken as between the Education Propaganda and the Döberitz Bread Fund, when the former was carried by a majority. The vote was then taken as between the Education Propaganda and the British Red Cross Society, when the Education Propaganda was again carried by a majority, and the Bill amended accordingly. It was then returned to the House for the final reading.


  Smn. South (Playwrights’ Union, Yorkshire) moved the rejection of the Bill. It was a corrupt Bill. There were, maintained the hon. member, worse things than swearing. Many a man who found things going wrong relieved his feelings by swearing, but if this privilege were to he denied him, he might commit an assault upon someone. (Loud laughter). This was a Bill to abolish one evil, but it would introduce several others. It was left to a man’s own conscience whether he paid or not, and many men would pretend to pay their fines and not pay at all, and thus be guilty of hypocrisy. The collecting-boxes would also be a temptation to men who were hard-up, and would probably lead to cases of robbery. (Applause).


  Ldg. Smn. Garson (Radical) in seconding, fully endorsed the statements of the previous speaker, and said that the discussion had strayed beyond the original question of dealing with bad language to application of the funds accruing from fines.


  The Home Secretary (Lce.-Sgt. Harwood) replying to the debate dealt chiefly with the criticisms passed by the hon. member for the Administration Block (Rev F. J. Cutts). Laws imposing penalties for misdeeds were not enacted with the hope of making men moral by Act of Parliament, but life would not be worth living for the majority of us if such restraints were not put upon wrong-doing. With regard to the speech of his hon. friend of the Playwrights’ Union, Yorkshire (Smn. South) he was afraid that gentleman took a very gloomy view of the morals of Timbertown (Laughter), a view which he (The Home Secretary) by no means shared. (Applause). The present Act was an honest and straightforward appeal to mens’ consciences, and he urged that the attempt should be made to rid the community, once and for all, of the impure influences arising from the use of intemperate language. (Applause).


  Before the vote was taken, the Speaker pointed out that the Act in its amended form provided for an Educational Propaganda, which might raise some practical difficulties. Many classes had been begun in the Camp which did not receive much support from those whom they were intended to benefit. There was already an excellent educational organization, but only a limited proportion of the men were taking advantage of it, and whoever might be entrusted with the new propaganda would be confronted with a very difficult problem. He suggested that the Act in its Present form be passed from, and that it be left to each man’s conscience to follow the excellent advice which had been given in the course of the evening. (Applause)


  On the vote being taken the Bill was rejected by a considerable majority, a large number of hon. members abstaining from voting in the final division.


  


  


  Business.

  


  As our readers have been very kind to us in the past, we have decided, after much thought, to present to each of our supporters, a handsomely bound complete set of the Magazines. All we ask in return is Fl. 5.00 (Five gulden) or 8/6 (Eight and six-pence) C.O.D.


  The volume will be bound in Navy blue cloth and suitably designed in gold, making an ideal Xmas, wedding, birthday or christening present. Should any reader object to the presenting of this seasonable gift, either for reasons of finance, principle or because of the lack of friends or relatives, may we remind him that, as a memento of our sojourn here, it stands without a rival in or out of the Camp. It will comprise twenty-one consecutive Numbers of our monthly periodical, which collectively contains a complete record of our Camp life, that will lighten and brighten many an even in for its possessor, in that beautiful future in which we’re all going to settle down, get married, and live happily ever afterwards.


  With reference to single copies, the price remains as heretofore: 20 cents (Fourpence) each for the 1915 issues, or Fl. 1.50 for the set of nine, and 10 cents (Twopence) each for the 1916 issues. The annual subscription is Fl. 1.50 (2/6) which, from the British Isles, must be remitted by international Money Order and made payable to the Press Bureau, Interneeringskamp, Groningen, Holland.


  T. J.

  


  THE INFORMATION BUREAU

  


  Are you a conversationalist?

  We’ve very hot stuff here,

  And every day discussions range

  From ‘hand grenades’ to ‘beer’.

  And should you like mayhap to know

  What chanced at Neuve Chappelle,

  We’ve several budding Kitcheners

  Each ‘reason why’ can tell.

  As for our little crowd of Joffres

  If they’d had chance to shine,

  The foe would soon have been hurled back

  To far beyond the Rhine.

  Then Jellicoe A.B. holds forth,

  How if he took the wheel,

  With bait of fishing smacks he’d tempt

  The High Seas fleet from Kiel.

  We’ve scores of ancient mariners,

  Who rode the watery wave,

  Through many nasty naughty nights,

  And dirty dismal days.

  They know the way from France to Spain,

  From here to Timbucktoo,

  Can prick the course from Hull to Havre

  Via Lapland and Peru.

  In literary realms we’re — well!

  The best thing here for me,

  Is to hide these burning blushes

  And let that small point be.

  Now the moral of these verses is

  That all this priceless wealth

  Of knowledge should not be passed by,

  Although we’re on the shell.

  If you, for all these weary months,

  Have information yearned,

  Then yearn no more, but act at once,

  Apply to the Interned!


  L. S.

  


  Entertainments.

  


  On October 9th. and 10th. the Timbertown Music Hall Variety Co. submitted their first programme to the public, scoring the success that this new departure in Camp entertainments merits, and firmly establishing themselves in the general favour. The many and varied items were admirably suited to all tastes, and the smooth running of the whole performance reflects great credit upon C. Barnard to whose charge the onerous duty of superintending rehearsals and stage managing were entrusted.


  Of the programme in detail; — Mr. Crumpsty’s skill as a pianist is well known, and his selections at the piano were all too brief to satisfy the demands of his audience, who are eagerly looking forward to his next appearance. Tenor and baritone songs, ‘Charlie Chaplin’, an exhibition of conjuring and sleight of hand, sword dancing, cornet solos, and an Antwerp relic, succeeded each other upon the stage, and it only needed a very powerful imagination to feel oneself in the Palladium Once more. So much has been written in praise of Bransby Williams — we mean Charles Barnard, that it is unnecessary to say more than that he gave some of his best numbers in his most brilliant style, and the last item, a farcical sketch, written and produced by himself, terminated a thoroughly enjoyable evening.


  DRAMATIC RECITALS. This month there have been two Dramatic Recitals held in the Recreation Hall. Mrs. Trudor assisted by her husband, recited extracts from famous English poetical works, together with musical monologues accompanied by the Orchestra — an extensive programme which was delivered with considerable charm to an appreciative audience. The feature of the evening was the rendering of an excerpt from Tennyson’s Queen Mary’, in the costume of the period.


  On October 28th., the Camp was honoured by a visit from Miss Evelyn Heepe. The beauties of some of our best poems were doubly enhanced by the expression given to them by the exquisite modulations of her voice. The recitations of Oscar Wilde’s ‘Happy Prince’ and Tennyson’s ‘Revenge’ were particularly fine, forming a striking contrast in style to the monologue sketch ‘An April Shower’ and Conan Doyle’s ‘Confessions’, and allowing full scope for her varied and brilliant elocutionary powers.


  The Camp is deeply indebted to these ladies for their kindness, and return visits are eagerly anticipated.


  LECTURES. The course of lectures by Lieut. J. Larden Bromfield is now in full swing and is exceedingly interesting as well as instructive. The subject dealt with has been the Bank of England, its history and connection with the Government. At such a time as this, it should be everybody’s concern to acquire a certain amount of knowledge of the ins and outs of finance, and in order to obtain a thorough grasp of the subject it is necessary to follow matters from the very beginning. Men are therefore advised not to miss these opening stages, in order that they may follow with greater facility when more intricate subjects are dealt with.


  DEBATING SOCIETY. A full description of the Society’s doings will be found on another page.


  May we take this opportunity of thanking Lieut. Stopford on behalf of the Camp for his unflagging efforts as Entertainments director.


  D. A. E

  


  R. N. B. Association Football Club.

  


  The month of October has gone out, accompanied by ominous rumblings from the soccer world; and without issuing any ultimatums, the rules, laws, bye-laws and regulations have been washed away. We have no wish to criticise unduly where we are not cognizant of the full facts, but bearing in mind the high standard of physique in the Camp and the love of sport that is so part and parcel of an Englishman’s being, the situation calls for more than a passing word.


  Our inside knowledge is deficient as to the exact nature of the cloud which at present overshadows the football field, and we are therefore unable to deal comprehensively with the subject. So far as we know, however, the cause of the disruption lies in the general wane of enthusiasm, attributable perhaps to the magnetic influence exerted by the stoves or a partiality for study — between the blankets.


  In any case the fact remains that it has been found impossible to run football under the League system which proved so successful last season, owing to the inability of certain Companies to select representative teams. To remedy this, members of the committee evolved a scheme under which the teams were picked from the different Divisions. This decision, however, was nullified by the unanimous vote of a general meeting. It was then decided that two First elevens and three Second elevens should be picked from each Battalion in such a way that the strongest Company’s team remained unchanged while the two weaker combined to put one First eleven and two Seconds in the field. How such will work, it is idle to speculate, but we may look with confidence to the Committee to handle the situation with foresight and tact.


  Turning to brighter and more practical matters, we have to record another victory for the Brigade, the game at Veendam on October, which celebrated the opening of the new football ground, leaving them winners by two goals to nil. Many notable officials from the Northern Provinces were present at the match and a fine reception was given to our men, who played their usual hard, clean game. On October 29th they journeyed to The Hague, to try conclusions with the well-known Southern team H. V. V., amongst whose players are men of international fame, and that keen sportsman, Commander Beadle. Weather conditions were by no means ideal, much rain having fallen in the earlier part of the day, but for all that some splendid football was seen, although the heavy condition of the ground made accurate shooting impossible. There was nothing to choose between the two teams and the resulting draw (1—1) flittingly represented the run of the game.


  J. DATE.

  


  R.N.B. Athletic Club.

  


  Although only one event of any note has taken place since our last publication, the Harriers have been putting in some hard work on the roads in preparation for the strenuous trials of the winter programme. Slow and fast packs having been organized, and favoured by dry weather the attendances at these runs have been most gratifying to the officials, who are gleefully rubbing their hands in anticipation of a highly successful season. Further stimulus has been added to the meetings by the appearance of Captain Prichard and the Rev. F. J. Cutts who have taken more than a passing interest in the Club.


  On October 21st a three mile inter-Battalion handicap race was run off in the Camp, attracting considerable attention and furnishing a deal of keenly contested rivalry. Soon after the start, Collingwood and Hawke took control of the proceedings, and although Stevens and White ran splendidly for Benbow, their individual efforts failed to bring the Battalion to terms with the others. Premier honours hung in the balance up to the last moment, and only the surprisingly good form shown by Conaty, J. W. Cook, Batstone, Milgate and a few others enabled Collingwood to run into first place.


  An exciting race ensued between the leaders, Stevens and Godyer forging ahead and setting a hot pace which was maintained to the finish, the former eventually winning in the sprint in the good time of 16 m. 25 secs. For the Hawkes, special mention must be made of the running of Wood, who finished third, Ortner, Venables and Holland.


  First and second prizes were given by the Officers, the third by the Club, and a fourth by B. M. White, of which the respective winners were Wood, Batstone, Venables and Cook.


  T. J.

  


  ‘A White Man’.

  


  From the time when The Timbertown Dramatic Society made its first bow to the public, it established for itself the reputation of a company from whom only first class entertainments were to be expected. As production succeeded production, the general standard both of acting and of staging have continued up the scale of improvement, under the management of A. J. Wright, until the Camp has come to expect a pitch of excellence hard to maintain.


  That expectations were realized to the full, no greater proof is required than the fact that it was necessary to give performances on four successive nights in order to meet the demands of enthusiastic audiences. So great was the interest aroused outside the Camp that the fourth evening was set apart entirely for Dutch visitors and their friends, whose genuine appreciation was the culminating triumph of the most popular production that the Society has yet given.


  Some difficulty was experienced at first in staging the play, and only the improvements and enlargement of the stage, compared to that of the old recreation hall, made the undertaking possible. The lighting and scenic effects were praise worthy to a degree, and the result amply repaid the labours of G. M. Davis and F. W. Edwards, to whose charge the hammer and paint-brush were entrusted. The task of providing costumes for more than twenty characters was in itself no easy matter, the similarity between our rig of the day and a cowpuncher’s outfit being rather remote.


  The exceptionally numerous caste presented another difficulty out of which, however, arose an innovation in dramatic circles, namely, the appearance of ladies in the female parts. The part of Countess Kerhill, admirably sustained by Mrs J. Larden Bromfield, was nevertheless one which allowed little scope for her undoubted talents. The role of Dowager Countess played by Miss G. Nieveen was at all times a difficult one, but the excellence of her representation and her complete mastery of the English language were a revelation to everyone. Miss J. Nieveen’s portrayal of Nat-u-ritch was marked by its sincerity and its perfect expression of the character of an Indian chief’s daughter. Our grateful thanks are due to these ladies for so graciously consenting to aid the Society, and upon whose efforts the complete success of the play turned.


  Of the men:—Daniels voice was well suited to that of the gentleman-cowboy and his acting left little to be desired, while Maxwell-Williams in his inimitable manner made the part of Captain Applegate into one of the successes of the evening. Space does not permit us to make more than passing mention of the cow-punchers, sheriff’s posse etc., who lent strong support throughout, except in the cases of A. J. Wright, Manvell and Edwards who were consistently in their various characters.


  What shall we say of little Annie Wier as the boy Hal, except that she won the heart of everybody by her naiveté and complete absence of shyness. She entered into the spirit of the play with an aptitude surprising in one so young, and thoroughly deserved the ovation accorded her by the host of well-wishers to whom she will ever remain a charming memory.


  D. A. E.

  


  Meditations about Pictures.

  


  This summer I was staying at Laren, the artists’ quarter of Holland. I heard a good deal about the works of a super-futurist who exhibited at Amsterdam and everybody who was a human being and not a salt-pillar, was influenced by them in such a way that cold shivers were continually running up and down his or her back when contemplating them.


  Comparing different schools and subjects: the old masters left us their blistered saints surrounded by fly-blown angels or, faded paintings of happy faced martyrs pierced by countless arrows. The non-artistic crowd does not admire these pictures, but is more influenced by the portrait painting of Rembrandt, Rubens, Frans Hals, and in England, Gainsborough and Joshua Reynolds, as it appeals deeply to their imagination and often fascinates them.


  There is no house, rich or poor, without its pictures: a still-life for the dining-room, showing a dead fish on a plate with a glazed eye and clammy fins and a landscape for the drawing-room, showing a collection of cows drinking out of a shady brook. The impressionistic school is more difficult to understand. I saw an impressionist sunset at sea, resembling a poached egg floating on some liquid and trying to burst into something or other.


  This summer, being on my walking tour in the back part of Gelderland, one night we were put up in the old school master’s house. He showed us two pictures he had painted in his young days and seemed awfully pleased with them. One represented a horse race — four horses running neck and neck, with gleaming eyes and wide-open mouths, deep crimson nostrils and their legs nicely arranged. The other represented a steamer race — four steamers coming down the river, black smoke belching forth into the starlit night. Nothing vague or Impressionistic about these pictures, everything so clear and distinct that we told him we thought him a first-rate artist and admired him greatly. He said he did not like those modern artists who had the funny names of Cubists and Futurists — and I daresay if you go to an exhibition of these up-to-date people, you are not quite sure whether there is something wrong with you or with them. I suppose that only the cubic eye of a Cubist sees his surroundings in the form of cubic vessels sailing on cubic oceans cubic cows being milked by cubic milkmaids, and cubic lovers giving cubic kisses;


  A Futurist is even more abnormal to the rational mind. The artist may explain every detail to you, or you may read a minute description of his pictures, and yet the ordinary being sometimes receives rather the impression of a tipsy plum-pudding, where all the raisons have tumbled too much to one side, than of a masterpiece of high idealism. It is all the story over again of the king with the wonderful cloak, which was only visible to very clever people.


  It is a pity I did not see the super-Futurist’s pictures. What would they look like: and is it not true that only one kind of picture will give satisfaction to everybody and more over pay well? I mean, of course, the ‘Moving Pictures’.


  X.

  


  Rugby.

  


  There is little to chronicle in this sphere of Camp sport, and yet, many useful and interesting developments have taken place. After a deal of coercion, threats, and the employment of honeyed words, our valiant and hard working Battalion representatives have raised the wherewithal (Fl. 100.) to pay the Season’s rent for our old ground, and the future has been invested with a distinct flavour of “Don’t worry”.


  That the game is growing in popularity is fully evidenced by the musters that turn out for the different practice and ‘friendly’ matches. Inclement weather in no way proves a ‘wet-blanket’ to the keenness of old and new members, and although it is too early to make any predictions of a definite character, there is every reason to expect that some really first class games will result. Nothing very exciting has happened, except a few meetings of the selection committee who have sat to pick the teams that are down to play an exhibition game at Leeuwarden on November 5th. Many pleasant memories are attached to our visit to that town last season, the fast, open game being no less enjoyable than the generous manner in which we were entertained. For various reasons, it appears hardly possible that we shall be able to furnish as good and spectacular a match as we did then, but it is a game that is full of surprises, and if trying is anything to go by, then the meeting, which takes place as we go to press, will, we feel sure, fully justify our expectations.


  T. J.
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Editorial.


  With the exception of a variety of entertainments, 1917 has stolen upon us so unobtrusively that only our new calendar reminds us of the passing of time. Rumour and speculation, born of inactivity and fostered by the first Peace Note from the Central Powers, occasioned a temporary revival of home thoughts, yet nobody, we venture to state, considered it in a serious vein, the object of the advance being looked upon as a ‘feeler’ for subsequent negotiation.


  Be such as it may, there is no doubt that an undercurrent of thought and feeling has been aroused, and home, and ‘the day’ have become far larger and brighter topics of conversation. That the Note was barely considered, in no way damped the subconscious feeling that something tangible, something of a definite character had alighted on the horizon of our little world. That, and the struggling spirit of Christmas and the New Year marked the passing of 1916. To the New Year, with its range and depth of possibilities, we look forward with every hope and confidence — confidence in the might of right and hope in the dawning of a firm and lasting understanding throughout the civilized world.


  We are proud to record that Her Most Gracious Majesty, Queen Mary, honoured us with a Christmas message of good cheer and also presented us with a Magic Lantern for lecturing purposes. In view of the fact that our last one was destroyed when the Recreation Hall was burnt down on April 2nd, the gift is doubly appreciated.


  It would be ungrateful of us to launch ourselves into the work of 1917, without acknowledging our obligation to, and thanking all those among our subscribers and contributors who have so ably helped us through 1916. The increasing cost of production has made necessary many appeals for aid, and to those who have so kindly responded, we offer our hearty thanks.


  In defiance of the prayers and protests of our financial expert, four pages in excess of the usual number have been added to this month’s publication. The entertainment Societies have forced this step upon us, and although the prospect of the printer’s bill at the end of the month produces a quickening of the pulse, the quantity and quality of the amusement that we have been donated with is full compensation.


  The Brass Band is to be congratulated upon the manner in which it has refused to recognize rebuffs and disappointments. Depleted though it is of many of its members, it has yet continued to cheer and entertain us whenever called upon. At all times obliging, they excelled themselves on Christmas Eve, their zeal upholding them until five in the morning. To the Pipers, who so fervently acclaimed the advent of 1917 and who have done so much towards enlivening the daily route march we take this opportunity of returning thanks.


  From various enquiries that have reached us in regard to the non-arrival of the November Magazine, we are forced to the conclusion that their unexpected journey to Berlin (see Editorial, Decr. Number), has resulted in many having been confiscated. While sympathizing with those who have lost their copies, we regret that our financial position debars us front replacing them free of charge. To those, however, who will notify us, fresh copies will be forwarded and the usual cost defrayed from their subscription.


  For the first time since we launched this little monthly, we go to press without being able to insert a poem of any description. We deplore the fact, but excuse ourselves on the grounds of the cupboard being bare.


  The decree of the home authorities whereby the sending of parcels containing foodstuffs to this Camp was forbidden, was in the nature of a bombshell to all of us coming as it did at this season of the year. Isolated as we are from the outer world we are not in a position to state a reason for this course, but nevertheless we have full confidence in the judgement of those in authority over us and feel convinced that they would not have taken this step without full recognition of the conditions under which we live. We venture to hope, however, that an arrangement will be made, whereby foodstuffs and articles of comfort may be sent to men in need of them, for that there are such in our midst cannot be denied.


  Buzzes re the removal of the Camp Club from the town, to a site within the Camp, have now been confirmed in an article from the pen of Mrs. M. A. Coupland. That the change of address will be appreciated, we have every confidence in saying, and although it is an enterprise in which finance must play an important part, the gnawing suggestions that usually assert themselves ‘twixt the hours of tea and bedtime, are quite numerous and healthy enough to warrant us predicting a successful result.


  One of the fiercest gales yet experienced in Timbertown visited us on December 23rd, attaining its most wrathful height in the evening, when it tore the roof from the Administration Hut, a building about one hundred and fifty feet in length clean away from its supports, portions of it being lodged in the branches of the trees on Hill 60. We fear that much inconvenience was caused to the ‘red-chit’ department, but their powers of patience and endurance are as wonderful to behold as some of the requests they have to deal with and their efforts, combined with those of the duty platoon, soon transferred the portable furniture to the Gymnasium, which forthwith became the Mecca of the extra-special leave-men, known in the vernacular as ‘the wanglers’.


  Our Whist Drives have been a popular form of amusement during the long, dark evenings, and much credit is due to the organizers, who have thus given pleasure to men to whom the time would otherwise have proved irksome.


  We were glad to receive an article from W. G. Morley recounting the doings of the Boxing enthusiasts, who may now practise the ‘noble art’ to their heart’s content.

  


  Royal Remembrances.

  


  Whilst we are always somewhat apt to label ourselves renownless, and pack ourselves away upon the dusty shelf of obscurity, or lose ambition and interest under the depressing influence of continued internment, yet it needs but a touch to recall us to the knowledge that our beings are still alive and still animated by that same responsive spirit which found us ready and willing, aye, and anxious and eager too, to take our places in the foremost ranks of those who were prompt to answer the call of King, Queen, and Country. To attempt to define this spirit of responsiveness would he beyond our power, but this much we may say, that our feelings of love, of pride and of glory in the might of our Country, and in the right of its King and Queen are as instinctive to the soul of every Britisher as is the instinct to live.


  Perhaps Home and Country do become a little dim and distant sometimes, but surely there are moments and events, which, unheralded by sign or clamour, come to break the spell, and to whisper that our loyalty is still unchallenged, that our endeavours of the past are still unforgotten. So, as yet another Christmas finds us sitting amid strange surroundings, there has come from over the sea, across from the greatest little country in the world, cheering words of love and remembrance. Our hearts beat with pride when we write that Her Most Gracious Majesty, Queen Mary, has honoured us with a royal message of good wishes for Christmas and the New Year, and has sent, for our future use, a serviceable and valuable Magic Lantern.


  We acknowledge, from our hearts, the gracious message and gift. We should like to thank Her Majesty to say exactly what we feel, but we lack words in which to express the full measure of our appreciation of the honour conferred upon us. One day, perhaps, if destiny brings to us the opportunity, we shall be proud to demonstrate in a more practical manner our readiness to uphold the traditions of Great Britain. Meanwhile we tender the unswerving loyalty of heart and soul, as we shout back across the sea “Here’s a health unto Her Majesty.”


  T. J.

  


  Church Notes.

  


  The dominant note of Church Services throughout the Octave of Christmas has assuredly been one of hope and joy. Preceded by Festal Evensong on the 24th. there were well attended early and mid-day celebrations of Holy Communion on Christmas-day, as well as a combined Carol singing Service in the recreation hall during the forenoon. The round of Services continued throughout the week, closing on Sunday night with Watch-night prayer for the forthcoming year. Fortunately both Chaplains have been able to spend Christmas in the Camp, and their simple, earnest addresses during the Festival will long be remembered by all privileged to hear. It is to be regretted that the Rev. F. J. Cutts will shortly be leaving for England. A man of the widest sympathy, he has made himself immensely popular in the Camp and his place will be a difficult one to fill. He will certainly carry with him the cordial good wishes of all, and we are glad of this opportunity of wishing him God-speed.


  It is impossible to enter our little Church without being impressed by a sense of the real beauty of its interior. Smn. S. L. Ward will not think we are flattering him when we say that this is due in very large measure to his own untiring and disinterested efforts. Communion rails have been added to the Sanctuary; these have been beautified and enriched by elaborately carved frontals, designed and executed by Smn. Ward. The new cover for the Credence table, as well as the new Altar frontal, have been obtained mainly through his instrumentality, whilst his duties as Sacristan Arc carried out with unfailing zeal. Smn. Ward has the interest of the Church at heart, and the warmest thanks of all Churchmen in this Camp are undoubtedly due to him. We are also very much indebted to his father and mother for two valuable gifts, and we tender our thanks to the former for the pretty Lectern frontal, and to the latter for the very useful set of bookmarkers.


  Thanks arc also due to Smn. G. Wehner for the print, after Holman Hunt’s famous picture, of “The Light of the World” which is now framed and hung within the Church. Those of us who listened to the remarkable sermon upon the subject of this picture preached by the Rev. W. J. Cumpsty, will not be likely to under-estimate the meaning underlying this great work.


  The Church, which is open daily, is available for use at all times, and the Chaplains will be delighted to see men upon any occasion. Services will be continued as hitherto, and any suggestions or recommendations will always be gladly welcomed by the Clergy.


  F. W. H.

  


  Handicrafts.

  


  The completion of the two new huts, now in process of construction, will mark another step in the direction of the organization and development of skilled workmanship within this Camp. Both have been kindly lent by the Society of Friends’ War Victims Relief Committee and it is noteworthy that at the conclusion of the war they are to be sent to Belgium for utilization in connection with the restoration of that country. One of them, a compact little structure, 29ft. by 18ft., is now being fitted up as an office; a kind of central bureau for the control and regulation of the many and varied Camp industries.


  The Arts and Crafts Sales Department will be established here, one of its main features being that of a Show Room, where goods, manufactured in the various workshops may be seen at all times. The new regime has been inaugurated with the object of encouraging and assisting men in their different spheres of utility, an object it will seek to accomplish in the first instance by securing a profitable market for the disposal of finished articles. Furthermore, as the central department is able to buy large quantities of raw material at wholesale rates it is evident that the scheme will result in a considerable saving in cases of men making small purchases of trade requisites.


  The initiation and development of the scheme are entirely due to the splendid business acumen of Lt. Bromfield, who has been assisted throughout by Sub. Lt. Mitford, both of whom have thrown themselves whole-heartedly into the work. A new and business-like little catalogue is now in process of compilation, the pages of which will give a wide field of selection to intending purchasers. We notice a novelty in the form of a jigsaw puzzle of the Camp, one of the most interesting, and at the same time most amusing souvenirs we have seen for some time.


  The larger hut, which measures 60ft by 20ft, will form the seat of an entirely new industry, and when complete will accommodate some 60 to 80 workmen. Here, articles of raffia work will be manufactured, the goods being of a most useful nature, and calculated to be of benefit to men in the Camp. Slippers will be the principal commodity made from this material, but other articles, such as mats, fancy and waste-paper baskets, etc. will be on sale. The establishment of this industry should form a very valuable addition to the activities of the Camp, for not only is it calculated to provide remunerative employment for men who are really in need of work, but it will also be a fruitful source from which many useful requisites may be obtained


  Manufactured articles from our workshop have always maintained a high standard of workmanship; we have only to recall our Arts and Crafts Exhibitions to be assured of this. The recent efforts in the direction of organization and development of industry are assuredly a step along the right path and should accomplish much by giving additional impetus to individual initiative and talent. We forward with pleasure to the opening of the new premises, and wish the organizers every success in their endeavours to maintain the high level of Timbertown industry.


  F. W. H.

  


  A Day in the Camp.


  (Continued)

  


  Why not give it to the Doberitz Bread Fund, or a percentage of it?” someone at last suggested. A tense disgusted shiver ran through him.


  “Look ‘ere,” he said, “if you thinks as ‘ow I’m one of them blokes what wants to get clapped on the back while I’m doing the same to my pocket, you’re mistook. ‘Ere,” he said suddenly, jerking his arm in the air, “scramble for it.” In a moment, nothing could be seen but a distorted mass of waving arms and legs, while groans and bad French rent the air. Deep down in the heart of the vortex, young Rice and Scotty, who had each a finger on it, were having a terrific struggle.


  “Halves old chap” the latter grunted at last.


  “Play you billiards for it,” was the reply.


  “Oh yes, oh yes, let me see, awflea good of you, have a class in twenty minutes though. I’m studying you know. Now when I remove my finger, you put your mouth over it and draw.” A convulsive wriggle, a noise like the gurgling protest of a nearly emptied bath, a few heavily Iaden expressions, and they emerged — sore but satisfied. Pointing a lean, hungry looking finger in the direction of George, Scotty suggested him as referee.


  “Not me,” said that young gentleman when approached, “I aint a fighting man. Besides, I wants satisfaction. I came here to purify myself, honourable like, and they as good as tells me I’m a liar. . . . . ME! George Roycroft, a London Volunteer, a LIAR. What’s my messmates going to say? Ow’m I going to retain their respect and pride in me? If I wasn’t a teetotaller I’d go out and . . . . there, there’s Sam Lyall, ask ‘im, ‘e’ll do it,” he broke off abruptly, nodding in the direction of a gaunt, lantern jawed, splendid looking specimen of British manhood “e’s a fighting man, and can’t be bluffed — can you Sam?” he shouted across. Sam tendered an expansive smile.


  “Me hold the stakes?” he questioned. (No gentle reader, the usual reply ‘Who’s going to hold you? was not given.) A doubtful pause ensued. Scotty at last broke the silence.


  “No!“ he said, we don’t want to trouble you too much. All you’ve got to do is to look out for ‘push’ strokes, see that my opponent doesn’t wet the tip of my cue, and keep count.”


  “The referee always holds the stakes.” Sam said firmly.


  “Well ‘e don’t in this case,” interjected young Rice, “and don’t shout about it ‘cos P. O. Mintram’s dead nuts on gambling. Says as ‘ow ‘e tossed with his brother as to who should marry a certain girl, and ‘e won. ‘Ow about that Angel of Mons looking bloke over there.” he continued, pointing at me. I bowed and blushed.


  “Any fee attached to it?” I enquired. Scotty tendered me a Woodbine. Borrowing a match and taking a long draw, I remarked that it wasn’t enough and suggested Bill Morley might acquiesce.


  “What’s that mean?“ Rice exclaimed fearfully, “Biff’s a heavy-weight you know, and I don’t want to stop one.” Leaving him engaged in an earnest endeavour to convince Biff that he ‘didn’t mean no harm’, I gently opened a door and stepped into the Reading and Writing Room. With the exception of a group, congregated around the stove, who were holding an animated though whispered conversation, a sort of stifled silence pervaded the atmosphere.
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  With pens held hesitatingly over writing pads, or laid on the table while their owners gazed absently out of the windows, seeking an inspiration, the scene suggested that the solution of some great problem was trying to be solved. Now and again a sudden, satisfied smile would break the fixed expression of one of the scribes, and down went an imaginary or an exaggerated description of the wearing results of internment. Taking a chair opposite a very perplexed looking young man, I pointed a shapely finger at his letter and enquired:


  “Best girl?” He nodded. “What’s her name?” I quizzed.


  “Mother,” he replied with a challenging look. I coughed and offered him my hand. He looked at it disdainfully. An embarrassing pause ensued.


  “Stumped for something to say?“ He sighed a bored fed-up sigh.


  “Been sitting here for two hours and have only written a quarter of a page. Exhausted all there was to talk about in the Camp, years ago. It’s all right for them at home,” he continued after a thoughtful pause, “they can write about what Bill or Jane are doing, or what the new neighbours are like, but what’s the good of me telling them that Shrapnell got seen off last week, or that B. Coy beat A. Coy at soccer. They don’t know who they are, or what ‘Flannel’ means when I mentions grub. I can’t tell ‘em what I’ve done, because I’ve not done anything, for the simple reason that there aint nothing to do. I ‘aven’t gone anywhere, ‘cos there aint anywhere to go to; and as for what one thinks, well . . . . we’ve all the same thoughts, usually, when will the war pack up.”


  “Tell her about––––“


  “That’s no good,” he interrupted, “because, what about next week or the week after, or the week after that and those following? Look at those chaps over there, they’re all in the same boat as me, trying to think of something to say that will interest the old folk. Thought I was a bit of a scribe too, before I got pitchforked into Holland. Anyrate,” he said sadly, “you shove off, you aint doing no good ‘ere. Go and talk to them blokes round the stove and tell ‘em this place was set apart as a room for Reading and Writing, not for them as thinks they are Beau Brummels, and have only to ‘old up a finger to get all the girls fighting for ‘em. Sterrebosch pedestrians, that’s what I calls ‘em. ‘Old a finger up, “he finished disgustedly,” why, from what I knows of them blokes they can’t ‘old two beers, and as for ‘olding up anything, ‘olding us up to ridicule is about all they are good for.” I edged my way towards the group in question.


  “She didn’t half look mooi when she sat or knelt on the piano, did she?” a rapt young man, evidently from Oxford, was saying. “Remember, too, the way she took ‘er part in the dance in the Gondoliers? Quite woke me up. Made me feel quite young and wish I was a hactor, and wern’t married and ————“


  “And what about giving ‘er a rest, Arthur,” someone chimed in, “you’ve been romancing about ‘er all the blessed day. She wern’t the only girl in the show. What about Mabel, ‘er with the voice? What about giving some of us a chance to say what we thinks about ‘er.”


  “Righto, Bill,” Arthur replied, “go ahead and relieve yourself of some loving remarks.” Bill looked nervous and fidgetted a great deal.


  “Well I aint got a lot to say,” he remarked in an awkward voice, and with a slightly heightened colour, “but I reckon as ‘ow ‘er voice — well, I don’t know how to put it, but if ever I sees ‘er in the Hairywig, I’m agoing to give ‘er a salute, just the same as I would the Queen, and” — inflating his chest and looking round with, a challenging glint in his eye, “if any bloke’s got any remarks to make, he’d best come outside and get rid of ‘em.”


  “No need to get excited about it, Bill,” a calm voice remarked, “nobody said she wasn’t a treat to watch and hear, and — nobody will, so long as I’m around. But who would? I’ve not heard anything but the very best from any of our chaps in regard to those girls who were good enough to come and entertain us. Real sporty, I calls it, and I only wishes as how we could show ‘em how much we appreciated it all.”


  “What about putting a sock in all this female talk,” a voice, with about as much music and sentiment in it as a cabbage broke in, “Them gels was quite all right, first class, bang on the top line, if I may say so, but — what about this new regulation about parcels?” A change of attitude and expression took place. The buzz is, that they’re not going to allow any more parcels to be sent out here, only what they thinks fit. Mind, I aint giving it to you official like, it’s only a buzz, and you know what they is, in this Garden of Eden.” A thoughtful pause ensued.


  “Supposing my missus wants to send me out some of her special bread pudden, won’t they send it along?” a much married looking individual enquired.


  “Not if they thinks you don’t need it.”


  “How’re they going to tell?”


  “I dunno,” the cabbage voiced member declared, “Expect they consults Conan Doyle, or some of them clairvoyant blokes. Anyrate, I aint seen any parcels come in this week.”


  (To be continued.)


  T. J.

  


  Timbertown Operatic Society.

  


  After many months of preparation, during which time a number of obstacles were to be met and overcome, the above Society gave the fifth in its series of Gilbert and Sullivan operas, producing the ‘Gondoliers’ on December 11th, 12th, 13th and 14th. Several of the leading members were unavailable, owing to their having left the Camp to take up civil employment, thus giving an opportunity to others, who, hitherto almost unknown, have scored a success which places them at once in the ranks of the stars in our little community.


  The Opera from beginning to end went with a rare swing Sullivan’s exquisite music losing nothing of its charm at the hands of principals and chorus alike, whose singing more than maintained the high standard in the Society’s performances of the past. The stage-management throughout was excellent, and C. L. Slater, who undertook responsibilities in this direction, is to be congratulated upon the result of his efforts.


  Once again Miss Marthy Veenhuizen gave her kind co-operation, without which the Opera would have been robbed of half its attraction, and indeed to the efforts of her pupils, who one and all acquitted themselves so admirably, must be ascribed the success of the undertaking. Miss Bergsma and. Miss C. Pik, as the two young wives, acted and sang with a charm and vivacity that won the heart of everybody, while Miss Kluyver and Miss Boer gave most creditable performances in their respective parts. Miss L. Janssen made her first appearance, and as Fiametta, showed so much promise that we look forward with confidence to her accomplishment of bigger things.


  Slater and Evans were on the very top of their form and we have never heard them to better effect, whilst their acting left nothing to be desired. The latter, in ‘Take a Pair of Sparkling Eyes’, scored a great hit, the ringing applause showing the appreciation of the audience to whom real music never fails to appeal. T. Ashton as the Grand Inquisitor, added another to his already lengthy list of successes, and Barron and Cranston also deserve praise for the manner in which they rendered the beautiful, but nevertheless difficult music of ‘Luiz’ and ‘The Duke’.


  The scenery was designed and executed by T. Ashton, whose work is at once a pleasure and a credit to the Camp, the deft touches of his brush converting the stage into a pleasant scene of ancient Venice, where his canals were things of beauty and not happy hunting-grounds for water beetles. At all times an artist, he excels in this kind of work, and the charming scenic effects are always a feature of these performances.


  The Operatic Society expresses its thanks to the many kind friends who assisted in the making of the stage properties, and also to the Orchestra for so ably accompanying the Opera, under the direction of J. F. Hopkins, to whom it is indebted for the orchestration of the music.


  D. A. E.

  


  The Camp Club.

  


  The generally expressed desire that the Restaurant of the Camp Club should be transferred from the Concerthuis in Groningen, where it now is, to the Camp itself, decided us to make the effort to do so. It was obvious of courser from the outset, that it would be impossible, for reasons of finance alone, to maintain a Club in the town of Groningen as well as a restaurant in the Camp — rents being what they are, and prices of all commodities continually increasing.


  As there is already a well appointed Recreation Hall in the Camp with Billiard and Reading Rooms, besides the Concert Hall, there was no logical reason for transferring the Club from the town to the Camp en bloc, but the absence of any regular and convenient facility for obtaining meals in the Camp, extra to the regular official, ones, constituted, in conjunction with the expressed desire of the Brigade, a sound argument for making an effort to meet the demand.


  The Dutch Authorities having been approached in regard to the scheme in question, the problem of obtaining the necessary funds to build a hut, was solved by the very generous response made to my appeal by the Dutch firms and other friends whose names it gives me such pleasure to publish hereunder. Two hundred pounds are required for the purchase of the hut, and at least one hundred pounds for equipment, which includes the laying on of gas and electric light water and drainage, as well as the necessary furnishings. Of this required three hundred pounds, I have already collected two hundred and fifty.


  The hut has been ordered through the Society of Friends and will be of the removeable type, hitherto provided in such large numbers by that Society for the housing of Belgian refugees in Holland, so that after the war they may be sent to Belgium as temporary dwellings for those whose houses have been destroyed during hostilities. The Hut will, at the conclusion of hostilities be gifted to the Society of Friends to be applied to the same purpose The kind subscribers will thus have the additional satisfaction of feeling that in coming to the assistance of the British Interned, they are also essentially benefitting that suffering Nation, whose refugees the Dutch people have from the very beginning of the war so generously received, sheltered and supported.


  The funds collected by the Commodore for the expenses of maintenance of the Camp Club will be transferred to the Camp Restaurant, immediately the present premises in the Concerthuis, are surrendered, which will be on. February 28th. 1917, by which date it is hoped that the new Restaurant in the Camp will be open.


  M. A. C.


  Subscription List.


  
    
      
        	Messrs. Furness Shipping & Agency Co.,

        	Rotterdam

        	£50.
      


      
        	The Shipping & Coal Co.,

        	   "

        	£25.
      


      
        	Antony Jurgens Esq.,

        	Oss


        	£25.
      


      
        	Messrs. Van Nievelt, Goudriaan & Co.,

        	Rotterdam

        	£25.
      


      
        	The American Petroleum Co.,

        	   "

        	£25.
      


      
        	Messrs. Hoven & Henny’s Handelmij.,

        	   "

        	£15.
      


      
        	Miss Fleming,

        	Edinburgh

        	£10.
      


      
        	De Nederlandsche Handelmij.,

        	Amsterdam

        	£10.
      


      
        	Messrs. W. H. Berghuys’ Kolenhandel.

        	Rotterdam

        	£10.
      


      
        	Messr. P. H. Hoos & Zoon,

        	   "

        	£10.
      


      
        	The Rotterdamsche Lloyd,

        	   "

        	£10.
      


      
        	Messrs. W. H. Muller & Co. Ltd.,

        	   "

        	£10.
      


      
        	The Rotterdam Dry Dock Co.,

        	   "

        	£10.
      


      
        	Messrs. Van den Berghs Ltd.,

        	   "

        	£10.
      


      
        	Messr. Hudoy & Pieters

        	   "

        	£ 5.
      

    
  

  


  Rugby.

  


  Notwithstanding the fact that the absence of prominent members of the Rugby teams has been a great handicap during the past month, the inter-Battalion matches in the First Round for the Challenge Cup, have been a most unqualified success, and have well illustrated the sporting spirit of teams, largely composed of novices often pitted against more experienced players. Collingwood were especially handicapped in this respect, since the majority of last year’s team were on leave in England at the time of the two opening matches.


  They were opposed to Benbow in their first match, and greatly to their credit, their ‘pack’ soon showed an unexpected superiority in the scrum. A splendid game resulted, the tackling being keen and clean on both sides, while some very pretty passing bouts were seen. In the third line, Percival and Sadler were a tower of strength to the Benbow defence, and time after time were responsible for the stopping of the dangerous rushes of the Collingwood forwards, while on the opposite side the dash and hard tackling of Barron and Richardson were a revelation to the old-stagers. Among the halves, Collingwood showed weakness, and with Weaver and Townend playing on the top of their form, the good work of the Collingwood forwards was greatly nullified. The ultimate result of two tries to nil in Benbows favour was hardly justified on the run of the play, but Collingwood must be blamed, or pitied, for not possessing that ‘finish’ that is so necessary for scoring purposes.


  In the second match, Collingwood v Hawke, another hard and fast game resulted, the Collingwood side being strengthened by the arrival of Fitter at half, and a slight shuffling among the backs. Going off at a great pace, Hawkes soon looked dangerous, but apparently it was only a burst, for, after a quarter of an hour, the Collingwood pack took charge and were soon forcing matters; an unconverted try resulting after a forward rush. In the second half, Collingwood pressed during the greater part of the game, a goal and a try being gained. In the last ten minutes, Hawkes, showing rare dash, came up the field with a forward rush, Wells following up well and touching down. Final score: Collingwood 1 goal 2 tries (11 pts) Hawke 1 try (3 pts).


  Hawke v Benbow. With both teams below full strength, speculation was rife as to the ultimate result, but Benbow were decidedly the better side . . . . on paper. Taking the game throughout, there was little to choose between the teams, although the two tries scored by the Hawkes were fully deserved on account of the dash and rigour with which they pushed home an advantage. It was not a day for ideal football, however, a strong wind blowing and the ground suffering from the recent heavy rains. Consequently, very little play of a spectacular character marked the game; forward rushes and close work being the order of the day. Speeding-up in the last stages of the match, Benbow made a great effort to bring down the six point lead of their opponent, and with clever footwork and considerable vim were soon in a strong attacking position. Seizing an opportunity from a long throw in, Darnell dashed up and went over, Townend converting. With only three minutes to go, they redoubled their efforts to pull the match out of the fire, but the Hawke defence was not to be broken down, the whistle going, leaving them the winners by two tries (6 pts) to one goal (5 pts).


  Taking a general view of the last month’s play, a noticeable change for the better is at once seen. The games are faster, cleaner and more open, and the tackling is far superior. There is, however, a tendency on the part of some of the recruits to fly-kick, to pass wildly and to run back but they are mistakes that everyone is prone to when learning, and which only experience can remedy. The Season has commenced under the happiest auspices, and we have great hopes of seeing some of our officers coming up again to visit the Camp and to indulge with us in ‘the finest game in the world’.


  F. H. P.

  


  New Year’s Concert.

  


  On December 30th a grand concert was organized to celebrate the approach of the New Year and whilst recognizing the many excellent entertainments given in the Camp during the past, we do not hesitate to say that this performance will remain in the memories of all as the best and brightest evening in the history of Timbertown’ s theatre.


  This, perhaps, was only to be expected, for the programme was composed entirely of items by star performers long since famous, who on that night excelled all past achievements, entering into the spirit of the hour, and giving of their very best. To give adequate praise to all those so richly deserving is a task that we realize our inability to accomplish.


  The special occasion was marked by the appearance of Miss Marthy Veenhuizen, the Dutch lady who has contributed so much to the success of the Operatic Society. The splendid range and timbre of her voice were given full demonstration in her two songs, Chanson Espagnol and Samson and Delilah. The Ragtime Septet, composed of Miss C. Pik and Messrs Ashton, Barron, Bennett, Ortner, McKechnie and Ripley, made a tremendous hit, completely taking the house by storm, and was accorded a splendid ovation. Miss Bergsma gave a selection from her English repertoire and as an encore sang ‘Poor Wandering One’, from Sullivan’s ‘Pirates of Penzance’, the excellent purity of her voice giving additional charm to music that is already immortal.


  Messrs Coggin, Keary and Morgan have made a great name for themselves on our Variety stage, and the popularity of the Banjo Trio increases at every appearance. Gilbert was to be heard at his best, singing the Pagliacci prologue with beautiful expression, and ‘Molly’ Morgan figured with Benwell in a clever little duet, entitled ‘The Palmist’. The programme would have been incomplete without the inclusion of Barnard, whose wit never palls and whose personality alone never fails to hold his audience spellbound. In humourous vein also were the topical songs of Wyatt, whose skill as a step-dancer was demonstrated in an exhibition of ‘big-boot’ dancing, while Hicks, in his inimitable style, gave us some sidelights on the life and character of Shakespere that had hitherto escaped the notice of that wonderful man’s biographers,


  A most enjoyable item was the selection from ‘The Quaker Girl’, in which Miss L. Janssen and Gibson, supported by a chorus, chosen from some of the leading members of the Operatic Society, gave a higly creditable rendering of a few of the best-known numbers.


  Popular favour, however awarded the palm to “Bert and ‘Erb’“, those Bairnsfatherly celebrities, who, in a trenchland scene of muddy France, reduced everybody from the speechless to the tearful stage of laughter, no light accomplishment in these days. Strongly supported by a crowd of fellow-warriors, they gave the Camp such entertainment that will remain unforgotten for many years to come, perhaps even after we all follow the Band to the railway station.


  A sketch, entitled ‘Picking Up’ concluded this memorable evening. The plot dealt with the domestic shortcomings of the average loving husband, and in this character Lieutenant Stopford gave a very humourous and capable representation, while Mrs Bomfield acted with a natural charm the part of the patient wife. Sub-Lieutenant Mitford as the porter was exceedingly life-like, and made the most of every opportunity afforded him in this role.


  On behalf of the Brigade we beg to thank Mr. J. Sainsbury of London for his generosity in sending, per Mr. Buisman, the British Vice-Consul at Leeuwarden, a donation which defrayed the incidental expenses of the production such as the hiring of costumes, the construction of stage properties and scenery etc.


  There is a tendency on the part of many to look upon the accompaniment of the Orchestra on these various occasions as a matter of course. In consequence of this feeling, they are apt to be overlooked when the meed of praise is apportioned. Lest they should feel that the neglect is in any way intentional, we hasten to assure them that everybody, both on and off the stage, realizes how much the success of our entertainments is due to their efforts. Often working under difficulties, they have nevertheless nobly responded to the many calls upon them, and we have to thank them for the splendid assistance that they have rendered on innumerable occasions.


  D. A. E.

  


  R.N.B. Associate Football Club.

  


  The decision of the Committee last month to adopt Divisional Football has now had a fair trial, and the result has justified that decision. No one can gainsay that it was a step in the right direction for the betterment of football throughout the Camp, in so far that more interesting games are witnessed and more men get a chance of playing, whereas under the old Company system, such was not possible. The league tables shew the keenness with which the matches are contested.


  League Tables up to December 22nd:—


  First League.


  
    
      
        	

        	P

        	W

        	L

        	D

        	For

        	Ag.

        	Pts
      


      
        	Kitcheners

        	6

        	4

        	0

        	2

        	7

        	0

        	10
      


      
        	London

        	6

        	3

        	2

        	1

        	15

        	7

        	7
      


      
        	Bristol

        	6

        	2

        	2

        	2

        	13

        	8

        	6
      


      
        	Active Service

        	6

        	3

        	3

        	0

        	11

        	14

        	6
      


      
        	R. F. R.

        	5

        	1

        	1

        	3

        	4

        	5

        	5
      


      
        	R. N. R.

        	5

        	2

        	3

        	0

        	8

        	15

        	4
      


      
        	Tyneside

        	6

        	0

        	4

        	2

        	9

        	17

        	2
      

    
  


  Second League.


  
    
      
        	

        	P

        	W

        	L

        	D

        	For

        	Ag.

        	Pts
      


      
        	R. N. R.

        	7

        	5

        	1

        	1

        	20

        	5

        	11
      


      
        	Kitcheners A.

        	4

        	4

        	0

        	0

        	13

        	1

        	8
      


      
        	London A.

        	5

        	4

        	1

        	0

        	17

        	4

        	8
      


      
        	Active Service

        	7

        	4

        	3

        	0

        	10

        	13

        	6*
      


      
        	London C.

        	5

        	3

        	2

        	0

        	9

        	13

        	6
      


      
        	R. F. R.

        	6

        	1

        	3

        	2

        	8

        	12

        	4
      


      
        	Tyneside

        	6

        	2

        	4

        	0

        	7

        	17

        	4
      


      
        	Kitcheners B.

        	4

        	1

        	3

        	0

        	5

        	12

        	2
      


      
        	Bristol

        	4

        	0

        	3

        	1

        	3

        	9

        	1
      


      
        	London B.

        	4

        	0

        	4

        	0

        	1

        	14

        	0
      

    
  


  * Two points deducted for playing a first eleven man.


  In regard to the Brigade side, there are three matches to record. Early Last month a visit was paid to Amsterdam to meet “Ajax”, a team who, although at present in the second division of the Dutch League, gave our side the hardest game yet encountered. It was a pointless game in the matter of goals, but full of points in the matter of play, and in the opinion of those from the Camp who played, or witnessed the match, “Ajax” will go far in the hands of their present trainer.


  At Maastricht we found ourselves immediately among friends, and despite the difficulty of conversing, were soon made to feel at home. The two days spent there were crammed with interest, particularly the drive to the frontier in the morning. A large crowd, fully alive to the finer points of the play, attended the match, which after a keenly contested game, resulted in a win for the Brigade by three goals to two.


  Journeying on to den Haag on Christmas Day to meet H. B. S. a strong, first class combination, we but went from one friend to another. Here again our reception left nothing to be desired. Everything was done by our Dutch friends, who knowing the spirit with which Christmas is kept up at home, did all in their power to see that we were not left entirely to our own resources. Our sincere thanks are due to those gentlemen who so kindly received and entertained us. The match, which was played on Boxing Day, under ideal conditions, was a fine exhibition of football, every man being on the top of his form. The result, three goals to two in our favour, was a splendid tribute to the condition and combination work of our team.


  W. S. W.

  


  R.N.B. Boxing Club.

  


  The formation of the boxing club supplied a long-felt want in the Camp, and the rapid and hearty response to the call for members has been most gratifying to the officials, who have lost no time in placing matters on a working basis. The gymnasium is at the disposal of members every evening and also on three afternoons a week, so that practise hours cannot clash with other arrangements.


  Nevertheless, after the first flush had died away, there was a marked falling off in the attendances, accountable perhaps to the inherent shyness of mankind in the presence of others more proficient. Instruction, however, cures many things, and this is always to be had. Boxing is one of our oldest and most popular sports, and a knowledge of the use of one’s hands is not to he despised, not only on account of its usefulness on occasion but also because of the splendid exercise and bodily fitness that this pastime enjoins.


  It is proposed to hold a competition in the recreation hall during the second week in February, which will be open to all members, and the following weights have been decided upon by the Committee:


  
    
      
        	Featherweight

        	9st.4
      


      
        	Welter


        	10st.7
      


      
        	Middle

        	11st.4
      


      
        	Heavyweight

        	Any weight.
      

    
  


  Prizes will be given, and it rests with everybody to see that the entries are strong and representative, thus making the enterprise the success that it deserves to be.


  BIFF.

  


  The Variety Company.

  


  There have been no visitors appearing at Timbertown theatre this month, nevertheless the recreation hall staff has found its time fully occupied in dealing with the Christmas productions of the various Societies, who have made this season a memorable one by their many excellent entertainments.


  On this occasion we should like to mention Petty Officer Mintram, whose indefatigable efforts in preparing the hall for the many rehearsals, in arranging and allotting the seating accommodation and in the innumerable little jobs, which passing unnoticed, are none the less necessary, are worthy Of the highest commendation.


  C. Barnard, who has been aptly described as the Alfred Butt of the Camp, presented another Variety performance on December 20th, 21st and 22nd. This particular form of programme makes an irresistible appeal to interned audiences, who, hypercritical as they are apt to become when discussions arise concerning the achievements of others, never fail to encourage and reward their entertainers in a most generous and hearty manner, when the moment arrives.


  As to the ‘turns’ themselves:—the Orchestra gave its usual well-rendered selection, which was followed by a song, the soloist being Ward. A few old favourites, notably the Banjo Trio, Wilde and of course Barnard himself, were re-engaged and added new lustre to their already shining reputations, while an excellent reception was given to the exhibitions of sword-swinging by Shine, Ju-jitsu by P.O. Shute and Little and horizontal bar work by Messrs. Danvers, Reid, Howe and Langstaff; all of which being splendidly executed. Peckham and Cranston appeared in humourous numbers, their topical allusions scoring some mirth-provoking hits, and A. J. Wright of ‘Dramatic’ fame gave some first-rate impersonations of famous characters in the works of Charles Dickens.


  Two most entertaining little sketches figured on the programme. The first of these, ‘The Ace of Hearts’, was of a highly dramatic nature and marked by its rapid development to the tragic ending, when two of the three characters lay dead upon the floor. Norburn, Beasley and Tolmie are to be congratulated upon the capable manner in which they bandied their difficult parts, and we are looking forward to seeing them again on the ‘Variety’ boards. ‘The Forgery’, billed as a farcical sketch, was really exceedingly humourous, the dry wit and quaint poses of H. C. Smith as the manservant, strongly backed up by Ortner, evoking roars of laughter, whilst in the minor parts, Morton, Beavon and A. E. Smith — a very ‘sweet young thing’ bore themselves most creditably.


  This item being the last of the evening, we retired to our dining-cum-living cum-bedroom (in the company of about four hundred other Weary Willies) . . . . there to ponder, whilst putting our No. 3’s in press for the night, on the wealth of talent in the Camp which needs but opportunity to manifest itself.


  D. A. E.

  


  Meditations about Laughing.

  


  Everybody is welcome who knows how to make other people laugh; who knows how to set the laughing-muscles in motion, especially of people whom Dame Nature seems to have forgotten in this respect. The mouth gets an undignified widening, breath is thrown out in short and audible puffs, the features take a laughing expression, the tear glands moisten the eyes, the whole body is convulsed inside and outside. It may be a jolly laugh — a polite laugh — a sneering laugh — a frigid laugh — a half laugh, or rather a laugh on one side of the face — a foolish laugh — an ironic laugh.


  A real good joke will make a crowd of serious-minded people laugh — it is contagious and irresistible; strength seems to leave the body, bad temper as well, and they all become as mellow as an orange. Laughing is healthy and necessary for our well-being. What about the dreary, sunless days of autumn and winter, if we did not know how to enjoy ourselves at Santa-Claus-day and Christmas and make the best of everything unpleasant?


  A stage-manager whose theatre was in need of repair and who knew human nature, put in the paper: “The cracks in the walls and ceiling of this theatre are not due to age or neglect, but are the results of the mighty roars and peals of laughter of the audiences at my performances.” Some people are quite incapable of laughter, the laughing muscles don’t seem to exist, but sometimes they may dawn on the face, and, like Scrooge’s laugh be a most splendid one for a person out of practice for so many years. Dr. Johnson was of a melancholy temperament, and yet he could sometimes laugh heartily; but, as one of his friends wrote about him: “He laughs like a rhinoceros” I did not know a rhinoceros was capable of such a thing.


  In church, laughter is quite out of place and even children would not think of it. Some years ago I went pretty often to the French church, and always noticed two sisters who came, as I understood, for the purpose of keeping up their French. Then, all at once, they did not attend church any longer — and the reason? Well, I learned that the French clergyman had called upon their mother to know the reason of her daughters’ laughing at him in such a sacred place. “My dear sir” the mother had replied. “It is not their fault, it is Nature’s for having given them such grinning faces.”


  To found laughter-clubs or smile-clubs on the principle that a laugh or a smile at the right moment in times of donbt or difficulties will make life endurable, is really a very noble idea and could be worked out. We promise never to laugh at other people’s defects again — we’ll just smile. Our rule might be — smile when you lose your money and laugh instead of cursing your bad luck. Whiffling sounds, sniffing and tittering and wearing everlasting grins are not allowed and must be fined heavily. Ha, ha, ha, is considered the best sound in laughing. Hi, hi, hi, is either the laugh of a high soprano or of a person not to be trusted. Hu, hu, hu, is the lunatic laugh or there may also be something the matter with your larynx. And then, there is such a thing as the silent laugh. Philosophers could give a beautiful explanation of this, the finest laugh in the world, but as I am not a philosopher, I will stop at this most important point: The silent laugh.


  C. P. B.

  


  The Follies.

  


  There has been little mention in these pages of late as to the doings of the ‘Follies’, that accomplished and highly artistic band of entertainers, who, under the leadership of Guv’nor Penley, have established for themselves such a wonderful reputation throughout the length and breadth of Holland. They have visited practically every town of any importance in the country, the proceeds from their performances on all occasions being devoted to most deserving charities. No matter whether these have been of Dutch, Belgian or any other nationality, a rich harvest has always been gathered and used to further the work of alleviating the misery of our more unfortunate fellow-creatures.


  The profits accruing from their latest tour, however, have been devoted, by special permission, to the British Red Cross Society, and although the exact figures must be withheld till next month, yet we are in a position to state that the sum of money raised by them in the name of this cause so near to the hearts’ of us all, amounts to many thousands of pounds.


  Although they had but recently returned to the Camp, the Follies were the first on the list of Christmas entertainments, and submitted on December 1st, 2nd and 4th, a programme which was undoubtedly one of the best that they have yet given. So many eulogies have been written in the Dutch press in praise of the troupe that it seems unnecessary for us to say more than a passing word.


  The concerted items and topical patter were cleverly conceived and carried out with that thoroughness and finish which ever marks Penley’s undertakings, while the new songs, some of them taken from Revues still running in London, were very well received. It was entrusted to P. R. Morgan to fill the vacancy caused by the capture of Dan Godfrey, who fell into German hands whilst crossing to England, and he proved himself a worthy successor, making an especially favourable impression in his duet with Benwell.


  A distinct innovation in Folly ‘turns’ was the episode from Oliver Twist, a thrilling, if rather gruesome scene in which Penley showed himself above all things an actor, his impersonation of the ferocious Sykes being a source of delight to all lovers of the works of Charles Dickens.


  D. A. E.

  


  R.N.B. Athletic Club.

  


  That the above Club is gaining in popularity, was fully evidenced in the Seven and a Half Miles Cross-Country Race, held on Decr. 2nd when seventy-eight men toed the line. That the rallying cry of the Collingwoods, who heard a buzz that the Benbows were making a supreme effort to lower their colours, may have been responsible for the turn-out, is quite possible, but despite that impetus there is no doubt that the Harriers are doing good work, both from an entertaining point and as an organization who are helping to keep us fit and healthy.


  One of the most striking and pleasant features attached to these races, is the attendance of our veterans, in the running field, who set an example that might well be copied by some of our Heerestraat pedestrians. To Roycroft, Southy, Tabbo, Hoppy Ridding, A. Davis and all those who were upholding sport in the nineteenth century, we take off our caps. As equally a pleasant experience to the members, was the appearance of Lieutenants Meakins and Adams, who shewed their enthusiasm for sport by journeying from The Hague to participate in the above race, incidentally creating somewhat of a sensation by the good show they put up; the former finishing fifth and the latter eleventh.


  Considering that less than two minutes elapsed between the arrival of the first six men, it is hardly necessary to state that a splendid race ensued. Short and Burke were distinctly ‘dark horses’, and with a little coaching the last named ought to develop into one of our speediest members. We were somewhat surprised to learn that he had not obtained one of the handicap prizes. The following are the positions of the first twelve,


  1. P. Short.

  2. P. Goodyer.

  3. J. Sharman.

  4. B. White.

  5 Lt. Adams.

  6. F. Burke.

  7. W. Wood.

  8. B. Richards.

  9. S. Milgate.

  10. S. Cook.

  11. Lt. Meakins.

  12. J. Holland.


  Battalion Points: Collingwood 822. Hawke 252. Benbow 215.


  Handicap Prizes: 1st. Burkin; 2nd. J. Kelly; 3rd. Beavers.


  The Ten Miles Road Race, held on January 3rd, was also responsible for some hard running, Lieutenants Adams and Meakins once again coming up to compete. At the request of Lt. Crossley-Meats, thirty-two moved off in the direction of Haren and Paterswolde, Stevens and White demonstrating their disinclination to be matey, by at once going to the front and setting up a horrid pace. Because paper is of an inflammable nature, we are unable to publish many of the details furnished by the ‘triers’, but from what we could gather it was a race that will live long in their memory. Among those who are to be commended for their good showing are C. Ortner and Capt. Prichard, both of whom occasioned a pleasant surprise by being so well up. The first twelve finished as follows, Stevens and White making a dead heat of it for first place.


  1. D. A. Stevens. 1-4-18.

  2. B. White, 1-4-18.

  3. Lt. Adams. 1-5-15.

  4. Lt. Meakins. 1-7-9.

  5. W. Wood. 1-9-1.

  6. C. Ortner. 1-10-3.

  7. Capt. Prichard. 1-12-23.

  8. S. Milgate. 1-13-7.

  9. J. Holland. 1-13-55.

  10. C. Simpson. 1-14-50.

  11. J. Kelly. 1-15-5.

  12. H. Stainrod. 1-16-11.


  Battalion Points: Collingwood 124. Benbow 112, Hawke 96.


  Handicap Prizes: 1st C. Ortner; 2nd. S. Gardener; 3rd. F. Newman.


  It is with regret that we hear of the impending departure of the Rev. Cutts. Joining up with the Club as soon as he had settled down in Timbertown, his participation in the majority of the road runs, and in all the races was helpful in many ways, and in wishing him ‘the very best’ in his new sphere of labour we do so with sincere and affectionate regard.


  T. J.

  


  D’you remember.

  


  Numerous as are the little incidents that happen around Christmas and the New Year, there is apparently nothing of an outstanding nature to rivet the attention, and live to remind us of the coming and going of time. And yet, individually, there’s no doubt that we shall all look back, in the years to come, and fix on some incident, insignificant though it may seem to us now, and turn back the pages of our life and dwell in thoughts of Timbertown.


  “I’m going to blot this spasm right out of my memory when I get away from it,” you often hear someone say, “wash it clean out as though it were all a bad dream,” and at the time he thinks he means it, believes that the memory of our life here will jar and disgust his thoughts of the future. That he is wrong, or perhaps not so much wrong as suffering under a delusion, I shall attempt to prove in the following mythical conversation, for, dull and monotonous as is our existence here, it is not such a blank and hollow life that we shall ever forget it. Years may pass, and Timbertown, during that time may occupy a dormant section of our memory, until — in my mind’s eye I picture a meeting between two of us as far ahead as for instance, 1930. Then ‘D’you remember’ will form the kernel of the reminiscent conversation.


  “Well I’m dashed, Nobby, who in the name of old aunt Sally would have thought of seeing you. Where’ve you been? What’re you doing? Where — here,” catching hold of his arm, “let’s go and have one.”


  “Remember Timbertown?” is the first conversational query.


  “Remember it! I should hope I do. Why I was only thinking about it last night. Know what reminded me?”


  “A little lady with a limp?”


  “No, not exactly, but — say Johnny,” he went on in a reminiscent vein, “hasn’t the time flown. Over ten years ago, and it seems as though it was only yesterday. Wonder where all the boys are. Remember old Tubby in the Post Office?


  “Who, Scotty Gibb?“


  “No, that tubby chap. Used to drawl a lot when he spoke. Ex-policeman, I believe”


  “Used to dish out the letters?”


  “Yes, that’s the chap. Saw him on point duty in Charing Cross Road the other day, while I was on top of a bus. You should have seen him look when I sung out ‘Who gets it all?’ His mouth didn’t exactly open, it sort of dropped in two, and the last thing I saw of him, he was leaning up against the radiator of a taxi with his helmet off and wiping his forehead with a large red handkerchief.”


  “Funny crowd, weren’t they?” Johnny remarked, after his smile had subsided, “though as fine a bunch of chaps as you’d meet anywhere. Rough and ready, yes, but as sensitive as a hairspring. Remember how the Volunteers, especially the London ones, used to catch the acid? No reason apparently, except that a few, a very few, I’m glad to say, thought that they might make an impression by adopting a supercilious attitude. The feeling lasted quite a long time, too, but it gradually wore down and by the time that the different sporting organizations had got under way, we were as closely and brotherly a lot as one could wish to meet. Still, it did some of the young Volunteers quite a lot of good. They learnt things. Learnt to rely on themselves and develop a sense of responsibility that it would have taken years of their home or office life to acquire.”


  “Yes, that’s quite true,” Nobby replied in a thoughtful voice. “But it was pretty rough on some of the youngest of them, those that had never had to dig for themselves. They learnt things, that’s true,” he continued in his dry, matter of fact way, “but — ’the ‘eat or starve’, and the ‘join in or get ignored’ method of education is usually pretty hard on mother’s darling — harder than we old derelicts realize.”


  “True, O Solomon! but roughing it never did anyone any harm, and when they sort of got acclimatised to the general atmosphere, and found out that when thrown on their own resources they weren’t any better, or as good as those they’d lifted their eyebrows at, it taught them one of the finest lessons any man or boy can learn.”


  “Quite right, quite right, old man,” Nobby agreed, “but under those conditions a lot depends upon how those teachings appeal to you. Thought is sometimes akin to impulse, and some impulses when fostered into habits are dangerous. Temperaments — ”


  “What about another drink,” Johnny interrupted hurriedly - “You know, Nobby, whenever I think about Timbertown, I always get thirsty. Think it must be the memory of having had to go without a drink for two days sometimes. Didn’t go much on it when I did get it, but when you’ve been thinking about it for forty-eight hours, you don’t need much convincing to appreciate anything with froth on it.”


  “Speaking about beer,” Nobby added after a pause. “I wonder if old Prins is still wobbling around. Decent old stick wasn’t he? Remember the crowd that used to go straight to his café during the winter evenings, and sit round the stove and drink punch. Jolly good stuff it was too. Poor old Fielder who got collared while going home on sick leave, Fitter, Elliot, Banyard, Lowe, Tigar, Reid, Johnson, Glassborow, Buster Brown — decent crowd weren’t they? Taking his hat off, Johnny drank a toast to his thoughts — ’The very best’, he concluded reverently.


  Steeped in thoughts of the past, they both remained silent for a while. With a pensive sigh, Nobby gave rein to his meditations.


  “D’you remember old Patsy?” he said, with a faraway look in his eyes, “Patsy of the ‘if yen don’t speculate you can’t accumulate’ fame. Quite a character, wasn’t he? Remember his race with Carew round the Kazerne? Carew reckoned he could get round four times to Patsy’s three, and Patsy smiled, especially when he walked to the canteen afterwards. ‘Heads a guilder’, Up she comes comes again and the coIour’s red’, ‘Come along me lucky lads’ — I can see him now as plain as a pikestaff, forming a ring, or sitting at an impromptu table and sending inviting glances round the curious crowd. Funny how those little things stick in one’s mind, isn’t it?


  “Yes and d’you remember how we used to moan about how uninteresting the life was, how hollow and empty of incidents and events each succeeding day seemed to be? Tell you what the trouble was,” Johnny said in a vibrating voice, bending forward, “it was we who were the blanks.” Nobby leant back and surveyed his friend critically.


  “Don’t agree with you,” he said a last, “you havn’t reckoned in human nature in your calculations,” bending forward as Johnny receded, “you know, the sort of inclination to work when you don’t have to, which, I may say, very few possess, especially when they don’t get paid for it.”


  “Suppose you’re right,” Johnny reflected, “still, it’s a question we could argue about all night and then not convince each other, d’you remember — say Nobby,” he broke off abruptly,” how many times have we used those two words this evening? Nobby scratched his head and smiled.


  “Don’t know, and don’t care. It’s good to go back over the old times and recall these little things. Go ahead with them, you won’t bore me, and I shan’t fail to supply my whack.”


  There’s hundrede of things we havn’t had time to mention. Just think of those first days in the Kazerne. Talk about a squash, four men to about nine square feet of floor space.”


  (To be continued.)


  T. J.

  


  Business.
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Editorial.


The brightness of our lot did not by any means blind us last month. Many and varied reasons can be proffered as the cause thereof, chief among them being the rumoured resignation of Kapitein J. F. W. In de Betoü. One usually looks at a loss from a selfish point of view, and we therefore find it impossible to restrain the overwhelming wave of anxiety with which we contemplate the likelihood. That we do not want him to go — and we include every member of the Brigade in this statement — is as far from our wish as is the triumph of our enemies. We trust that the rumour will not materialize, and that he will remain in office to carry on the good work of regulating our life here.


Winter, with its cold, biting wind and frozen earth, still refuses to leave us. The fact, which under any circumstances would need no other evidence, is intensified by the lack of coal coke and fuel of any description that at present prevails throughout Holland. A meagre supply is obtainable for the main huts, the galley and the boiler house, but beyond that no more can be spared. Substitutes in the form of inflammable matter have all been used up, and although we view the future with shivering unconcern, trusting that something will turn up to adjust the difficulties, the real, live necessity of coping with the situation as quickly as possible, cannot but seriously disturb the authorities. Compressed paper, soaked in salted water, and coal dust converted into balls by the aid of any sticky substance such as rice water or a thin solution of paste, and then left outside to freeze, have been tried with varying success, but with the bitter cold weather that is with us at present, a plentiful and constant supply of the real article would still find us edging as close as possible to the stoves. As a result of the search for fuel, our cinder paths are receiving quite a lot of attention from the members of the different societies, their groping, peering figures, armed with tins and buckets being very busy n this line


With the closing of the Camp Club in the town, our one and only haven of refuge for the tired and hungry leave-man has disappeared That it will rise again in the Camp, as intended is a matter of speculation at the moment the alarming scarcity, and increase in cost, of food and fuel and lighting having created an obstacle that makes the most optimistic and speculative among the projectors hesitate and ponder. That it would be appreciated by many, we have every reason to believe, but to meet the expenses that would necessarily arise, the support would have to be of a very liberal character. Such was by no means in evidence during its days at the Concerthuis, and the promoters must not be criticised if they refuse to reshoulder a risk and responsibility that received such scant attention from those it was intended to benefit. For all that, however, we hope to see the plan carried out, and feel confident that under the new conditions the support would prove all that was necessary towards making it a success.


It is with great regret that we have to chronicle the death of Percy Elliott Hedger, A.B. Benbow Battalion, at the Ziekenhuis on February 21st. A popular figure in all the branches of our life here, his sudden departure from our midst will be mourned throughout the Camp. No greater testimony to the respect and affection with which he was held could have been given than the large number of sorrowing comrades who followed him to his last resting place. To his bereaved relatives we tender the sympathy of the whole Camp.


Our period of quarantine has come and gone, and so quickly do events and incidents evaporate in the Camp, that at the moment many have nearly forgotten that such a thing occurred. At the time, however, the abruptness with which it interrupted our regulated mode of living from day to day, created quite a panic among those who have been designated ‘the few’. The whole cause of the scare, and dislocation of our social life (sic), a case of Spotted fever, was soon hurried away to the local Hospital, from whence conflicting reports re the condition of the patient were soon on the move. We are glad to say, however, that from the little that we can gather, it appears that his condition gives rise to no particular anxiety.


The much discussed ‘general leave’ is still hanging in the wind, and although we are not in any way pessimistic re the ultimate result of the rumour, it might not be out of place to remind the long-faced, and thoughtless members of this delightful community, that our Admiralty is at present engaged on a job that requires all its attention. That our hopes will be realized — in time, we have no doubt but many more important matters are on the board, and we must curb our impatience and ‘wait till the clouds roll by’.


We are glad to be able to include in this Number an article by one of our late colleagues, J. W. Harries. Besides helping us out, in regard to filling up, his efforts as our sales representative at the Arts and Crafts exhibition of work at Amsterdam, have decidedly improved the temper of our financial expert.


At the moment of going to press, we learn that the resignation of Kapitein In de Betoü has been accepted by Her Majesty, Queen Wilhelmina. We bow to the inevitable.






Spotted Fever.




“Why for you no come out!”


The above wonderful composition, framed in the shrill, strained voice of one of our young men’s female admirers, came floating from the Sterrebosch on Feby 11th, awakening us to the full realization that we were quarantined. At noon the previous day we had been startled by our chieftains notifying us that ‘all reave was stopped’, and forks were suspended, while the reason thereof was feverishly discussed. Not a few jumped to the conclusion that the ‘move’ buzz had materialized and that something big and portentious was about to happen, while others put it down to the unsafe condition of the ice on the canals.


Curiosity was finally allayed by the news that a case of Spotted Fever had been discovered in the Camp, and many heart-rending scenes followed close on the heels of the locking of all gates. The uncommon sight of two of our bed and breakfast denizens, promenading the main path in varying stages of desolation and annoyance, every now and again disappearing through the door of the Administration hut as yet another feasible reason presented itself for wangling out, was particularly painful. One seemed to grasp, as it were the awful depth of shame and degradation with which the members of our Wangling Society realized that their powers of emigration were ‘up against it’.


[image: iss24_SpottedFever]What the exact symptoms of Spotted Fever are, or how many, if any, are required to form a quorum, I am as ignorant of as I am of the number of heart beats to denote the presence of that fever called ‘Luv’. Both I am told effect the spine and brain, but whereas the latter does it nicely, the other is apparently very rude about it. Of the Spotted variety only one case has come to try us, but of the other, ‘Why for you no come out’, and the shaded lanes, while the shades of night etc., furnish all the evidence that is needed to prove its germs hold no terrors for the bold eyed mariners amongst us.


However, to get back to the Spotted specie which in this case was responsible for six days quarantine, it is only fair to the object of our abuse, to say that after the first frantic howl of dismay had subsided into a tone of patient resignation, reason asserted itself and suggested, that after all, many virtues might arise out of a few days compulsory confinement. Finance, correspondence, unmated button holes, heel and toeless socks, all, except the first named, cried out for some attention, and in the joy of ‘catching-up’, and the cleansing of one’s conscience, the jaunty, ‘jam-on-it’ attitude adopted by those strutting about in the Sterrebosch, who were out at the time the order to lock the gates was given, and therefore had to stay out, caused very little envy.


Quite a raid was made on post-cards and three cent stamps, while verbal excuses and explanations were being sent all day through the barbed wire the recipients bravely answering in the Anglo-Dutch phraseology, which is so easy to understand when you know what they want to say and when they’re going to say it. Never was the much abused route march so popular, although the well-intentioned and flowery remarks of the P.O.’s when you innocently joined up with the wrong platoon might have been less instructive and more personal, a suggestion that on second thoughts I hardly think possible. Not being one of the Press Bureau heroes who participated in this mild form of exercise, I am unable to give a detailed account of the reception the troops received as they traversed the regulated distance, but I hear on good authority that curiosity was reawakened to a marked degree. The picture of the careful lady, who after seeing no means of escape, used her handkerchief as a sort of mask, caused quite a lot of amusement, but beyond that, very little shyness was noticeable among those who never seem to let zeal or pressure of work prevent them from watching the march past or listening to the strains of our first class Brass Band.


In regard to the first week’s diary of the young man who is responsible for this clear and edifying treatise on Spotted Fever, nothing definite is known. Rumour had it that he passed peacefully away on Saturday night, but that such was a wicked story was proved when the self-same gentleman reported on Sunday to the effect that he had spent the afternoon playing dominoes and smoking an evil looking clay pipe. Tuesday’s report held out slight hope of him lasting the night through, while Wednesday’s contained the comforting message that he had won the two mile steeple chase inside the grounds of the Ziekenhuis. Thursday’s we refused to listen to and promptly forgot all about him. His condition, however, must not be treated too lightly, and although the accounts that reach us through diver channels may be so contradictory as to appeal to our vein of humour, it must not be forgotten that in the medical world the complaint is looked upon as one of the most dangerous of its kind. We trust that we shall soon see him among us in the near future.


T. J.






WITHIN HIS KEEPING.




God in his keeping has each true, brave soul.

That went straight forward, seeing but one goal

Duty — to King and Country in their need.

Nor sought renown through any valorous deed.

But paid with smile and jest the great War Toll.


God in his keeping has the hearts of we

Who wait at home, our thoughts across the sea.

He keeps the souls of those who bravely fought

And with their life’s blood the worlds freedom bought.

Remember this — let it your comfort be.

God in his keeping has both you and he.


D. M. M.






Arts and Crafts.




At this period of Internment, enterprise in any shape or form is especially noteworthy, and with the reorganization of this sterling department into a highly efficient mutual concern, Lt Bromfield appears determined to thrust it forward into the light of fame and added prosperity.


The result of the initial display in the Camp Club spurred the organizers on to greater endeavours, and we now have pleasure in reporting an Exhibition on a much grander scale, and certainly farther afield, which was held at Amsterdam in the beginning of the month. Though hurried, the preliminary arrangements in Amsterdam were admirably carried out by a Committee of four, viz. — W. C. Th. v. d. Schalk, Esq., F. D. Bylefeld, Esq., C. Graham, Esq., (British Consul, Amsterdam) and Sub. Lt. M. A. M. Dillon, and the room obtained was the very acme of cosiness and utility.


The work was only on view during two afternoons, but the patronage was so generous, and the enquiries afterwards so numerous, that a further Exhibition might be run in the near future with equally successful results. Great praise was expressed on all sides at the remarkable quality and finish of the goods displayed, whilst the seascapes by Buch and Jones were apparently a revelation. Our (Press Bureau) own modest display, also received a lot of attention, one of the many complimentary comments on our Bound Volume being; “. . . quite the best British propaganda in Holland.”


To stimulate the zeal for purchasing, dainty teas were served under the capable management of Mrs. F. D. Byleveld who very generously bore the entire expenses of this important feature of the show, together with the splendid decoration of the room. The following ladies lent invaluable assistance — Mrs. K. Koolhoven, Mdlle. Borremans and the Misses. Lintner, Heeren and Moliere, both at the Tea and Sale tables, and they undoubtedly at times saved the hardworking Venables and Little from a nervous breakdown.


We were very glad to notice a goodly sprinkling of Interned British Officers among the visitors, and highly value the concrete interest they showed in the Camp work.


To the Committee and the ladies above mentioned, the success of the venture is greatly due, and we are happy to be able to make public the high appreciation of their efforts, by the men concerned.


J. W. H.






The Passing of Time.




Carelessly I looked over his shoulder as he wrote the following:


“This is my first letter to you since we came here two and a half years age, and when you have finished it you will probably complain I have not told you anything about how we live or what we do. In extenuation, let me say this letter is quite good for a start, remembering that my people, whom I’ve written to regularly, are still asking such questions as. ‘What do you do all day?’ or ‘How does the time pass?’ even now having little idea of how we jog along.”


My conscience pricking me, I turned away quickly, but the obvious truth of his remarks kept recurring, and also a wish to try and bridge the difficulties. Existence here is still somewhat of a facer for the home people, and few truly understand what it is like or why the time does not hang. Of course we all get our bad times and are absolutely ‘fed up’, but considering the conditions it can hardly be called a bad sign, but more a wish for something better. Beyond this, it is remarkable how time passes on winged feet. Constantly amongst ourselves the remark arises, “You’ve been away a month! Seems like a week to us.”


There is naturally an explanation for this, but it is difficult to go into the matter in a short space. The mystery may, however, be touched on lightly.


Sport has always been our salvation as a time killer, and as an occupation. Interest has been stimulated throughout the time we have been here in sport in all its branches. Too many thanks cannot be given to this healthy and clean form of amusement. A glance at the records of past events in the old Magazines, and the condition of the sports notice-boards at any time is sufficient to show what a great deal we owe to it.


“Pottering” comes next on the list. It is a form of amusement that makes you feel very busy all day, and yet look back in surprise before you ‘turn in’ to realise you have done nothing. You have spent your time looking for men whose object in life is apparently to avoid you. You have been going to ‘dhobey’, but put it off until to-morrow. You have played cards a little and yarned a few hours away. You have tried to read, no easy matter, or contemplated writing some letters, but before the execution of the thought takes place it is time to ‘turn in’ again. Of course this does not complete the list of how a day can be pottered away, but it is how many are. The process is not disagreeable, and so used have you become to the fashion of passing time that you do not realise how it has gone.


The peculiar question of the date now arises. It is always an uncertain point amongst us, and opinions often vary to an alarming extent. This is because we procrastinate so much that we lose count of small items like dates. The days in the week are all so much alike, that the lack of any definite object or occupation with which to ear-mark a day or date, is the cause of much of this responsibility. You are largely a free agent and accordingly take such liberties with your time, that you drift along faster than you realise. It is sometimes hard to remember the day of the week, but presently such a state of proficiency may perhaps be reached, that we shall not notice the months and years, as they flit by.


B. C. G.






Dancing.




Following on in the wake of their previous successes, the Dance Club has conducted the weekly meetings in the town with no abatement of enthusiasm. Considering how quickly these dances have crept into popular favour, and how keen the members are, it is rather hard to understand why this form of amusement had not previously received the attention it so richly deserved.


The membership, nearly three hundred, speaks eloquently of how widely it has appealed to the inmates of the Camp, and the officials are to be warmly congratulated on the able manner in which they have organized and carried through the work. One is apt to lose sight of the preparatory working part of a meeting and the larger and jollier such a meeting is, the less time one has to think of the work and thought that was necessary to bring it about. Immeasurable tact and discretion have to be employed, while the obstacles that rise up and keep one’s mental and physical powers working at top speed, are innumerable. All hail! (please forgive me if that’s the wrong word) to those who have so ably catered for, this side of Camp recreation.


T. J.






Entertainments.




Owing to the absence of heat in the Recreation Hall during the past month, due to the general shortage of fuel, the activities of our different societies have been restricted to the edifying task of arming themselves with a bucket, and scrutinizing every nook and corner of the Camp for stray pieces of coke. Having also indulged ourselves for a time in that uplifting occupation, we extend them our sympathy while trusting that their peregrinations won’t lead them to the little mine that we discovered. It might infuse a little more excitement into the spirit of the chase, if we informed them that, to use a ‘Hide the thimble’ expression, they were very hot last Tuesday, and that if they should unearth the treasure trove, to keep to the rules and sit down (back) quietly and quickly.


Realizing that the time was hanging rather heavily during the quarantine period, an impromptu concert of the variety specie was arranged and carried through by C. Barnard, aided and abetted by many of the Camps popular artists. A most enjoyable two hours ensued, the sociable, ‘club’ sort of feeling that prevailed, together with the laudable efforts of those who so willingly graced the foot-lights, making it an event in our entertainment world that might quite suitably be criticised and commented upon by using the saying, ‘Thumbs up’.


Taking a general view of past events in this sphere, one cannot but recognize how necessary our chaplain, the Rev. W. J. Cumpsty has made himself. His presence at the piano, or in the conductor’s chair, always spells success for the show, and in voicing the appreciation of the whole Camp for the cordial manner in which he has interested himself in our life here, we do so in all gratitude and respect.


The Follies. Of late, it seems that we have only received flying visits from this troupe, the major portion of their work being conducted in the more congenial surroundings of the southern section of Holland. But we do catch a glimpse of them from time to time, and on those occasions a good evening’s entertainment can always be relied upon. We should like to say something about the splendid work they have done for charity during their tours, but full facts and figures are not to hand and the matter will have to stand over until next month.


The resignation of Fred Penley, the originator and producer of this widely known troupe, who is now producing and taking parts in the Hollandia Film Co., is a loss to our theatrical world that we are afraid it will be impossible to replace. W. Benwell has stepped into the breach and while wishing him every success, we must congratulate him upon the late show “The Follies” gave in the Camp. The majority of the items consisted of old Numbers, but they had lost nothing of their charm, and the setting and ‘finish’ were quite up to the previous high standard of artistic efficiency.


T. Ashton, late of The Operatic Society, made his initial appearance as a member and created an impression that gained him a well deserved ovation. Hicks, and Langdale, both in their single and double items were as smart and clever as ever, their really funny turns at once appealing to and holding the audience. Taken altogether, the performance was highly appreciated, the crowded houses on both nights testifying to the confidence with which the Camp in general look forward to their shows.


T. J.






WHEN!




When you’ve stayed in the Camp all the week before,

And you’re fed-up with life, and will be more,

When your leave is stopped, and you don’t know when

You’re likely to get ashore again,

And you sit and mope by the sickly heat

Of a couple of sticks and a block of peat.

When the spuds you cooked lacked fat and spoiled,

Or you’re on the list for Battalion boiled,

When the money you got the other day

Has taken wings and flown away.

If the guilder you lent to a friend in debt

Seems well away for six months yet,

And the letter you long for has never come,

Because for some reason the mails don’t run,

When the canteen’s closed and you’re fit to die

For a bar of choc or a cup of kie,

And you’ve got to make the best of the job

On a mug of water and a slice of cob,

When you’re fed-up with your oppo, and he with you,

And you feel energetic, with nothing to do

Or tired and fagged and sleeps comes soon,

You remember a-sudden you’re duty platoon,

When these things occur as they do every day,

I think with correctness one really might say,

You’ve learnt to value aright at last

The life you lived in “The long since past.”


J. R. P.






IN MEMORIAM.

PERCY ELLIOT HEDGER.




On Wednesday, the 21st of February, after a period of suffering borne with patient endurance, there passed quietly to his rest, Percy Elliott Hedger, R.N.V.R. (London.)


Though the news of his death scarcely came as a surprise, yet the tidings that he had received and answered his call to higher service did not fail to startle his many friends within the Camp, as the realisation of their loss was abruptly thrust upon them.


A member of the Benbow Battalion, his bright nature and sunny disposition gained him a wide circle of companionship, the slight but athletic figure of Percy Hedger will be remembered amongst those who were the first to lay the foundations of what is now the R.N.B. Athletic Club. Lovers of manly sports in our little community mourn the loss of a congenial spirit and colleague. But with all his bodily activity he did not possess great physical strength, and the trying and varying climate of this country, together with the hardships and discomforts of Camp life, proved at length too much for a constitution never really robust.


In November last he was sent to the Academisch Ziekenhuis in Groningen, and for some little time a slight improvement in his general condition was noticeable, but the Christmas Season had hardly passed before he suffered a relapse. The skill of the doctors and the unwearying devotion of his nurses failed to save a life we could ill afford to lose. When at last his case became hopeless he was amongst the first to realise that the end could only be a matter of time, and it was then that his patient bravery spoke so eloquently of the innate nobility of his character, and won for him the love and admiration of everyone privileged to come near his bed of sickness. At about five o’clock on Wednesday afternoon he fell gently asleep, comforted and cheered in his last moments by the presence of one of his truest friends, our good Chaplain the Rev. W. J. Cumpsty.


With full military honours he was laid to rest in the cemetery in the Heereweg on Saturday the 24th, the first part of the Burial Service being read before the Altar of our own little Church. The funeral was an ideal testimony to the affection and esteem our dead comrade had inspired.


Through files of sorrowing friends he was carried reverently to his resting-place, the long silent procession strikingly relieved by a profusion of many lovely flowers, and by the white vestments of the officiating Chaplains, the Revs W. J. Cumpsty and J. A. Bishop.


At the graveside the remaining portions of the Church’s inspiring Office for the dead were said, and after the solemn sounding of the Last Post he was left, in peaceful companionship of those others of his comrades who had gone before.


Beautiful floral tributes were sent by the Commodore; Officers and Chaplains; C.P.O.’s, P.O.’s, and N.C.O.’s (Benbow); the Brigade; London Division; Benbow Battalion; A Company, (Benbow); Comrades at Ziekenhuis; R.N.B.A.C.; Comrades at Amsterdam; A. J. H. Gibb; and fellow interned employees of Messrs Maple & Co. Ltd.


In the time of fuller freedom which we all hope lies before us, memory will not fail to cling to scenes and events connected with our lives here, and the thoughts of not a few of us will often centre upon the tree-shaded burial ground in the Heereweg, where now lies all that remains upon earth of Percy Elliott Hedger. Of him it will be good to remember that he bare all he could endure, and bare it always well, and that his days of exile being for ever passed, he can smile at troubles gone. May his brave soul rest in peace, and may light perpetual shine upon him.


F. W. H.





Bow not the head. Let no unworthy tear

Fall damp upon the earth where he lies low.

Raise no exalted tombstone t’wards the skies,

Nor mock the solemn hour with gaudy show.


He was too true a man, the wretched pomp,

Or glided vanities of life to crave,

Let no convention force one hollow sigh

Or stain the simple whiteness of his grave.


Let all forget, save those who loved him true,

Whose souls and his not e’en this change may part.

For their’s the right, the last respect to pay

The honest tribute of an aching heart.


J. R. P.






Who’ll make up a Four?




Wellington said, “Up guards and at ‘em.” Nero said “Give me fat men, and men that snore o’nights,” and it is recorded that Alexander the Great forgot to say, “What a Life.”


But these remarks are quite insignificant beside the remark made by Sammie when he said, “Who’ll make up a four?“


[image: iss24_WhollMakeFour]Now for goodness sake don’t make up a four. Believe me, you don’t know what you are letting yourself in for. The trouble is you don’t know where it is going to end. You see that man sitting over there? No! not the one with the classical features, he’s a dog fancier, the other with the bandages on, he’s a victim, and the joke is he wasn’t one of the four.


Perhaps I’d better explain how the trap is laid. Now try to presume that you have a slight knowledge of solo, and having a guilder or so to spare, you enter the hut at ten or eleven o’clock, anyhow, just before the route marchers have returned. Then you hear someone remark “Who’ll make a four?” You sniff the bait, room is made, you sit down, you’ve nibbled.


Each player dives into his pocket, extricates a few five-penny bits and odd cents; mind you, at this point there are no spectators. The first hand is dealt. You have moderately good cards, but only possessing a slight knowledge of the game, and considering you are playing with old hands, you pass.


Somebody goes solo, but only succeeds in getting two tricks, chiefly because nearly all the trumps are in your hand. This unfortunate gentleman pays out very reluctantly, at the same time saying, “Wait till next time, I’ll see someone off,” and numerous things about “sitting back.”


At this remark you catch his eye, which causes you a strange pricking of conscience. By this time, however, another hand has been dealt and a few spectators have sauntered up and are discussing, only discussing, mark you, on the game such remarks as “Don’t make us! If he’d a brought out trumps, he’d a got — why, ace king five times and the ace of spades.”


He didn’t have the ace of spades, Sammie had it, didn’t you Sam?” Sammie refuses to reply, being preoccupied sorting his cards.


Several hands are dealt and played, but none of the players get excited. Oh no! only the spectators. Arguments and side arguments are still carried on, the area around the table being densely packed. If anybody succeeds in winning a hand, up goes a yell, which judging from its volume suggests that peace has been declared, or perhaps the leave buzz has matured. Now cames the tragic part. Arguments have reached the stage at which everybody calls his neighbour anyhing but a gentleman. Words come to blows and three men are taken to the Bay, Brown, Chief Steward, looks on with a cynical grin and remarks, “We’ve got another bed, who’ll make up a fourth?”


F. J. B.






Rugby.




Bad weather in the nature of frost has to a great extent prevented activities in this department of sport during the month, and beyond one or two practice games only one match of any importance has been played. This is all the more to be regretted in view of the fact that tours to Lecuwarden and The Hague are looming so largely on the horizon. Not half the games for the Leeuwarden Challenge Cup have been played off owing to the hard state of the ground, and at the time of writing, the month of March figures on the calendar. In regard to the trip to The Hague which will take place on April 7th everything is now in order and it only remains for those who will be picked to play, to make the visit the success that all rugger enthusiasts are so anxious to bring about.


Collingwood met Hawke in the second round of the Inter-battalion competition, and notwithstanding the sticky nature of the ground an interesting game resulted. The Collingwood XV was practically at full strength, and with the inclusion of one or two old faces in the side, great things were expected. The game, however, from kick-off to ‘no-side’ was entirely a forward fight and Collingwood’s superiority in the scrum kept them in the Hawke twenty-five during the first half. A spirited rush by Johnson enabled Wroe to touch down, and later, Pell scored from a line out. The kick at goal in both cases being unsuccessful, the score stood at 6 pts. to nil in Collingwood’s favour at half-time. Towards the end of the second half, Hawke were pressing hard, and in a forward rush carried the ball over the line, Frankish touching down. Thus encouraged, they continued to press, but their efforts were unsuccessful, and Collingwood were in a way fortunate to struggle home with a margin of three points.


Taking a general view, there appeared no life in the game, and beyond one or two bright exceptions, the play was disappointing. Rawlins exhibition at fullback for the Hawkes was a pleasant surprise to spectators and players alike, and fully justified his inclusion in the side; while Hannan and Raybould did some useful work at half. Hammond was the one bright spot behind the Collingwood scrum, his kicking and tackling being delightful to watch.


Meanwhile we look forward to better things this month and a little more training would therefore not be amiss.


J. E. J.






R.N.B. Association
Football Club.




Taking advantage of the thaw last month, League matches were once again proceeded with, and many hard tussles took place. The ground, however, which has always had to undergo the rigour of two matches a day, is never good under the most ideal conditions, and under those that prevailed after the hard frost, good exhibitions of fast and open play suffered considerably. No blame can be attached either to the players or to the officials; the ground is bad, a quagmire of mud and slush, when it is not frozen hard, and in that fact, and that fact alone lies the whole trouble.


It is too late in the season to suggest remedies, and perhaps out of place to mention them, but, and I have every confidence in the truth of this statement, soccer has decreased, both in popularity and standard as the result of the bad state of the ground. It is not the fault of the players that the games attract so little attention. They do their best, but — their best on the present mud patch is not worth watching. It has been in the same filthy condition during the whole of the season, and one could quite reasonably enquire, what has been done to meet and overcome the problem. Ignoring what one might rightfully suggest, it is obvious that if we have to face another season, that something drastic in the way of a change must take place.


Soccer is and always has been the most popular form of recreation in the Camp, and its decline this season must not pass unnoticed. Efforts to obtain a field outside, should be rigorously pursued so that the players will be able to derive enjoyment from the games and at the same time accustom themselves to speed and open play (impossible on the present ground) which is so essential to first class football. Our reputation is high, our record a glorious tribute to Camp sport. Let those who have it in their keeping, guard it safely.


T. J.




League Tables up to March 3rd.


  First League.

  
    
      
        	
        	P
        	W
        	L
        	D
        	For
        	Ag.
        	Pts
      



      
        	London
        	10
        	6
        	2
        	2
        	28
        	13
        	14
      


      
        	Kitcheners
        	10
        	5
        	1
        	4
        	16
        	7
        	14
      


      
        	Fleet
        	9
        	4
        	1
        	4
        	14
        	7
        	12
      


      
        	Active
        	10
        	4
        	5
        	1
        	14
        	20
        	9
      


      
        	Bristol
        	9
        	3
        	4
        	2
        	18
        	14
        	8
      


      
        	R. N. R.
        	10	3
        	6
        	1
        	16
        	29
        	7
      


      
        	Tyneside
        	10
        	0
        	6
        	4
        	12
        	26
        	4
      


    
  



  Second League.


  
    
      
        	
        	P
        	W
        	L
        	D
        	For
        	Ag.
        	Pts
      



      
        	Kitcheners A.

        	9
        	7
        	0
        	2
        	24
        	6
        	16
      


      
        	London A.
        	8
        	6
        	1
        	1
        	23
        	5
        	13
      


      
        	R. N. R.
        	11
        	6	4
        	1
        	24
        	19
        	13
      


      
        	Active*
        	11
        	6
        	4
        	1
        	19
        	16
        	11
      


      
        	Fleet
        	11
        	4
        	4
        	3
        	17
        	16
        	9
      


      
        	Tyneside
        	11
        	4
        	6
        	1
        	20
        	28
        	7
      


      
        	London C.
        	8
        	3
        	4
        	1
        	12
        	21
        	5
      


      
        	London B.
        	8
        	2
        	5
        	1
        	19
        	19
        	5
      


      
        	Kitcheners B.
        	9
        	2
        	6
        	1
        	13
        	31
        	5
      


      
        	Bristol
        	8
        	0
        	6
        	2
        	8
        	25
        	2
      

    
  



* Two points deducted for playing a registered first team player.






ODE TO BURGOO




Burgoo!


Alas! how sweet the sound falls on my ear.

Now thou art gone, thou whom we held so dear

Although we didn’t know it.


We scorned you, cursed you, saw you with disdain

When you appeared

And now we wish we’d got you back again.


But no! — ‘tis feared

That you’ll come back no more,

... ... ... ... ... ... ... ... ...

And so we make our last farewelI to you

Adieu . . . . . Burgoo.


C. S.




D’you remember.

(Continued)




Johnny, who disliked being lectured, squirmed uneasily in his chair. Memories, of the hopeful flush that had taken possession of him when the news went round that a Money Order list was up, the shameless rush with which he traversed the distance and tried to hustle his way through the crowd, the heartfelt sigh of relief when he saw his name placarded, and the scurry back to join up with the happy, shuffling file, all flashed through his mind.


“Lord! Nobby,” he remarked at last, “it doesn’t seem ten years ago, does it? Remember the rotten old nibs they used to give us to sign the slips with, and then the Fagan-like manner with which we clutched the cash and squeezed our way out? Had lots of pals that day,” he added with a dry smile. Nobby who had been picturing another by-gone scene, nodded absently, his eyes twinkling at the picture he saw.


“What’s the joke?” Johnny enquired, “thinking of the pals you didn’t — ” He was interrupted by a strange, gurgling sound Iron Nobby.


“Remember when the duty platoon used to go across the road to pull down trees?” he managed to get out. The picture fo[image: iss24_Remember]the first section, just after the order to ‘heave’ had been given, caused a lull in the conversation.


“Phew! Nobby,” Jonny remarked, his face wreathed in smiles, “d’you remember the language?” Nobbys face clouded.


 “No,” he said determinedly, “I don’t. I’ve eleven kids to think of, and — er —  you know, old man, we’ve got to smother that old-time pride we had in a long unpunctuated flow of explosives. In fact,” he continued, “I’ve found that there are quite a lot of things I’ve had to try to forget since I’ve been married. That ‘last one at the Boschhuis’ is one of them. Mind,” he went on, after a slight pause, there are quite a lot of things that happened that did me good. Patience, resignation, economy, and all those virtues are not born in us, say what the moralists like, and if internment didn’t teach me anything else, it drilled them into me. You need them too, when you get married” Johnny, who had lately been crossed in love, and therefore tabooed all things in the marriage line, drifted back to the old topic.


“Remember how we all sort of shuddered when we learnt that that they were going to pitch the Camp on what used to be our football field? Didn’t like the prospect at all myself, but after we’d got settled, it was all for the best, wasn’t it? Wonderful how quickly the different clubs and societies sprang into being. Don’t know which was the first to get thoroughly organized, but soccer and rugger in the sport line soon evidenced themselves. Remember those seven a-side platoon matches we used to have on that piece of ground we rented at Helpman, and the scratch games of rugby that used to take place on what was, after we moved across the road, our recreation field? Not much science, but oh sin! didn’t they find our rusty joints.”


“Ah well!” Nobby remarked with a sigh, “they’re days that will never come again. Not that I want them to,” he continued hastily, “but they’re good to look back upon and ruminate over. Those spud peeling stunts in front of the Kazerne and the one-bladed pocket knives that were given out to do the job with. Not much doubt about whether I’d like to go all through it again, but — looking back upon it all, it is easily the most interesting and eventful chapter out of my life.”


(To be continued.)


T. J.






R.N.B. Athletic Club.




Since our last issue, the efforts of the above club to infuse sport into the hearts of the ‘ever tired’ have been unceasing. Even the inter-Battalion keenness, which is very changeable, and also very difficult to understand, suddenly wanes, and then bursts forth again stronger than ever. In these, the halcyon days of the club, old and apparently obsolete veterans turn out. There are rumours concerning several of these gentlemen; some saying that the country above Helpman bridge has great pastoral attractions.


To try and give members advice re training seems impossible, but good work is done by those who never train, but just lounge out on the day of the race, and who, when asked why they do it, cannot give a tangible excuse, merely remarking ‘never again’, until the next race, in which one in variably notes the same familiar faces.


During the quarantine, the Club again appeared on ‘top-line’, immediately arranging a three mile race around the field. Handicaps were given for age, and A. Davis finishing second secured the first prize. The first six to finish were:


1. D. Stevens.

2. A. Davis.

3. J. Burkin.

4. H. Roycroft.

5. K. B. Brown.

6. H. Bray.




Six Mile Road Race. This race was held on March 3rd, in ideal weather for running. In spite of this only the small muster of twenty eight toed the line to be started off by the Rev. W. J. Cumpsty. The only explanation we can find for such a small field, is that a notice was issued to the effect, ‘that no cracks were turning out’. Evidently the majority of those who did not run considered themselves cracks; but the humourous part is, that those who competed beat the times of our star performers.


Setting off from the Kazerne at a rattling pace, the field soon began to string out, C. Stevens and Burkin getting well away from the start. At Haren, Milgate took control and maintained the lead to the end, with Capt Prichard running strongly into second place. Collingwood again succeeded in gaining the premier battalion honours. Result:




1. Milgate 36.13

2. Capt Prichard 36.27

3. Burkin J. 37.10

4. Attfield 37.42

5. Newman 37.45

6. Mousley 38.9

7. Pinkett 39.9

8. Simpson 39.12

9. Gardiner 39.42

10. Stevens C. 39.59

11. Wright 40.27

12. Brown P. 40.40


Handicap prizes. Mousley and Pinkett tied for first place; third, Simpson.


Battalion points: Collingwood 137; Benbow 87; Hawke 62. This race brought the successful winter programme of the Club to its conclusion, and the officials are to be heartily congratulated on the manner in which all races have been carried out.


F. J. B.






Business.




As our moans from this important department of the Press Bureau have only been echoed by the majority of those who deigned to notice them, our financial expert has put his foot down, and notified us that, commencing from April 1st, the price of 1916 numbers must be advanced one penny (5 cents)


We beg leave to mingle our regrets with those who will ‘dip’, but at the same time must exonerate the above gentleman from any suggestion of imposing upon the generosity of our readers. The cost of publication has practically doubled since we first went to press, and retrenchment in all departments is imperative.


From April 1st therefore, the prices of the first twenty one numbers, as a set, will be 6/- or fl. 3.60. Bound in navy blue cloth and suitably designed in gold 9/6 or fl. 5.60. Single copies: 1915 fourpence or twenty cents; 1916, threepence or fifteen cents each. Annual subscription 2/6 or fl. 1.50. Remittances from the British Isles must be made by International Money Order, and made payable to the Press Bureau, Interneeringskamp, Groningen, Holland.


T. J.






A Tribute.




We’ve started boys, we’ve started the much-looked-for great Push-on.

We’ve got the men, we’ve got the guns, and now we’ll make ‘em run.

The enemy can’t ‘elp ‘isself, ‘e’s fighting mighty ‘ard,

And though disputin’ every inch, ‘e goes back yard by yard.

What is it then that makes ‘im shift and gives ‘im forty ‘ells?

I’ll tell you just what’s done the trick, it’s shells, unceasin’ shells.

When war broke aht and fun began, it leaked out in a way

We’d only got so many shells each gun to fire per day.

But them dark days are over now, the cause ain’t far to seek,

For our brave women filled the gap where they saw we was weak.

And when the call for shells was made to satisfy each gun

They came up in their thousands, boys, and answered it as one.

The way they’ve took their places where only men should stand,

A’ workin’ lathes and drills and things, I think it’s grand, it’s grand,

And though they’re losin’ every day their sweet’earts, ‘usbands, sons,

They’re workin’, workin’, workin’ ‘ard to feed the ‘ungry guns.

Some say a woman’s nature is a toughish job to lean

And what they think of most all things you really can’t discern,

But to see them noble women there, a’soiling of their ‘ands

And making such self sacrifice that this ‘ard work demands,

Just goes to prove that them there gals with all their funny ways,

Will stand beside yer to the end, through all yer darkest days.

So when you’re back in ‘Blighty’ and each bloke his story tells

Don’t forget a word of praise for them as made yer shells,

And ‘ow to thank ‘em for their part, words ain’t any good,

We’ll just respect ‘em one and all, as true men only should.






D. C.






A Day in Camp.

(Continued)




Making myself as comfortable as a wooden chair will permit, and thrusting my nearly frost-bitten member as close to the stove as possible, I favoured Mr. Egley with an enquiring, challenging look.


“Heard the latest buzz?” I remarked at last, after a five minutes bask in one of his glorified Gaby smiles. The unmistakable silence of expectancy took possession of the group. Ignoring their evident desire to hear all about it, I bent forward and examined my much knotted boot laces. A slight shuffle, followed by a cough, notified me that curiosity was getting the upper hand of their studied indifference.


“I’ll buy it,” a brave voice remarked, his whole attitude suggesting that he thought be deserved a medal for taking on the responsibility. Pausing a moment to give due weight to the news, I remarked in a casual tone:


“General leave has been granted.” Instantaneously every back straightened and every eye fixed me. “Fact”, I carried on in a superior voice, “can’t tell you where I got it from, though, because it was given me in strict confidence by one of the ‘heads’. Still, take it from me, everything’s O.K., and the first batch goes off —”


“Supposing as ‘ow you don’t want to go?” Lank cut in, much to the disgust of the curious minded.


“Then, firstly, they have you medically examined; secondly they take you half way; and thirdly — they drops you over board,” brother Egley remarked drily. A heated and general discussion arose as to who ought to be the first to go, and why. The penetrating and melodious voice of Ned rose above the hubbub.


“Well I reckon as them blokes wot is married should go first,” he kept favouring everybody, and nobody in particular, with.


“P’raps they don’t want to,” the insidious voice of Mr Egley replied, “some—” Further speech was cut short by the throaty voice bellowing something about “them as ‘as bairns,’ and ‘parents love’, to the evident amusement and surprise of his fellow stove worshippers.


“Wot about them as wants to get married, and ‘ave ‘ad to wait over two years to tie the knot?” the small voice of Jockey Champion enquired, during a lull occasioned by the taking in of breath by the husky orator, “Supposing you ‘ad just been a-going to get married when the war broke out, wouldn’t you —”


“‘Ere, stop yer teasing and keep to wot we was a-talking about. Ain’t no need to get personal or try to be funny,” A painful silence ensued, which was broken at last by a bearded individual.


“We married blokes,” he began, looking round for support from his harnessed brethren,” ‘as a responsibility ‘anging over our ‘eads all the time as ‘ow we’re away. There’s my daughter’s been a-courting for over a year and I ain’t see’d the bloke yet. Supposing ‘e ain’t no good. ‘O’s a-going to tell ‘er? ‘E pushed some old toff in the face wot tried to speak to me’ she says in ‘er letter; ‘e always wipes ‘is feet on the mat’; that’s ‘aving a knock at me, ‘e always smokes cigars’; in fact, ‘e’s a model from what she says, but I don’t go much on models wot smokes cigars, lestaways, not down our way.”


(To be continued.)


T. J.
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