
































September, 1945 THE MESSENGER 

King Edward Memorial Hospital 

A beautiful day and plenty of fine 
music, supplied by the military band 
from M.D. 10, was enjoyed by a large 
number of the patients and their visitors 
on Sunday, August 19th. Mrs. Wilde­
goose was very busy wheeling some of 
the less active people to shady spots 
under the trees. The band marched to 
the front of the Edward and played 
several pieces for the folks who could­
n't leave their beds. 

This month the welcome mat is out 
to Mrs. Dickson, Messrs. Kennedy, 
Prince, Flavelle, and Merneau. We 
hope you will all be happy during your 
stay. 

'Mrs. J. Chapman has left to make 
her home in Vancouver. She finds it 
quite novel to pick • apples without 
keeping one eye on the gardener. 
Messrs. Muzychka and Demchuk left 
for their homes in Winnipeg. 

Victory Beach is being patronized by 
a select few this season. The gateway 
is guarded by Nicola, armed with a 
large nippy sting-a-nettle. The mem­
bers can enjoy a lovely landscape while 
they dabble, rest their tired wrists or 
roast their corns on the cob at one and 
the same time. Nicola is planning a 
super picnic. Everything barbecued 
( even the guests), beer for the patrons 
who don't care for coca-cola, water for 
the old ladies, and dogs and plenty of 
"kuhasa" with dill pickles. The pickles 
will be supplied by the new factory on 
1st Avenue. The Keer-Kail and Bake 
Corporation specialize in the finest dills, 
onions or just pickles. 

We have all heard of people who 
break an arm patting themselves on the 
back. but to dislocate a jaw' while 
munching a steak sandwich is a very 
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serious matter. Think of the embarrass­
ment explaining the dislocation was 
caused through eating and not for any 
other reason. It was no fault of the 
sandwich, which contained only the 
finest "beauf." It may have been due to 
the voracity with which the said 
delicacy was attacked. 

Even if he does work for the P.O. and 
gets his stamps wholesale price and his 
note-paper from a hotel lobby, a spec­
ial delivery letter is a large extrava­
gance. When it is added to a huge .bou­
quet and a box of the finest "Pies" (all 
in one week) would you call it "parental 
affection"? That is how Ann B. explains 
it. 

Surrounded by vile phials and re­
torts, her glasses on the end of her nose 
and the gleam in her eye concentrated 
to a fine point, there sat Dots Watts 
guarding a row of little numbers. In 
came the corned beef and cabbage, but 
Dots still continued-"fifteen, ten," etc., 
exactly like a rugby coach on his holi­
days. 

Bette, deciding the view was much 
more educating from the windows of 
211, moved in-bag, baggage and half 
a dozen strange cactus plants. Now our 
visitors gaze with awe and softly ask, 
"What's that?" and we never really 
know if they are gazing raptly at Bets 
or the various cacti. 

The green-eyed monster has reared 
its ugly head. Those dreadful char­
acters, Bud (who is rapi,dly developing 
into a blossom of some mean species), 
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It's Good For You 

THE MESSENGER 

Ole Bill (who will be looking for a bet­
ter 'ole shortly), Jimmie (he barks like 
a Great Dane and begs (?) like a 
Peke), and Johnny (the unspoiled child 
of nature) have been receiving too much 
attention (the thing you have to stand 
at or pay for), also taking up too much 
time (that stuff we have plenty of). 
The poor lad who isn't receiving enough 
"time and attention" should apply on 
2nd, where the two commodities are 
always at a premium. 

Little Maudie E. returned from her 
holiday declaring a month wasn't half 
long enough for all she had to do. 
Trudy Le B. is having clam trouble. 
After rearing Clarence to believe this 
is a friendly world to live in, Skippy 
discovers his taste has always been sea­
food and licks up that lovely mollusc 
completely. Charlie (not to be con­
fused with the one belonging to 
Maudie) brought home Clarabelle (a 
bigger and better clam) for Trudy. 
Aunty, erroneously misled by the odor, 
promptly buried C. the C. in the garden, 
but Charlie to the rescue! The ques­
tion is now, "Will this clam ever be 
chowder"? 

My father calls me William; mother 
calls me Will; sister calls me Willie­
wonder what Isobel calls him? 

It is a little late in the season for 
gardening, but harvesting is very good. 
Big bags of the very finest vegetables 
now adorn the suites of the "Three 
Little Maids of Lee." Shades of lum­
bago and suffering muscles! ! Miss S. 
has so far to bend, Miss C. just should 
never bend, and <Mrs. A. had to carry 
the loot. 

. RELIGIOUS SERVICES 
at Manitoba Sanatorium every 

Sunday 
6.45 and 7.30 p.m. 

Conducted by Rev. A. W. Kenner 
of Ninette United Church. 
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LE'TTER S 

To the Editor: 

I wish to express my sincere thanks 
to Dr. Campbell, the Matron, Nurses 
and the staff of the Dynevor Indian 
Hospital for their kindness and care 
shown me during my stay there. 

I wish all my San. friends a very 
speedy recovery.~Sincerely, 

CHARLES MALCOLM. 

Reedy Creek P.O., Man. 

To the Editor: 

Sorry I've been so long in sending 
my su,bscription in to The Messenger. 
I wouldn't want to miss an issue of it 
now as it always contains valuable in­
formation at all times and of course it 
keeps one in touch with Sanatorium 
doings.-Sincerely, 

(MRS.) GEO. MITCHELL. 

Box 203, Rivers, Man. 

To the Editor: 
May I take this opportunity to express 

my sincere thanks and appreciation to 
the Reverend Sister, doctors, nurses 
and fellow cure chasers at the St. 
Boniface Sanatorium for the excellent 
care and kindness to my husband dur­
ing his illness. 

Sincerely, 
(Mrs.) ALDOUS BROW 

Boss-"I'm surprised at you. Do you 
know what they do with boys who tell 
lies?" 

Office Boy: "Yes, sir; when they get 
old enough the firm sends them out as 
salesmen." 

* * * 
Virginia-"! hear the chief of poli\e 

is going to try to stop necking." 
Dott-"I should think he would-a 

man of his age." 
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Sit There, Please l 
A girl who went out with a sailor 

realized ten minutes later that he was 
A. W. 0. L. F. 

* * * 

Didn't Know 

On a British warship in the North 
Sea there was a sudden cry: "Man over­
board." 

At once the captain shouted: "Throw 
out the buoys." 

A new Irish recruit seized a couple 
of lads and threw them into the sea. 

"You ass!' roared the Captain, "I 
meant the cork buoys." 

The Irishman retorted: "How the divil 
was I to know whether they came from 
Cork or Belfast?" 

* * * 
The M.O. had examined the recruit 

and was filling in the History Sheet. 
"That's everything except the sputum 

test," he sa~d. "Just expectorate in one 
of those little bottles on the shelf at the 

• far end of the room." 
"What do you mean, doc?" asked the 

recruit with a funny expression. 
"Spit in one of those bottles on the 

shelf at the other end of the room." 
"What! All the way from here?" 

Old Friend-Where have you been 
the last few years? 

Student-At college, taking medicine. 
Old Friend-And how do you feel 

now? 

A sailor standing on deck beside a 
landlubber was making casual conver­
sation as the boat neared the end of its 
journey. 

"I guess we've dropped the anchor," 
said the sailor. 

Replied the landlubber, "I knew we'd 
lose that darned thing. It's beeh hang­
ing out ever since we left New York." 
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This is the story of Johnny McGuire, 
Who ran through the streets with his 

trousers on fire. 
He went to the doctor and fainted with 

fright 
When the doctor told him his end was 

in sight. 
* * * 

When God gave out brains I thought 
He said trains and I missed mine. 
When He gave looks, I thought 
He said boo!rn. and I didn't want any. 
When He gave out noses, I thought 
He said roses, and I ordered a big one. 
When He gave out legs, I thought 
He said kegs, and I ordered two fat ones. 
When He gave out ears, I thought 
He said beers, and I ordered two long 

ones. 
When He gave out chins, I thought 
He said gins, and I ordered a dou·ble. 
Boy, am I a mess. 
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PIANOS RADIOS REFRIGERATORS WASHERS 
CHESTERFIELDS DAVENPORTS TABLES, Etc. 

P. A. Kennedy Music Co. Ltd. 
Eve~hing in Sheet Music and Record& 

BRANDON 

Patience is a tree whose root is 

bitter, but its fruit very sweet. 
-PERSIAN. 

• 

CITY 
HYDRO 

WINNIPEG'S MUNICIPAIL Y 
OWNED ELECTRIC UTil.JTY 

"FLOWERS THAT LAST" 

• Let U • Repair Your Radio 

Rosser Ave. and 7th St. 

Help 
Stamp Out 
Starvation! 

BUY 
WAR SAYINGS 
CERTIFICATES 

regularly. 

Macdonald 
Shoe Store Limited 
492-4 MAIN STREET 

"WE TELEGRAPH FLOWERS" 

R. B. Ormiston 
FLORIST 

PHONE 42 386 Greenhouu.-Arnold and Morley Avenuu, W°lllnipeg 




