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ST. THOMAS 

Doubly-Protected Pure Pasteurized 
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CLEANERS & DYERS 
"Cleaned as ii by Magic" 
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WELCOME, AIRMEN,  AT  THE GRAND CENTRAL HOTEL 
"St. Thomas' Leading Hotel" 	The Centre of Attraction 	Where Good Friends Meet 

YOU LL ENJOY  . 
DINING IN THE 

COFFEE SHOP 
GOOD FOOD 	PERFECTLY SERVED 

Headquarters for Service Clubs Chamber of Commerce Ontario Motor League 

It is our sincere aim to make you feel "at home" during your visits to 
us while at the Fingal Bombing and Gunnery School. Your patronage is 
appreciated to the fullest extent and it is our desire to serve you well. We 
invite you to make this hotel "your home away from home" .  . .  a place to 
dine and entertain amid surroundings that are pleasant and genial. 

MAXWELL'S 
BETTER 

HOUSEKEEPING 
SHOP 

Increase your musical knowledge 
with 

VICTOR RECORDS 
Give them to your friends 

With the  Compliments  of 

SAM MEEK 

Since 1924 

Our gas pumps are open until 9 p.m. Saturday 

(Closing Saturday evenings at 7.00 after Nov. 1st) 

Phone 11-R-11 	Fingal 

Woodbury's Soap, 4 for 24c 

Lifebuoy Soap, 3 for 19c 

Soap Boxes, 15c and 25c 

Ipana Tooth Paste, 29c and 49c 

Pepsodent Tooth Paste, 29c and 45c 

Colgate's Tooth Powder, 25c and 40c 

Lyons Tooth Powder, 28c and 45c 

Dr. West Tooth Brushes, 33c and 50c 

Tek Tooth Brushes, 29c 

Cook's Drug  Store 
679 Talbot Street 

Opposite Y.M.C.A. 	Phone 765 

Masters Grill 
YOUR 

LONDON  HOST 

Where a Man in Uniform 
Feels at Home 

266 Dundas Street 

LONDON - ONTARIO 

R. C. A. F. UNIFORMS and GREAT (OATS 
Tailored to Your Measure or 

Ready-to-Wear 
WE INVITE YOUR INSPECTION 

Check  on Our  Quality Woolens and Expert Workmanship 

T. EATON C9.,TED 
In  LONDON:  EATON'S CLOTHES SHOP 197 DUNDAS 

FOR EXPERT WATCH REPAIRING — 
TRY A SPECIALIST 

E. M. ANGER 
(Opposite Y.M.C.A.) 

A  Service  for Those 
in Uniform: 

Purchases made here for shipment to out-

side points will be wrapped for either mail or 

express  . . .  .  and may, if you wish, be sent 

direct from here  . . .  convenient, and we hope 

helpful to all those in uniform with limited 

time at their disposal for shopping. 
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AMONG THOSE WHO ATTENDED 
To the Wings presentation held at 

Fingal on September 25th,  came a guest 
from south of the border to witness the 
graduation of Sergeant Yates and Ser-
geant Nolan, whom he met by chance 
while the latter were "forty-eighting" in 
Detroit. 

This guest is a member of the United 
States Navy and is at present on the 
staff at the U. S. Navy Recruiting Center 
in Detroit. His present duties keep him 
in the pay office most of the time, but he 
also has considerable to do with dispatch-
ing new recruits to their various stations. 
In our chat, Mr. Dana mentioned 
some of the headaches and hardships that 
he sees in his branch of the service — so 
cheer up, my lads, we aren't so badly off 
here after all. 

U. S. Navy man Dana, met the above 
Sergeants only by chance, in one of the 
numerous gay spots of Detroit, and on 
learning that they had made no reserva-
tions for the night's lodging, he did not 
hesitate to ask his R.C.A.F. friends to his 
apartment for the night and to enjoy the 
grand American hospitality that was sure 
to follow. This friendship developed so 
magnetically that our Air Force boys 
spent all remaining off-duty hours in De-
troit, lapping up the good times that were 
certain to be theirs on each occasion. 

In civilian life, Mr. Dana was a char-
tered accountant, but even before the 
Pearl Harbor 'episode, he felt the call to 
arms and selected as his choice, the Navy 
life. His home town is known as Oxford, 
nestled deep in the agricultural district of 
the Henry Ford State. 

This incident is indicative of the feel-
ing that exists all across this great Amer-
ican continent and with such a spirit, the 
Allied Nations cannot help but be victor-
ious in the ultimate Peace. 

THANK YOU, KIWANIANS! 
On receipt of a letter from Mr. G. P. 

Spackman, chairman of the War Services 
Committee of the St. Thomas Kiwanis 
Club, in which he thanks the personnel 
of No. 4 B. & G., Fingal, for their co-
operation and assistance in making their 
Labor Day Carnival the success it was, 
in raising over $4,000 for a Blood Donors 
Mobile Unit, we should like to imtke the 
following comment. 

This "thank you" is very nice when 
you consider the insignificant part we 
played in this affair. A few of the boys 
entered some of the races and our tug-of-
war team tussle up one-third of that cons- 
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petition. Jay Shaver used our sound sys-
tem for announcing the events in sports, 
and a few of the boys on night shift at-
tended the show. 

It just goes to show that the people 
around these military camps, who you 
would imagine are sick and tired of see-
ing men in uniform, really do appreciate 
anything we can do in return for their 
seemingly endless and untiring efforts. 

We assure you, people of St. Thomas 
and surrounding district, that when you 
have another such function, we of No.  4 
B. & G. are always willing and ready to 
assist you in any way possible. We know 
your thoughts and efforts are for the boys 
in uniform. 

No.  4  A. 0. S., 
London, Ont. 

Dear Editor: 
Having received a copy of your last 

issue of the Observer and after thor-
oughly,  enjoying it, I thought my impres-
sions of your paper and your Station, on 
which I was a recent visitor for seven 
weeks, would be appreciated. 

First of all, let me congratulate every-
one connected with the publishing of the 
Observer. It is truly a wonderful station 
paper, and a grand souvenir for the years 
to come. Fingal B. & G. School may well 
be proud of their staff in charge of the 
printing and make-up of their paper. I'll 
certainly be looking forward to the 15th 
of each month in order to get my copy. 

Now for my impressions of No. 4 
B. & G. I arrived on the 6th of July and 
met the staff of G. I.  S. the same day. 
They are a grand lot of fellows, and they 
know their work. Since the G. I. S. was 
my- "workshop," I got acquainted with a 
few of the students and most of No.  58 
Air Bombers course. The first night I 
was there, the Bomber Girls played Ayl-
mer. It wasn't long before I got the 
chance to see the men in action. Ser-
geant Miller was able to gather a willing 
ball team together, although the last few 
games, they fought to the last man out. 
The one thing I noticed was that the big-
ger the grandstand, the better the boys 
played. Bearing out this statement, think 
of the game on Field Day. 

Yes, sir, sports were well organized by 
the Y. M. C. A. Supervisor, the Sports 
Officer, P. 0. Burns, but the Airmen and 
the W. D.'s do not support them enough. 
They certainly turned out well for their 
"Tuesday Nighters," ,however. 

Your Hostess House is a grand asset 
to the Station. Many an extra sandwich  

and cup of tea Sergeant Brown and I had 
there. (Try it sometime.) 

While on your Station I attended sev-
eral Wing Parades and  I  couldn't help 
but think of mass production as I saw 
those lads step forward for their wing. 
They are brave lads, those Gunners. 

A line or two about your W. D's 
would not be amiss. They are fitting 
themselves well into the work of your 
station and I would recommend W. D's 
for any station where Air Force person-
nel are in training. 

Thanking your genial Editor for this 
opportunity of expressing myself, I am. 

Yours for continued success, 

Sgt. Cecil R. Cocks, 
R103127, 
London. 

It is a well-known fact that a tree can 
seldom be successfully transplanted un-
less some of its native soil is deposited 
about the roots in its new home. It is 
also well-known that animals from 
foreign lands, confined in our zoos, must 
often be fed food as nearly similar as 
possible to that upon which they live in 
their native haunts. Otherwise they per-
ish. One might even go so far as to say 
that the American and Canadian boys, 
serving Overseas, are fed coffee and 
doughnuts for the saute reason. But per-
haps two examples are enough to point 
out the dire need of transferring "native 
environment" of one kind or another to 
bring about a happy and successful state 
of transplantation, whether the object be 
man, plant, or beast. Which brings us 
nicely to the very point we are editorial-
izing about. 

It was but a short while ago that all of 
us were members of what we now think 
of as that strange world, civilization. But 
it was hardly that simple. We were 
divinely blessed with a democratic free-
dom which permitted us to take part in 
almost any activity our hearts desired. 
Then we enlisted, and our world changed 
overnight. It was not that someone be-
hind a barricade of desks and guards had 
suddenly thought up a mess of dicta-
torial decrees for the sole purpose of 
frustrating and annoying us. We were at 
war. The scene had changed. The decks 
were stripped for action. We had been 
transplanted, which brings us to the very 
thing we are talking about. 

Of the many activities inaugurated to 
build morale and keep us front being 
bored to death, a Camp Paper is one of 
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the best. 'Ibis is so because it demands 
imagination, courage, skill and a lot of 
patience. But, best of all, here is some of 
the "native soil" so many of us need to 
survive our transplantation. Here is an 
opportunity to revive a talent we may 
have had to lay aside. Not only that, but 
a practiced hand never loses its cunning. 
And we must not only survive this trans-
plantation, but we must be prepared to 
return again to our "native" haunts. A 
Camp Paper provides insurance against 
the disease of boredom, the torment of 
frustration and the bitterness of a talent 
lost. 

Another point, a Camp Paper expresses 
the attitude of the place of its origin. 
The Observer express Fingal. Not THE 
OBSERVER, but YOUR OBSERVER. 
It is your paper. When you take it home, 
you take home YOUR souvenir of YOUR 
Station. And if you could hear some of 
the comments from all across this great 
country of ours relative to the Observer. , 
you'd realize that it is no mean publica-
tion. 

Whether the Observer continues to be 
a headliner depends entirely upon YOU. 
Whether your friends will say, "It's not 
so good this month," or, "It's getting 
better than eyed', depends upon you. 
You are the man and woman who puts it 
to press. By your contributions to its 
pages, you decree that it shall go on or 
you decide that it shall not. Your writer 
feels certain that his sentiments are yours. 
Every one of us looks forward to it every 
month. Then let us keep this publication 
alive by feeding it. Do send in contribu-
tions. You'll get an awful kick out of it, 
we're telling you! 

Somewhere in England, 
August 3, 1942. 

Dear Editor: 
I promised I would write, so sritt try 

and make it interesting reading. 
I have had a seven-day furlough over 

here and visited London. While there I 
saw the Beaver Club, Buckingham Pal-
ace, No. 10 Downing Street and all the 
prominent places. From London I went 
by train to Edinburgh, Glasgow and Loch 
Lomond in Scotland. The country is 
absolutely so beautiful it de fies descrip-
tion. 

Oh, yes! You can print in the Obser-
ver, Padre Gowdy and Sgt. Larose, whom 
I met on my first station, want to be 
remembered to all the boys at Fingal, 
and send their regards. 

Our quarters are very good, all mod-
ern conveniences, including single beds, 
and I guess we have to thank the Mer-
chant Marine and the Navy for the swell 
meals we are getting. 

About half of the air-gunners in this 
all-Canadian Squadron are graduates of 
Fingal, and it's quite a kick knowing these 
lads back home while they were taking 
their course, and then come over here 
and meet up with them again. 

One Canadian that is well-known over 
here-I might even say famous- is my 
out C. O., Wing Commander Van Vilet. 
He gets a lot of well-deserved credit over 
here for the wonderful record No. 4 
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& G. has set up. I certainly would 
love to hear hint bellow at inc once more, 
even if I get shaky at the knees all seer 
again. 

I would appreciate it very much if you 
would send the Observer, beginning with 
the Julie issue, on to me as I miss it very 
much and I would like to keep in touch 
with the boys back home. 

I hope that I left some friends behind 
in Fingal, and I would be very grateful if 
you gave my regards to them. Also re-
member me to Flight Lieutenants Cur-
rier and Carroll, and Squadron Leader 
Gobeil. 

I also would like to thank the Cana-
dian Y. M. C. A. for the gifts of cigar-
ettes we receive every Monday. It sure 
comes in handy. 

Hoping this finds you in the best of 
health, the way it leaves me, I remain, 

Your old friend, 
H. M. Grigg, LAC. 

R.C.A.F. Overseas 	M. T. Section. 

PROMOTED AGAIN! 
The above gentleman is now Flying 

Officer Mullen and has been posted to 
No. 5 M. Depot, Lachine, Quebec. Nice 
going, Bill. 

BIRTHS 
R126445 LAC Jeffrey, H. S.- A daugh-

ter, Joyce Anne Jeffrey, at St. Thomas, 
16-8-42. 

R129892 AC1 Fletcher, J. C. -  Born 
12-9-42,  a daughter, at Strathroy, Ontario. 

10163A W02 Noseworthy, H. J.-Born 
24-8-42, a daughter, at St. Thomas, Ont. 

R69346 LAC Jordan, W. B.- A daugh-
ter, Anne Jordan, on 8-9-42,  at St. 
Thomas, Ont. 

F. I-. Frith, C2362- A daughter, Sheila 
Frith, on  19-8-42,  at St. Thomas, Ont. 

R84309  LAC Hand, A.-A son, 17-9•42, 
at St. Joseph's -  Hospital, Hamilton, Ont. 

MARRIAGES 
1(117250 AC1 Douglas, J. A.- 22-842 

- to Lois Alyce Edwards, at Toronto, 
Ontario. 
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R11934  L. \.(::  Calhoun, R. W.-5-9-42-- 
to Margaret Brown, at Toronto, Ontario. 

R152169 AC1 Sallows, H.  A.-19-9-42- 
It) Audrey Ellett Vivian, at Coldwater, 
Ontario. 

APPOINTMENTS 

T/F.O. W. J. Mullen 
as an officer, eff. 4-9-42. 

A.5.0. G. E. Fulton V30255 (Sr. Equip-
ment) - Appointment to a commission, 
eff.  12-9-42. 

P.O. W. C. Davies R87276 - Appoint-
ment to a commission, eff. 23-9-42. 

332  WO2 Thorpe, R. S.- A/W01, eff. 
1-8-42. 

GB529123 F. S. Reilly, M.- A/W01, 
eff.  1-9-42. 

R83404 Sgt. Fancber, S. W.- A/F.S., 
eff. 16-7-42. 

R14269 Sgt. Hall, C.S. (Arm. Guns) - 
A/F.S., eff. 1-9-42. 

R72130 Sgt. Whittall, W. R.- A/F.S., 
eff.  1-9-42. 

R80262  Cpl. Smith, I. (Cook) - A/Sgt,. 
eff. 1-9-42. 

R62116  Workman, J. 13., A. E. M.  - 
A/Sgt., eff. 1-9-42. 

R123116  Cpl. Avery, E. j.• P. (Arm 
Bombs) - A/Sgt., eff.  1-9-42. 

R52123  Cpl. I.indsay, R. (Pa brie 
Worker) - A/Sgt., eff. 1-9-42. 

R76004 Cpl. Peck, R. L. (G. D.) - 
A/Sgt., eff.  1-9-42. 

R12368 Cpl. Faulkner, G.A. (M.M.M.T.) 
- A/Sgt., eff.  1-9-42. 

R91274 LAC Aletter, H. G. - A/Cpl., 
eff.  1-9-42. 

R68150 LAC Silcox, S. A. - A/Cpl., 
eff.  1-9-42. 

R78600 LAC Storm, M. L.-A/Cpl., 
eff.  1-9-42. 

R68299 LAC Bryans, W. R.- A/Cpl., 
eff.  1-9-42. 

11586  LAC Senechal, A.- A/Cpl., eff. 
1-9-42. 

R59047 I..„AC Tufford, L. W.- A/Cpl., 
eff. 1-9-42. 

R78521 LAC Stover - A/Cp1., eff. 
1-9-42. 

R94098 LAC Williams, H. A-A/Cut., 
eff. 1-9-42. 

R99511 I.A.0 Perry (Clk. Acct.) - 
A/Cpl., eff. 1-9-42. 

We hate to start this month's column 
by calling anyone names, but in the in-
terests of the accuracy and dependability 
of the news in the Observer, we abso-
lutely must insist that our Editor has 
prevaricated a little. He claims that our 
uncle, the owner and publisher of the 
"Daily Screech," paid him $10 in good 
Canadian currency to print our column, 
so that he would not have to put it in 
the "Screech." Not knowing our uncle or 
aunt, naturally you would accept that 
statement at fact value, and no one could 
blame you for being so gullible, but  - 

1. Our uncle never had ten dollars all 
at once in his life unless, of course, he 
printed it himself. 

2. A rumor has reached us that the 
Government frowns upon this latter prac-
tice. 

3. He is so tight that Ottawa is eager-
ly seeking his enlistment in the Air 
Force as a "fur trader." 

4. Although he holds nearly every 
position possible on a daily paper, his wife 
holds one, the minor office of treasurer. 

5. She taught him all  he knows about 
being miserly. 

6. She doles out his weekly allowance 
to him. 

7. Lately we have heard he has gotten  
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a raise and it is at the unheard and un-
dreamt  of figure of 60  cents. 

8. There is  a  whisper going around in 
the family to the effect that if business 
keeps booming she's liable to raise his 
pay another 11  cents any day, but we 
doubt it. 

9. If, after reading this, -you still be-
lieve the Editor got ten dollars, you have 
the necessary intelligence and qualifica-
tions for writing, a column, and we shall 
be glad to recommend you. 

* * * 

The most astonished Airman we ever 
saw  was A.C. Boswell when F/0 Morris 
presented him with the surprise wedding 
gift front everyone in the hangar. He 
was so embarrassed he couldn't talk, and 
"if you knew  Bosy like we know Bosy" 
you'd realize that that was something. 
The gift was a mantel clock in the form 
of an aeroplane, the dial hieing the nose 
of the ship. There is no truth whatever 
in the statement  that it was given to hint 
to get hint  up for work on time each 
morning. 

* * * 

When F/Sgt. Paveling wrote in his 
prize-winning column last month that he 
isn't sure whether he likes, we quote, 
"being put on the saute status as I-AC 
Halter," we unquote, he made a slight 
error. He should have said, "lowered 
to" in place of "put on." Also he  says he 
would like to know what Halter is 
charged with before he assumes that 
status. Just for his information, we can 
tell him that it would be lots easier and 
take much less time to enumerate what 
we haven't been charged with, and as a 
columnist - or should I say calumnyist 
-  he'll either have to be a champ runner 
or a good fighter or both, but we wish 
hint luck anyway. He'll need it. 

* * * 
Bombing has lost two of its senior 

N.C.O.'s, F/Sgt. Gosby to A. I. D.,  and 
Sgt. Brown to Maintenance. We all 
certainly are sorry to see them go, Imutt 
they have better jobs now and wesurewish 
them lots of luck with their new respons-
ibilities. At the same time we're glad to 
welcome into our fold F/Sgt. Post, for-
merly of Trenton, and he wants to go on 
record with the statement that his short 
sojourn in the Station Hospital was not 
caused by his one hod-   at Bombing's 
Ground Crew. 

* * * 

It seems that all the pilots have one 
thing in COITIMOtl, they all get a big kick 
mit of "hedge-hopping." It seems they 
call  no more resist doing-  it than Randall 
can resist making love to a pretty girl. 

* * 	* 
The other night we were discussing 

the aforementioned subject When a Bom-
bardier  told its of an occasion overseas 
when he was going through for a pilot. 
He was to take a lesson in low-flying 
that day and he WaS -waiting by the plane 
for the instructor to show up. Finally 
he put in a belated appearance looking.  
madder than hops. "Well," says he, "this 
is going to be a lousy exercise." "Why. 
is there anything wrong, Sir:" politely  
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inquired the trainee. : 	"Wrong?" 1, 
yelped, "I'll tell the world there's some-
thing wrong! I absolutely couldn't trade 
this plane for a different type!" "Is that 
bad ?" inquired our young if,11 
"Bad!" he shrieked, with eyes uplifted to 
heaven as if for help at stn-1, stupidity. 
"Will you please tell me hi ,  ,w in 
going-  to teach you low-flying wit?, 
plane that has non-retracting landiti.'4 
gear?" 

* * * 

We hear that Cpl. Rocky Ston, 
Maintenance will again be contributin, 
to the Observer, now that he is lack 
with us again. We hope he has his "Let-
ters to Rocky" column each month, too, 
because we can all do with a good belly-
laff. We'll be watching for it. 

* * * 

LAC Charlie Bunt was home on leave 
a short while ago and front what we 
gather, faithfully promised his wife to 
write upon his arrival back at the Sta-
tion. Accordingly the day of his return 
he wrote a letter which went somewhat 
like this: 

Wed. 
Dear Nellie: 

Am O.K. 

Five days later came the reply: 
Friday. 

Dear Chuck: 
Am O.K. 2. 	 Nellie. 
We didn't believe it either till we saw 

the letter. 
* * * 

We think we should publicly thank. 
T..AC Birk of the Plotting Office for typ-
ing this column each month. He is the 
only one we have ever met who can read 
our writing without calling in a code ex-
pert to decipher it. He will be the regular 
contributor from the Plotting Office, be-
ginning this month. We also think we 
should thank all the boys who have hand-
ed in Bits for the column. If it keeps up, 

Chuck. 
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all we'll ha,, to do is sign our name and 
hand it in, a la Walter Winchell. 

* * * 

Overheard in the Orderly Room: 
PLO KeIman (on telephone) —"No. 2 

Maintenance, please. 
Feminine voice on other end — "Cen-

tral Maintenance. Winters here, Sir!" 
P/0 Kelman —"Yes, it's pretty cold 

here, too, but were just having Fall at 
present. Aren't you rushing it a bit?" 

* * * 

We have often wondered at the curi-
ous coincidence of name combinations on 
the Bombardier? exercise board. A few 
we have noticed are Mock and Money, 
Payne and Death, and one that really 
struck us was White and Brown, and the 
Pilot was Sgt. Grey. 0, well, a "rose 
by any other name," as my pal Bill 
Shakespeare used to say. We certainly 
hope the second duo live up to their 
names when they get over Germany and 
start dropping bombs. 

• * * 

We hear that FiSgt. Pilot Fancher has 
a cold in both knees. We really feel very 

Another Link — Sergeant Armstrong. 
Want a free evening of dancing, Sarg.? 
See us! 

,orry for him—but if anyone had stolen 
our pants and we were a FiSgt., we'd 
have the whole ground crew hunting for 
the missing trousers. Incidentally A.W. 
Marg. Givens blushes very prettily. 

* * * 

We have one word of warning before 
we sign off. It is to FiSgt. Gosby. When 
the alarm on the crash truck starts moan-
ing, Flight, be careful how you go out 
of the window in Maintenance, because 
if you ruin W02 Ordridge's flower bed, 
after he worked on it all summer, some-
thing tells us the Major will be so-o-o-o 
mad. 

THE OBSERVER 

VICTORY! 
We talk of victory, perhaps in earn  -I 

tones. We have friends and relatives 
overseas and want them back again. We 
work for victory, On the ground and in 
the skies above. The Russians are dying 
for victory, and the bombers drone from 
the English coasts in V-shaped forma-
tions, smashing our victory into the very 
heart of Nazidom. But that is not enough. 
That, we are afraid, is not enough. Tanks 
and guns and planes and bombs must be 
bought. Bought with solid, hard-earned 
cash. Bought by us, members of the 
great family of the UNITED NATIONS. 
\-Nre must buy those tanks and guns and 
planes. That is the primary thought. 
Get them we must. 

All of us are familiar with the War 
Bond drives. This is the third drive of 
the Second World War. We hardly need 
to remind readers that to buy War Bonds 
is to save. And in days of war and 
national .turmoil, the temptation to spend 
and dissipate is much greater than dur-
ing normal times. Here is an opportun-
ity to save. We cannot stress too much 
the dire need, for our national safety, of 
purchasing War Bonds and conserving 
public wealth. This is the backbone of 
our war effort today and our peace effort 
of tomorrow. Tomorrow and its peace 
will come. Let not that dawn be dark. 
"To your unfailing hands we throw the 

torch, 
Be yours to hold it high. 
If you break faith with us who die, 
We shall not sleep, though poppies blow 
In Flanders field." 

THIRD VICTORY LOAN 
SALES OFFER 

Bonds can be purchased in the follow-
ing denominations: $1,000, $500, $100, $50. 

You may make a cash purchase from 
accumulated savings and your bond will 
be delivered to you through your bank 
or directly to any address that you may 
designate. It can also be retained in safe 
keeping at the Department of Finance, 
Ottawa, subject to your order. 

If you wish to subscribe by means of 
pay assignments, the deductions for each 
$100 of principle are, if paid monthly, six 
installments of  $10.81 each. In the case 
of a $50 bond, this installment will be 
one-half of the above amount.  

)ctober,  Ill I! 

ART  CONTEST 
Through the co-operation of the Hart 

House of the 'University of Toronto, an 
art contest has been sponsored for the 
members of the armed forces in Canada. 
Many rules must be adhered to and some 
of them will be itemized in the following 
paragraphs. 

Full cletails of the contest can be had 
from the Y. M. C. A. office in the Recre-
ation Hall, but any of the personnel who 
are interested in entering must act at 
once, as the contest closes on Monday, 
November 2nd. All work that is entered 
must be done between the periods Sep-
tember 1st and November 2nd,  1942,  and 
may be done on paper supplied at the 
"Y" office, or may be done on your own 
paper, if you so desire. 

A price list of supplies may be viewed 
at this office and your requirements can 
be purchased at cost price. There is no 
restriction as to subject, but those hav-
ing to do with war activities are encour-
aged. Airwomen as well as Airmen may 
compete from this camp. Already we 
have some fine contestants. If  you are 
art-minded, come in and get particulars. 

"Issy" McMurphy, from the border 
city of Windsor, makes a hit as a typist 
as well as a first baseman. Can you dance 
as well as you type, Mac? Call at the 
Observer office for a ticket to one of 
Benny Palmer's dances. 

HOSPITAL SECTION 

ln response to persistent requests from 
the Observer staff, we feel compelled 
once more to take pen its hand and give 
another insight on the life at the Station 
Hospital. 

Wills our first visit for the year from 
Old Jack Frost, business has picked up 
somewhat in our Local Health Institute 
and the size of the morning sick parades 
often elicits the old comment from some 
of the hospital staff, "What the h-1 is 
this, a convention?" The transient pop-
ulation in the hospital itself seems to get 
overcrowded at times, too — even had 
Cpl. Ryan in for a couple of days a short 
time ago, and ./-1.W1 Lodato was forced 
to take a trip to T.T.S. for a few days' 
"vacation." However, both are back on 
duty now and it is feared that they are 
cured (although one wonders, when the 
news counts to light that Ryan is taking 
unto himself a wife on October 3rd). 

But, all kidding aside, you guys and 
gals, now that winter is really approa.ch-
ing rapidly, how about taking a little 
more care of the most valuable of your 
possessions—your health? In these days, 
when every available man and woman is 
absolutely essential to the war effort, it 
is a matter of duty and not just comfort 
Is) maintain the utmost in physical con-
dition in order to bring this struggle to 
a quick and successful finish and assure 
Hitler of his just desserts. Remember—
they don't want any invalids in Berlin 
the day the Allies take over. So be sure 
to nip that cold or sore throat in the 
bud, before it can get a grip on you, 
necessitating days or, in some cases, 
weeks in the hospital. Another sore spot 
lately has been the blood-testing which 
is 'being carried out on orders from 
A.F.H.O. We don't like the "bayonet 
work" any ITIOFC than you do, fellows, 
but it just has to be done, so host' about 
a little more co-operation and a little less 
squawking? 

It appears that the City of St. Thomas 
is due for a very healthy winter season, 
as a large part of the hospital staff ap-
pears to be taking up residence there. 
Flight Lieutenants Westman and Gra-
ham have already moved up from Port 
Stanley and it is expected that Cpls. 
Ryan and Montgomery will have their 
families firmly ensconced there in the 
very near future. 

We were recently deprived of the ser-
v i ces  of kW ." Ray, who was 1,osted his 
Trenton. She was a very popular young 
lady and, needless to say, her loss has 
been felt keenly by her fellow-workers 
as well as others in tsll sections of the 
Station. Another great loss is expected 
in the near litture in the loss of our verv 
valued friend, "Parrot" Roach who, it is 
understood, Itas finally overcome all the 
problems related to renmstering. The 
very best of luck, Dick, its your new 
venture (when it finally comes through). 

Be sure to tell the merchant, "I saw 
your ad, in the Observer." 

THE  OBSERVER 

INSIGHT  ON INSTRUMENTS 
On perusing the September issue  of 

the Observer, we were sadly shocked to 
find no representation of the Instrument 
Section, hence the following article. 

()n the south wall of number five han-
gar is an inconspicuous green door 
marked "Instrument Section." Inside is 
an array of complicated, delicate and ex-
pensive calibrating equipment, for check-
ing all types of instruments Contained in 
aircraft, front intricate and tempera-
mental altimeters and gyros, right down 
to hydraulic pumps. 

Most of the instrument man's work is 
carried out in this lab., so if you think 
we have it "soft", just take a look in 
here when we are tearing our hair over 
a U. S. gyro or airspeed indicator. 

The section was started, practically 
speaking, from scratch two years ago by 
some of the graduates of the first instru-
ment course of T.T.S.. of which only two 
of the original remain on the Station, 
namely, Sgt. Armstrong and Sgt. Shin-
delka. (Remember that rainy day, Shin? 
By the way, congratulations, Sarg.) 

Then two weeks later Cpl. Stretton 
and Cpl. McHaffie made their dramatic 
appearance to the empire of mud. 

Now let's review this line-up. First, 
there is Sgt. Armstrong, who hails from  

7 

Moncton. lie is responsible for keepitse. 
the boys on the line and also 
that locket or ring for you, in It, 
time. 

Then there is Sgt. Shindelka, the titan 
who keeps our vouchers straight, and 
says to the inventory holder: "No, Sir. 
that gyro was deleted from A/C such 
and such." 

Incidentally, bring in that U. S. watch 
of yours and let "Shin" do a "major" 
on it. 

ROW that very radiant-looking chap 
behind the "bull fiddle" at the Station 
dances is Cpl. Stretton, or just plain 
"Stret." He can handle a delicate instru-
ment mechanism as well as that over-
grown violin. 

Cpl. McHaffie is the tall, muscular guy 
of the section. He is the fellow who 
makes and adapts the tools to fit the 
particular instrument job he's doing and 
then vehemently exclaims, "That ought 
to loosen the  I thing." 

Last March another lad from class 1 
instruments rejoined the Fingal Force, 
namely, Bill Earl, and there was the pro-
verbial union. Bill probably did come in 
like a lion, but he's a swell fellow to 
work with. 

In all, we are seventeen strong, includ-
ing the above mentioned N.C.O.'s, and 



R. C. A F. 
Steele's St. Thomas office is one  of 
five, operated by Canada's largest 
firm of Optometrists. Our local 
optometrist has been in charge for 
nineteen years. 
Come in with confidence—for free 
adjustments and service. Thorough 
eye examinations, and glasses if 
necessary, at reasonable cost. 

STEELE'S 
"Reliable for 20 Years" 

Opposite CAPITOL THEATRE 
ST. THOMAS 

9 THE OBSERVER 
	

October, 19-42 
	

October, 1942 
	

THE OBSERVER 

we, too, work  in the  -green lab." — No.:; 
Hangar. 

You may not see much of the instru-
ment man, but he's in there, calibrating, 
sweating and swearing, so that when the 
going is tough upstairs for the pilot, his 
instruments bring him down safely so he 
can sit down in the lounge and read the 
Observer. 

ODDS AND ENDS FROM THE 
RANGE SECTION 

Our editor has asked us why we have 
slipped up in recent issues. Our last 
article, which appeared in the July issue, 
was so badly cut to pieces we thought 
that our stuff was not good enough, so 
we stopped writing. We were assured, 
however, that that was not the case, so 
we apologize for any bad feelings on our 

Here we caught the "catcher," AW1 
Pridding, now playing ball for Mainten-
ance I. She may dance to Benny Palm-
er's music if she catches the bus to St. 
Thomas. 

part and accept the alibi that there was 
not enough room for it in that surprise 
issue. 

Bombing being washed out and hung 
out on the Drogue Line to dry, we now 
find ourselves with plenty of time on our 
hands to do another article for the good 
old Observer. 

These cold mornings certainly provide 
their hardships on our sturdy range crew, 
who make their daily trek to the Mel-
bourne and Dutton Indian Reservations 
in the "covered wagon" (Stake Body 
Vehicle). However, one consolation re-
mains that the Wigwams Nos. 7, 8, 5 and 
10 are provided with central heating, 
which gives our braves a chance to thaw 
out before they begin to plot bombs. 
Poor Cpl. Cooper, who is somewhat bald, 
finds it very difficult on the ride to keep 
Isis 4‘wigwa(r)m." 

The "covered wagon" is definitely go-
ing to be a thing of the past according to 
our warriors, and unless more modern 
transportation can be provided, we are 
afraid that some scalps are going to fall. 
(Owners of the "covered wagons" please 
take note.) 

Back a few sentences we mentioned 
Cpl. Cooper, who recently celebrated his 
twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. At this 
late date we wish to extend to our Cor-
poral and Mrs. Cooper our belated greet-
ings on that date. His first name is 
Byron; perhaps that will account for so 
many years of happy wedded bliss. Con-
gratulations to you both! 

'We sincerely regret loss of AW Smith 
(Smitty), who was very recently posted 
from our section to E. A. C. headquar-
ters. We have received a letter from 
Smitty since she has been in the East 
and she makes it very obvious that she 
would like to be back with us again. 

While we are talking on the subject of 
postings, we also lost our 0. C.— F/0 
Moore, but our friend "Storm" covered 
that in the previous article in the Obser-
ver, but we can express here our deepest 
regrets in Mr. Moore's posting. 

One day a few weeks ago an indignant 
Bomb Aimer came to us claiming a direct 
hit. We assured him that he did not hit 
the target and if he wished to know how 
far his fifth bomb did go, we would gladly 
tell him to get a shovel and a pick and 
go a-digging for it somewhere in the 
vicinity of No. 7 Quadrant at Dutton. To 
celebrate that occasion, Cooper and Birk 
celebrate that occasion Cooper and Birk 
got together in a somewhat brainy car-
toon to illustrate the point where the so-
called "direct hit" landed. Probably some-
where in this column you may find that 
cartoon. LAC Bomb Aimer must have 
mistaken the quadrant for the target. It 
happens every time. 

It has been rumored that a few of our 
friendly "moaners" who did not appreci-
ate our sectbn were happy to be posted 
down east, be:: it was a different story 
told to us by a certain Flight Sergeant 
who met them in the Maritimes on his 
leave. He tells us that they offered him  

ten bucks a piece to use his "pull" to get 
them back. 

We wonder whatever becanie of that 
Nova Scotia bottle of rum that a certain 
party was supposed to bring back to us 
after his leave. We shall not say any 
more about that incident, but it was a 
shame to have us wetting our tongues 
during the period of leave in anticipation 
of a little "swig." 

Mr. Storm: We are certainly glad of 
the hbspitality extended to us by your 
section, now that we are living with you. 
We shall accept certain responsibilities 
gladly, but as for some (Nellie and her 
increasing families), we shall remain firm 
on that. Our quadrants are now full and 
occupied with homeless kittens and any 

Some Form — Cpl. Harwood 

more shall become the sole property of 
the Armament Section.. 

We sincerely hope that the pilots of 
Bombing Flight have finally settled down 
to being good little flyers, and that they 
have no ideas of trying to beat Cook's 
records for knocking down the flagpoles 
from the quadrants. 

There is something in the air so far as 
Cpl. Free is concerned; we have caught 
him folding his pillow case this way and 
that way and then taking three corners 
and fastening them together with a bull-
dog clip—could it be—no, and maybe 
yes? ? ? ? 

Front the letters to the editor, we 
noticed LAC Cregan's column in last 
month's Observer, and we were glad to 
hear that he enjoys his life in the "Old 
Country" and that he is "happy in the 
service." Cregan used to be with us when 
he was at Fingal. We certainly do miss 
you, Cregan, old man, and we hope that 
you will eventually get one of this 
month's magazines in your hands. 

Flying has been resumed, so we will 
say so long for now and hope to see you 
in the Observer next month. If you 
should get bored reading this, have the 
decency to keep it under your hat. 

LETTERS TO ROCKY 
(c/o Control Room, No. 1 Maintenance) 

Dear Rocky:: 
I was on a forty-eight last week and I 

net a girl who is very cute. She is just 
38.  I think she wants to get Inarried. 
'What should I do? Ab. Sentee. 

Well, Abbie: 
If she's cute and only 38 years old, 

what should I do? I'd suggest going on 
parade with dirty buttons, so you'll get 
C. B. for a while, till she does get mar-
ried. Rocky. 

* * 

Dear Rocky: 
I've been an "A" Group mechanic for 

two years now. What do I have to do 
to be a corporal? I. M. Bulged. 

Well, Bulgie, Old Sock: 
If you wanna be a Corporal, all you 

gotta do is sew two hooks on yourself 
—any place — go up and get the Sgt.- 

You can't see the dishes, but these boys 
certainly emptied a lot of them at a 
downtown St. Thomas restaurant. If you 
boys really want to see capital enter-
tainment, call at the office for your Cap-
itol passes. 

Major to give you hell, worry yourself 
about everybody's business, get some big 
pouches sunder your eyes and take a 
beating from everybody, and you're it. 
You don't worry about the six dollars 
extra pay; that's just a mere detail. 

Rocky. 
* * 

Dear Rocky: 
I was coming in late the other night, 

so I tried to sneak in the fence and got 
caught. Now, how can a guy get in if 
he's late? Nile Moodier. 

Well, Moose Face: 
Do the very same thing and if you get 

caught, tell the guard you're trying to 
sneak out; he'll tell you to get in there 
and go to bed. So there you are — 
simple, eh? Rocky.  

s 

1),.,ar Rocky: 
1 have a very tender and uneven Ain, 

consequently shaving is a terrific task 
and leaves my face raw. Is there any-
thing I could do? AC2 Dimple Puss. 

Well, Dumb Puss: 
There are several things you could do 

—like stop shaving, only the C. 0. don't 
go for the beard stuff. Or you could 
wrap your mug up tight every night so 
the whiskers would grow in, instead of 
out. This way you could chew them off 
on the inside. If this is no good, comb 
your hair down over your face, shave 
the back of your head and walk around 
backwards— it's same difference—ain't 
you? Rocky. 

*  * * 
Dear Rocky: 

I got a new uniform and I would like 
to have the shoulder eagles facing the 
front, not flying backwards — I think 
that's dopey. ACt Squirtenly. 

Well, Squirt: 
When the eagles look back and see 

how long it took you to get from where 
you were, to where you are now, they'll 
be so ashamed they'll put their wings 
over their eyes, then nobody, even you, 
will know if you're coming or going  — 

or don't you guess so? Rocky. 
* * * 

Dear Rocky: 
To settle an argument, could  you  tell 

me if Toronto is a suburb of Hamilton, 
or is Hamilton a suburb of Toronto? 

Querulous. 

Well, Louse: 
In order to give you the low-down on 

your question, we have to understand 
the meaning of the word "suburb." Now, 
when someone goes to a show and the 
scenery and acting was beautiful, they say 
it was "suburb." Then there's them things 
which grow early in the spring, like Ma 
makes pie out of, you know, "suburb 
pie," that sour stuff. Well, how do you 
argue? Is Toronto beautiful to Hamil-
ton, or is Hamilton sour to Toronto, or  
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terra firma and farca faca. Who c:an win? 
Personally, I think tIsit they are both 
like the pie, but who's In C , anyway? It's 
like that old "who's from the West" 
stuff— you know everybody's front the 
1ATest except the people. Rocky. 

* 
Dear Rocky: 

Do you think it's fair for me b ,  
Jo-ed on seven-day Duty- Watcl!, 
working hard all week? 

Long :Po, 

Well, Forty: 
Personally, I can see your point, 

unfortunately wherever there's a poi. 
somebody gets stuck on it. Of course, 
there's  always one consolation and that 
is you don't have to stand in line at the 
mess hall on week-ends for your meals, 
'cause nobody's here and besides, if vou 
weren't on Duty Watch, you'd go 
town, then if a fire broke out you'd mi-. 

Cookie Landa.le serves a swell dish in 
the O. R. mess. Join the other .gals at 
Benny Palmer's dance  spot. 

it  and that would be enuff to burn any-
body up. 	 Rocky. 

s 

Dear Rocky: 
I'm forever loosing pencils. If I don't 

misplace them, someone swipes them. 
What procedure should  I  take to cor-
rect this? I. M. Lost. 

Well, Losty, Old Slouch: 
You are in a bad way, as I can see. 

Besides losing your pencils, your spell-
ing smells too. Are you loosing pen-
cils?: loose is something too big—so if 
your pencils are too big use both hands 
to write. If you haven't got a pencil, 
walk into somebody's office and squat 
on tile desk, meanwhile upsetting ash 
trays, ink wells, etc. While everything 
is  in confusion and stuff, grab a couple 
of pencils and  an  eraser, and saunter 
away. You might step into the waste 
basket on the way out. just to be non-
chalant. Rocky. 



STORM CENTRE 
"Bad Luck Aletter," we're calling him these days. Did you hear about his trip 

to a London theatre the other night? In case you didn't, for heaven's sake let's 
give you the lowdown. The show was on and the house was dark. Pitch black, in 
fact. Al groped his way down the pit of blackness and somehow got all wrapped 
up with another fellow of his own loftiness. Aletter resorted to evasive tactics and 
finally broke away from the enemy after losing one windshield. We interviewed 
him immediately he returned to his squadron. "Aw! heck," said he, squinting at 
us. "Imagine it! TWO FEATURES, and there I sat, with only one serviceable 
eye!" We hate to rub it in, but it was only the other day that he bust a fifty-dollar 
watch. 
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111111 STORY_ 
Congratulations of the month fall up-on 

those neat and military shoulders of 
W01 Reilly. An R.A.F. man, loaned to 
this country by the British Government, 
he succeeds, not only in filling his post 
here, but in gaining the respect and good-
will of all who meet him. On September 
1st he became W01. Reilly. Our congrat-
ulations to this envoy of good-fellowship 
from the British Isles. Note to Britain: 
Send more l i ke him. we  love 'em. 

* * 
And to the new Corporals, namely: 

Bryans, :Metter, Silcox, Senechal, Sim-
kevitz and yours truly, congratulations. 
Now that you've got your hooks good 
and wet, let's get cracking. We read 
somewhere the other day that someone 
said it would take ten years to lick the 
Japs. Okay. Ten years or twenty years, 
let's lick 'em. Let's lick the whole 
bloomin' lot of them — the japs, the 
Wops and the Boches. lick 'em until 

CENT "r")1 N/ 

they haven't a leg to stand on and then 
lick 'em some more just to make sure 
that the score is even. Let's knock 'em 
down and grind them into the stinking 
mire they've made and from whence they 
sprang. Then we can wipe off our hands 
and go back to good old Canadian living. 

* * * 
Guess who is back with us! Quick, of 

all people. Corporal now. Just fresh 
from Overseas, he says that he likes 
Scotland better than England. We didn't 
argue with him. And it wasn't because a 
grandparent of ours was born and edu-
cated in -'Paisley, either. After all, the 
bonnie Highland lassie has been famous 
for generations. And Quick is quite the 
lady-killer. 

* * * 

Of course, it isn't an unusual thing for 
an Armourer to be a lady-killer. Why, 
just the other day a certain young Fin-
galitess was telling us that she thought 

Herb Wright was "cute." And Sammy 
Sklar gets second helpings at the Mess 
Hall when no one else can even get to 
first base. Ah, yes! Love has made short 
cuts through second desserts. before to-
day. But far be it from us to starve 
Sammy on this account. Besides, he's 
SOMeWhere hl the vicinity of common-
sense and twenty-one. 

* * 
A certain Sergeant Pilot in Gunnery is 

going to either wear high-heeled shoes 
or get a pair of stilts. At least, that's 
what we hear. We don't know why it is. 
But it invariably happens that some of 
the Armourers think he's a gunner. And 
that's no slant on the air-gunners. Woss! 
we are getting into deep waters; or the 
Pilots. Whew! that was a close one. 
Anyway, twice to date he has suffered a 
"balling out" and .up to now has gentle-
manly smiled and walked away. He 
walked up to a Boli with a seat pack on 
the other day, for instance, and the 
Armourer wanted to know how the devil 
he expected to crawl into a turret with 
that outfit on? Sergeant Pilot Marks 
merely smiled and climbed into the 
driver's scat. Armourer Barr almost 
passed out. 

* * * 
Fiddes went on a forty-eight to De-

troit. Like time to a lover, the hours 
were as minutes. There was a snag 
somewhere and the train came back 
minus Fiddes. Another Airman WHO 
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CAUGHT THE TRAIN told us that 
there was a young fellow in blues who 
had apparently been celebrating in De-
troit and slept beyond waking, in spite 
of the fact that the conductor — God 
bless him — dashed water in his face. 
There were no connections between this 
boy in blue and Fiddes. All the same, 
we smiled, wondering. 

* * * 

LAC Goyne was telling its that he 
takes the Observer home every month, 
and that Mrs. Goyne looks forward to it 
with no less fever than she looks for-
ward to Life, Time and such other 
nationally known tnags. (The Observer 
takes a bow, Mrs. Goyne. Thank you.) 

The lady who makes out our D.R.O.'s 
pauses to refresh us with a smile — AW1 
Irwin. How about a show at the Capitol? 

A 1,0, our fellow-airman informed us, the 
next-door neighbors borrow it. Their 
son trained in Fingal and, since his de-
parture into ovreseas service, has been 
reported missing. They like the Obser-
ver because they feel that they have a 
share in it. Folks, thank you. The 010 
server is glad and sorry—and proud. 

* * * 

Lest we forget, we have another bone 
to pick with Ye Editors. We've taken 
our bow, as they suggested in their note 
of last month (see Storm Centre column 
of September issue). But in spite of 
that, they still persist in printing 
"Storms" instead of "Storm" (see page 
2,  "Stall and Contributors," under the 
columnists' heading of the same issue). 
You may take a bow as soon as you are 
all squared away on this matter, Ye 
Editors. 

* * * 
We are the recipients of a peek at 

Wings Overseas, an R.C.A.F. (Torbay) 
publication. As a first issue, it seems to 
have got off at a nice start. Greetings, 
Torbay. Let's hear more from you. 
'Incidentally, see made note of the fact 
that "Moaner" Derrick and "Joe" Cun-
ningham, former Fingalites, have be-
come sergeants. Now, surely you two  

can put your heads together and knock 
out a column for your paper. Don't let 
Fingal down — or Torbay. (Note to tlw 
editors of Wings Overseas: Sergeant 
Cunningham can wield a pen very well. 
How about "joeing" him for a cartoon?) 
May we quote your Commanding Offi-
cer, Group Captain Gandy, and repeat, 
"MAKE GOOD"? 

* * * 

Our particular hate of the month is 
more or less reserved for that lean-faced, 
green-eyed, sour-pussed Prussian, Field 
Marshal Fedor von Bock, whose heart is 
as stone-cold as the Prussian fortress he 
was born in Cl years ago. Ever since he 
could squawk he has been bullying men 
into dying. Once it was  for  "The Em-
peror" and now it is for The Fuhrer"! 
He has hurled men to death by the 
thousands against brave Stalingrad. Bul-
lied and blinded, they are driven against 
Russian steel. Well, Bock, Old Soulless, 
the Fuhrer of you and your Fuhrer the 
better. 

* * * 

But, to switch back to pleasanter 
topics, we have the Women's Division 
with us. At least, part of it. And, boy! 
can they ever work. Take the Kennedy-
Meraw-Turner-Reynolds-Krroeker hook-
up in the Ammo department. They can 
belt like blazes. In fact, they can belt 
the ammo faster than the aircrew can 
shoot 'em off. And now AW Thomson'-
conic along to keep the equipment end 
on the up-and-up and break a certain red-
haired Armourer's heart into the bargain. 
We'll not mention any names, following 
the wisdom of Cicero, "that no man may 
be angry with us." But keep eyes 
peeled for steppers-out and our name out 
of this into the bargain. 

* * * 
Wedding bells did the doin's down 

'Windsor way October 1st. Sergeant 
Cunningham, mentioned in the bow to 
Torbay's "Wings Overseas," was second-
best man (groom) at the marriage of 
Miss Ethel Wraight of Marentette Ave-
nue, Windsor. We know for a fact that 
he was second-best, because we, ourself  

BOOZEY'S 
SHOE REPAIR 

Fine Shoe Repairs 

All Work Guaranteed 

322 Talbot St. 	St. Thomas 

VISIT  OUR 

SODA FOUNTAIN 
Try our delicious hot dogs. 

JOHNSON'S 
DRUG STORE 

(Opposite Capitol Theatre) 

had the honor of carrying the ring. Since 
- Joe"  (..uniongharn and we were bunk-
mat e s  and Thow-,oer,together,  NS th 
supper  at Mike . -- in t. Thorna, in the 
bargain,  it - tatoti to rca , on that We WISII 

"Joe" and his bride happii, , , at infin-
iturn. For W. D. readers  (in ca - c  there 
are any), the bride  lo.,k,„1 l oy ,i y . Good 

luck, folks. Good luck and God 
* * * 

We have the "Welcu, ,, -" 
out for several 'newrco, 
are Sgt. 1.111c 
overseas, WM', 

and Drink 
these gentlemei, 
ing. 	Meanwhil ,  

Here we have LAC Sillick well  armed 
with belts of ammunition. 

water's fine. And give us a hand to 
Old Hitler hell. 

* * * 

To steal a bit of stuff on Ben of 
ing Bits: Pilot Officer Kellman is torn 
between his Churchillian cigar and  use 
King's English. Said he the other day to 
the timekeeper, between pti'. 

are  we doing, high grevel Is 
* * * 

But that's not half so bad 
Joe Simkevitz came dashi, 
lion one cloudy day 
dropped down to the  N 

yelled, "Washing's flied 
thing we know, he'll be 
tail and takin:_ 

A toast to 
(lead and 
of their 
the would-be co, 
have sc.,  grimly witiistou. 
ta.-1;s of the Na.. - • 

vs-omen an,': 

Be sure to tell the merchant,  "I s, 
your ad, in the Observer." 



WHAT IS A DOUBLE PETUNIA? 
A petunia is a flower like a begonia; 
A begonia is meat like a sauceage; 
A sauceage and battery is a crime; 
Monkeys crime trees; 
Trees a crowd; 
The rooster crowd in the morning and 

made a noise; 
The noise is on the face like the eyes; 
The eyes is the opposite of the nays; 

.  A horse nays and has a colt; 
You have a colt and go to bed, 
And wake up  in  the morning with  double 

petunia,. 

Air  Force  Dress 
OXFORDS 

$4.00 	$5.00 	$6.00 

Agnew-Surpass 
Shoe Ak,re 	St. Thomas 

Seen from afar he  pleased 
her eye, 

At  closer quarters  . .  . 
MY, OH,  MY! 

You can avoid his  fate, 
my friend. 

You must  perspire, 
but don't  offend! 

Bath  tonight  with  LIFEBUOY 

FRav  la:40 70 70.F 

17.57-01PS  BC  
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"Ininicent abroad," Mark Twain might 
have said. had he seen AC Lessard work-
ing on a Boli the other day. Busy in his 
war with Hitler & Co. Lessard was 
climbing into the aircraft, when his foot 
slipped from off the step. Instinctively 
reaching out to save himself, Isis left 
hand caught the Flotation Release. 
Things then began to happen-FAST! 
There was an ominous hissing sound 
emanating front the port nascelle. A sec-
ond later the top of the,  nascelle flew off 
and a huge, yellow, snake-like thing 
leaped out and over Lessard's head to 
rest beside him on the hangar floor. Said 
Lessard when we interviewed him on the 
touchy subject: "I couldn't figure out 
what had happened. It was like a morn-
ing after the night before. The thing lay 
there, hissing like mad and growing 
bigger every minute." 

Verdict: For negligence, in that he did 
(accidentally) release a Dinghy front one 
of Flit Majesty's Aircraft: THREE 
DAYS C. II. 

* * * 

Which reminds us not to utter a word 
about Kalbfleisch and Rihbany, who 
pulled ripcords on their 'chutes while still 
on terra firma. Said Rihbany, "I dood it. 

dood it. I knowed I'd get a whippin'. 
But I dood it." As for Kalbfleisch, the 
last we saw of him he was having the 
devil's own time with a fiend of wind and 

The motto is: Count ten before you 
pull the ripcord-and be sure you are 
about six thousand feet UP! 

HEARD IN THE ADMIN, BUILDING 

P. 0. Bullied (when asked if he hurt 
himself after falling out of his chair): 
"No, but I sure made a h-I of a lot of 
noise, didn't I?" 

Sgt. McDonald: "Certainly you're my 
best girl, Greer!" 

Cpl. Ledingham: "Who's got any 
money?" 

Jean NleTageart: "Only 1:,t hours, 
minutes and 30 seconds until next week-
end." (Sigh). 

Mary McTaggart: "Hey, Bennett, look 
up I.AC So-and-So and tell me if he's 
married." 

Cpl. Earner: "I think he's cute!" 
AW1 Irwin: "I wish people would get 

their D.R.O. entries in on time." 
LAW Bennett: "If I have to look at 

another Nonimal Roll, I'll go nuts!" 
Cpl. Bechtel: "Never again!" 
LAC Cramer: "Hello, beautiful!" 
AC1 Clarke: "Anybody got four good 

tires to give away?" 
F. L. Lane: "These cigars are the only 

things that keep me going." 
Awl McMurphy (speaking to P. O. 

Bullied): "Yes, ma'am!" 
AW1 Greer: "Good joke!" 
.AW2 McKay: "-and he wants  to 

marry me!" 
W01 Thorpe: "Ross, go get me a 

coke!" 
AW2 McDevitt: "I've just got to have 

this forty-eight!" 
ANNTI Sickles: "What a man! I'm so-o-o 

happy!" 
AW1 Corbett: "Another parcel from 

home!" 
ES. Cyster: "Don't stick your throat 

out!" 
F. L. Plowright (walking into Central 

Registry while Cpl. Ledingham was 
coughing): "You'd better look after that 
or we'll have to buy a kennel for it!" 

Sgt. Everett: "What a mess; What a 
mess!" 

F. L. Gilrnore: "Well, I guess it's time 
for me to call Edna again!" 

MEMBERS OF PICKLE BARREL 
CLUB WHO OBTAINED 

DIRECT HITS 
Course 59 Air Bombers 

R125369 Williams, J. l).- 3 hits (chief 
Pickle Barrel man, name on shield). 

GB1331.838 Justice, D.-1 hit. 
GB1348989 Blair, D. C..- 1 hit. 

GI31503043 Lawton, E. E.-1 hit. 
R115468 LAC Harris, E. C.-2 hits. 
GB1145412 Mulligan, :M.-1 hit. 
GB1527436 Dunn, G.-1 hit. 
GB1042353 Hutchinson, W. G.-1 hit. 
G131388618 Cooper, VV. G. - I hit. 
GI31236800 Herbert, R. J.-1 hit. 
R133760 Cairns, J. G.-2 hits. 
G81338105 Walke, W. A.-2 hits. 
GB1271008 Anderson, F. V.-1 hit. 
R135048 Gordon, J. P. C.-1 hit. 
GB1082231 Sweeting, T.-1 hit. 
GB1394069 Paton, E. H.-1 hit. 
R117318 Fischer, A. A.-1 hit. 
GB1091325 Conlon, J. R.-1 hit. 
GB1337925 Griffin, D. N.- 2 hits. 
G111345215 Brown, J. T.-1 hit. 
GB1476467 Stott, M. W.-2 hits. 
R136041 Maw, C. C.-1 hit. 
G111317702 Hopkins, D.-1 hit. 
R101913 Sharpe, H. J.-1. hit. 

Course 60 Air Bombers 
R86640 Douglas, A. l3. (chief Pickle 

Barrel man, !time on shield)-4 hits. 
NZ41194 MacPhail, A. C. A.-3 hits. 
R133638 Capin, E. B.- 2 hits. 
NZ416648 Tong, H.-2 hits. 
GB1386576 Letley, S. H.-2 hits. 
GB1385915 Prior, J. A.-2 hits, 
GB1577370 Pearson, G. H.- 1 hit. 
GI31336553 Richards, R. H.-1 hit. 
GI31338869 Andrews, F. G.-1 hit. 
NZ416643 Pullyn, P. H.-1 hit. 
R131001 Plenderleith, J.-1 hit. 
R136138 Bawden, J. D.-1 hit. 
11135035 Browne, D. J.-1 hit. 

SQUADRON LEADER MASSEY, 
President of the Fingal Observer Com-
mittee and Senior Equipment Officer in 
charge of all supply and stores on this 
Station. His section is featured in this 
issue, with pictures and a detailed ac-
count of his various sub-sections. 

EQUIPMENT SECTION 
The importance of equipment in the 

training and operational functions of the 
Royal Canadian Air Force demands a 
smooth -working and efficient equipment 
organization. To achieve this, to ensure 
the most effective use of the equipment 
Provided, and to prevent waste, there 
must be the closest possible co-operation 
between equipment and accountant offi-
cers, flight and section commanders. This 
co-operation will ensure the satisfactory 
servicing of the flights. It is therefore 
essential that all officers concerned be 
familiar with the workings of the equip-
ment organization. 

, Senior Equipment Officer 
The Senior EquiPment Officer is re-

sponsible to his Commanding Officer for 
the receipt, care, maintenance and safe 
custody while in store and issue of all 
R.C.A.F. equipment; whether it be solid 
fuels, gasoline and oil, airframe and en-
gine parts, clothing, barrack equipment, 
rations or major equipment; in other 
words, everything from a washer to an 
aircraft. He is to carry out the duties 
assigned to him in C. A. P. 15 Vol. 1 
Equipment Instructions (the storekeep -
ers '  Bible), and also in Equipment Ad-
ministration Orders and such other reg-
ulations as 'nay be issued by Headquar-
ters from time to time. 

The S. E. 0. of this unit is Squadron 
Leader NV.  E.  Massey, who hails from 
down East, where they tnodestly boast 
of their bathing*  beaches, fish, lobsters, 
oysters and other sea foods. 

The assistant S. E. 0. is Flying (III
A. T. Milliken, from Flirt Flon, Mani- 
toba, where, as it was reported in our 
last issue, that a sealskin could be pur-
chased for a pound of tobacco (Elgin 
County?). " Alex" , as he is known by, is 
in charge of non-tech. stores • and has 
taken a keen interest in seeing that the 

men are properly clothed and that. their 
boots are not run down at the heels. 
the boys do not take proper care of their 
equipment, "Alex" fills out that fartion• 
E-26, which means "pay up." He is just 
getting back for the number of times 
that he and the Squadron Leader have 
knocked over the black skittles. 

The Senior N. C. 0. of the equipment 
section is Flight Sergeant J. C. Wallis, 
who pitched his tent around Ottawa for 
many years. "Jimmie" is quite an ath-
lete, starring in hockey (must have taken 
after his famous cousin, Squadron Leader 
"Punch" Broadbent), football, boxing 
and, not to say the least, golf - easy 
pickings, eh, what! Flight is always on 
the beam and, to tell the truth, knows 
nearly all the answers. 

One of the key men in equipment who 
has many a headache wondering where 
all the barrack furniture and equipment 
is located and if same is on inventory, is 
Mr. J.  S. McCullogh, the Barrack Officer. 
He  handles everything front soap to 
wardrobes. Mr. McCullogh is ably as-
sisted by Cpl. F. Shanks, a new arrival 
On this Station from Guelph, LAC's 
Sosowski, Bennett, AW2 Arnst and Mr. 
Martell. 

The Equipment organization is divided 
into various groups or sections, and to 
go into detail of the duties each performs 
would fill a book; however, we will give 
a brief digest of each group: 

Provisioning Section  -  In charge of 
Cpl. E. S. Lacy, assisted by AW1 "Brid-
get" Wilson and Miss M. Blakey. This 
section looks after all demands front the 
various flights or sections of the Station, 
either demanding through depots or by 
local purchase. 

I. and R. Section - This section is in 
charge  of Cpl. D. W. Peckham (who 

What a  Ufa 

.1  uui 	WC11  011 the bowling alleys), a 
cd by LAC Stephenson,  anfl MY. 
Alt equipment which is  received and 
leaves the Station must go  through th 

and R.  for proper crating. Pact 

	

 with vouchers,  awl rau  iu:c 	f 
transport warrants. 

Tech. Stores ("A" Group)-This gr f.P 
handles electrical equipment, hangar and 
workshop equipment, photographic, ar-
mament and radio equipment along with 
all small tools, in addition to airframe 
and engine spares and major equipment. 
The N.C.O. in charge of this group is 
Segeant W. L. Campbell, who is a real 
good  equipment assistant. Sergeant 
Campbell is assisted by .,ANNT 1 
and LAC French, who are well trained in 
taking  care of major equipment. 

"THREE JOES" 
It may seem tough, but these  Airmen 

may have their uniforms cleaned and 
pressed at Montgomery Cleaners, with 
compliments of Mr. Montgomery. Call 
at the 4 Y" office, boys. 

Tech. Stores ("C" Group)  -  Handles 
Aviation and M. T. Gasoline and Lubri-
cating Oils, A. G. S. parts, paints, M. T. 
equipment, etc. LAC F. Bearman is in 
charge, assisted by A\'1 Moffatt and 
LAC "Red" Taylor. in addition to the 
above equipment handled in this group, 

it is  their duty  ho  look after the custody 
amt  disposa.1 of scrap of all kinds which 
is essential  to  our war effort. 

Clothing Stores - Under the supervi-
sion of Flying Officer Milliken, the Sen-
ior N.C.O. in charge of clothing  stores, 
is Sergeant M. (Little Beaver) Strometski, 
assisted by LAC's Norman, Dodds, Air-
women Hastie. Acres and Sheppard. This 

Two Mary's from Vancouver gone but not forgotten-two  of a kind. 
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FIRE HALL 
NEWS 
by 

-  JOKEY SMOE,  the Fire Eater 
These melancholy days, 'tis true, 
C. make some people really blue; 
'But now, I'm happy through and through, 
So I'll let you in on it, too. 

Yes, melancholy days are here, 
But I just grin from ear to ear; 
I've looked it up, it's all quite clear, 
The schedule says I work this year. 

So, melancholy days, away, 
And let us all feel bright and gay. 
Then, if at Christmas here we stay, 
We'll "whoop 'er up" on New Year's Day. 

Having had Flight Lieutenant L. J. 
Bishop, the Command Fire Prevention 
Officer, on the Station to test our sec-
tion, we thought it might be interesting 
to let you know a little about it. 

It isn't so much the turnout that we 
made, because that's our work, but it is 
the co-operation of all the others con-
cerned and connected with the fire con-
trol party which deserves appreciation. 
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group handles all clothing, boots, shoes 
and personal accessories. 

Publications—Introducing in the north-
west corner of No. 5 Hangar. A W Thor-
sen, who has recently taken over charge 
of this important post,ItO person in 
charge of publications must he on his toes 
all the time, keeping up with the times, 
seeing that all publications :snit forms are 
demanded in acconlance with instructions 
that are received from time to time. 

Aside from Main Stores, 1.AC Syme, 
ACt Moran aml AW Dowswell arc as-
signed to equipment posts with Mainten-
ance 	It is their duty to raise de- 
inamls on Nlain Stores for equipment re-
quired for servicing and maintaining air- 

Signing out. Going to a show, girls? 
Drop around and well give you passes 
to the Capitol Theatre. 

craft. In the Armament Section, AW 
Thomson is in charge of Armament 
equipment and supplies. 

Winding up the personnel of the 
Equipment Section, our hats are off to 
AWI. C. W. Baldwin, who wears out more 
typewriters than any other stenographer 
on the Station, seeing that the S. E. 0.'s 
mail goes out on time. Slow down. Bald-
win, the S. 0. is getting writer's cramp 
Irons signing letters. 

GUARD HOUSE NEWS 
lt is with sad regret  I  write this edition, 

as many of us are being posted from here. 
To those who haven't heard the good 

news. these are the names of the Ggstapo 
on posting: 

Sgt. Dick, who has been here for a year 
and a half; Cpl. MacWilliam and Cpl. 
Ross. the old-timers of the Station, for 
they arrived when the Station was in the 
making — 194o. The remainder, Cpl. 
Stewart, Cpl. Nowell, Cpl. MacDonald, 
are new, i n  one sense of the word, but 
are well-known and liked. We, the boys 
who are leaving. will take this time to 
say our farewell to the boys who are left 
on the Station and to the boys of our 
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own section;  we  will  say  good-bye for 
now as we hope to see you all, and we 
hope that it may be ottr good fortune to 
be posted back again to Fingal, which is, 
we think, one of the best Air Force Sta-
tions in Canada. 

To F70  sohier, our  D .A. p . m .. 	w i s h 

him all the success, who is, in Air Force 
slang, "tops," and we all sincerely wish in 
time to come, that it !night he our good 
fortune to have him in charge of us again. 
Goo(1 luck, Sir! 

I know in our own minds we will miss 
all our rides in the lots with George 
Church who, in spite of the bus, sang its 
many a lullaby on the return to camp. 
Keep that "auld" bus a-rolling, George! 

Remodelled for Your Service. 

October, 1942 

There are so many good things to say 
about Fingal and all the gang that makes 
us choke up when -we think about it all, 
but memories of this last year and a half 
will last in our minds in years to come. 

To all our friends in St. Thomas and 
surrounding places who may have the 
good fortune to see this article, linty w e 
say "adieu" and hope sic shall see you all 
again. I can't seem to be able to write 
any more, so to all of the Station we wist, 
you all the success in the world, and till 
we meet again, we'll say "good-bye now." 

FLASH: Sgt. Dick and Cpl. Ross will 
not be leaving for a while, as their post-
ings were cancelled, so I will say to them, 
"Keep a-laughin' and a-scratchire." 

Prompt and Courteous  Service 

Here we arc again, folks,  and  if you 
can stand it, we don't mind.  Especially 
when we are on the receiving  end of  the 
kind of sttgar the Editors pay off with. 

I casually mentioned to a friend of 
mine that I had joined the noble ranks 
of magazine columnists. He patted me 
on the head and sadly remarked, "INhat 
a downright pity, when you were doing 
-so well in the Air Force." Wait till he 
discovers that I get paid for it. (Well, at 
any rate, I did once.) 

Honestly, folks, there's nothing to it. 
You just go into a trance (in my case it 
isn't necessary), and dash, or run off a 
few hundred words (a run is a hundred-
word dash, and vice versa), then leave 
the results of your journalistic endeavors 
with Mr. Jay Shaver. 

That worthy gentleman immediately 
hikes up to the Firehall, grabs himself a 
big armful of asters and starts plucking 
out the petals one by one. This sure-fire 
method of elimination ig the means of 

. determining whether you are, or not, a 
lucky winner. 

But next month it will be entirely dif-
ferent, because I have pulled up all the 
asters. Mr. Shaver will be so upset, he 
will most likely give every contributor, 
contestant, columnist, and even the Edi-
tors a prize. So if you have missed out 
in the previous issues, don't get discour-
aged, but keep sending in your news 
items, etc., and you'll be sure to win. 
Speaking of asters, and the other flowers 
planted around the Fireball, the credit 
belongs to your former Fire Chief, F/Sgt. 
Barr. He slid the work of planning and 
planting, while we in the section have 
enjoyed watering, weeding, and keeping 
the place looking as nice as possible. 
And being a very optimistic little guy,  iv 
are already laying out plans for our gar-
den design next year. (D.A.P.S., please 
note.) 

The Fireman's Lament 

Oh  melancholy days  are  here, 
With rain and snow  and  weather  drear. 

Will  someone whisper in our  ear, 
Do we get Christmas leave this year? 

Oh melancholy days is right, 
The frost killed all the flowers in sight, 
And I'm not sure, at least not quite, 
If 111 be home on Christmas Night. 
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In the first place, ii was a ''Si!!:!! 
Alarm."  Absolutely no 	c in this 
lion knew if or when -it was coming. 
try and set down in their approxi: 
order, the happenings and times as 
ly as possible. 

13`2.S hrs.- The C.F.P.O. quirtly walk ,  
into an empty Motor ran  ,port gara ,4e, 
lights up a smoke generator and wait-
till it really gets 

1330 hrs.- He tells the first per-on hc 
sees, "There's a fire in the garage; phon, 
the Fire Department."  Corporal Wil-
liams telephones and gives orders for all 
vehicles to be moved away from the 
vicinity of the fire. The  switchboard con-
tact, the Fireball, and then start, the fire 
siren. 

1330 hrs., 30 seconds- -  The Tir, truck 
leaves the Fireball with the crew fully 
dressed in coats, boots and helmets. In-
cidentally, yours truly was almost  left . 

behind, but somehow managed to find 
riding room. 

The next following events all happen 
in  about the same time: 

The duty pumphouse operator starts up 
the auxiliary fire pump to bring the 
pressure up to at least 65 pounds. He is 
notified by a gong which rings when the 
siren starts,. 

Sgt. Leadston posts the Station Secur-
ity Guard (Armed Party) to stand watch 
over  the hangars, etc. 

The Duty Watch fire picket, who has 
been trained as an extra fire crew, lea, 
their work and start for the fire at 11 
"double." 

1331 hrs.-The  fire truck  arrives at tls 
M.  T. section after  laying a  line of hose 
from the  hydrant  at the  corner of Bishop 
and Long  Streets. At about this time, 
the  Fire Chief is  heard to heave a big 
sigh of relief, because from the amount 
of smoke showing, he thought he really 

Squadron:Ldr. Massey and his full staff of equipment workers. They have 
it. but you try and get it. 

DIANA SWEET SHOP 

Here's the grandaddy of them all. Perhaps some of the boys at Fingal get a 
kick out of flying Ansons and Bolis. But how would you like to take a flip in this? 
Weight 1100 pounds first aeroplane flown in London vicinity. Hold your hats, 
boys here we go!.. 



Vt. 	 ' 

Hey, Joe! Do you feel yourself slipping? 

You too will enjoy-. 

/Varvtiditio 

FINGAL R. C. A. F. OFFICERS 
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Weekly for Short Periods. 
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had his hands full. 13ut now he is pretty 
sure that the smoke tastes the same as 
that given off by the generators used for 
gas mask drill. 

13:H hrs., 30 seconds  —  The nozzle is 
connected and the water turned on. 'The 
C.F.P.O. orders two men to put on gas 
masks and remove the smoke pot. He 
also orders the tire picket, who are lined 
UP, waiting orders. to fetch up a hose 
reel, and lay in another line of hose. 

The ambulance arrives, as do the offi-
cers concerned, (Command Officer, Ad-
ministration Officer, 1). A. P. M. Works 
and Buildings Officer, Adjutant, Senior 
Duty Officer. N.C.O., Service Police, etc. 

1332 hrs.— TWO firemen have donned 
masks and brought out the "cause of it 
all," on a shovel. 

1332 hrs., 30 seconds—The fire picket 
lays in the second line, which is always 
necessary to back up the first one. 

1333 hrs.  —  The C.F.P.O. orders the 
"All Clear" sounded on the siren, and 
everybody goes back to their normal 
work. 

The Fire Chief is seen to smile again, 
as the C.F.P.O. tells him it was a verv 
good test, and that everyone who took 
part did an excellent job. 

P.S.— All the above fractional times 
were recorded on the Fire Prevention 
Officer's stop watch. 

We hope you never have to do this: 
If a person has to escape front a btu', 

ing building through a window without 
the aid of a rope, sheets, or like material 
tied together, he should never jump front 
the window. He should sit on the win-
dow ledge, facing outwards, with his feet 
and legs outside, then turn over onto his 
stomach and slide out until he is grip-
ping the window sill with his fingers, and 
then let go. The drop will be lessened 
by the length and reach of the body, that 
is, if a person can reach up to a height 
of seven feet, and had to drop from a 
window twenty feet above the ground, 
the danger of injury would be accord-
ingly reduced because the actual drop 
would be only thirteen feet. The legs 
should be held fairly close together, let-
ting the weight come on both feet at 
once. The knees should be slightly drawn 
up so the body will fall as limply as 
possible. The danger in jumping fr-om a 
window, even at a height of 10 or  12  feet 
above ground, lies in the fact that in 
most cases a person will land in a sitting 
position. This usually means serious in-
jury to the back, or to the head if thrown 
violently backward. If, however, you are 
called upon to jump into a life-saving 
net, there is only one correct way. Try 
to land in the net "sitting down," with 
the arms and legs spread out: 

And so. this is J. Smoe saying so long. 
but reminding you that the words "lame" 
and "cripple" always go together. So, if 
a fire is started by a careless lame-brain, 
this Station's whole war effort is  sure to 
be crippled. 

Just Jottings 
This is (a ,  this is being written) Fire 

Prevention Week, all over Canada and 
the United States, so Mrs. Smoe's little  

boy Joe would like to say. just this; If all 
the people who cause suffering to others 
because of their carelessness with fire 
were laid end to end, it would serve them 
damn well right. 

Corporal Dickens and LAC "Silent 
John" Gunski have returned from four-
teen days' leave. It is rumored that the 
City of Winnipeg is expected to be back 
to normal again soon, so the boys must 
have enjoyed themselves. ' 

We didn't get any personal enquiries 
regarding our generous offer in la, 
month's issue, but one chap wrote us and 
asked —well, read it for yourself: 
Dear Joe; 

I don't want your identification card to 
scare any kiddies, as, it happens I'm a 
bachelor. But if your picture is that bad, 
please just send ine the serial number Ott 

a piece of paper, as I only want to scare 
the daylights out of the bulldog next 
door. Your truly, A. C. Wun. 

.And then there was the Flight Ser-
geant's wife who was a firm believer in 
economy. She celebrated her thirty-fifth 
birthday with only twenty-four candles 
on the cake. 

Heard at a Sergeants' mess meeting: 
"If we could only shoot the buck that is 
being continually passed around here, 
we could eat venison instead of beef." 

G. I. S. SQUADRON 
Well, here I am with my small contri 

bution to the Fingal Observer, if for no 
other reason than to get the Editor out 
of my hair. Not having been very long 
here and having spent all my time in the 
service until now on non-flying stations, 
it's really a revelation to see how all the 
different units here co-operate to do the 
one job we are all here to do, and that's 
"Keep 'Fan Flying." Speaking of flying, 
and having had a few Imps since I came 
here, I must congratulate the station on 
having a fine, capable group of pilots, 
but some of them must have been steeple- 
chase riders the way they hop those 

Flt/Sgt. Guse of non-public accounts. 

hedges, and this is the first time I knew 
it was possible to fish from a plane.  . 

"No Pushing, Please" 
"I'm hungry," he said, and he crawled out 

of bed anti polished his buttons and 
boots. 

"I'm hungry," he muttered, and the shav-
ing soap sputtered as he pulled out 
his beard by the roots. 

"I'm hungry," he began, as he galloped 
and ran, and rushed out the Bunk 
House door. 

"Oh, man," he sighed, and darn nearly -
died, as he saw the line down the 
road. 

He gazed at the mob, anti choked back a 
sob as he saw the length of the line; 

It twisted and turned and his stomach 
burned at the time he must wait in 
line. 

He stepped into place and the look on 
his face would have caused any child 
to scream, 

Anti the words that he said would have 
raised the dead, as lie muttered like 
one in a dream. 

"If I'd known I was rating a lifetime of 
waiting, I'd darn well have stayed in 
bed; 

The trouble I've endured to make me 
assured of getting this face  of  mine 
fed; 

I'm through it at last and breakfast is 
past and I've ditched my plate, fork 
and spoon, 

But isn't it h-1 when you know very well 
you'll do it all over at noon!? 

Be sure to tell the merchant, "I saw 
your ad. in the Observer." 

HEADQUARTERS 

STOP  —  don't turn another page — 
don't glance at another column  —  don't 
even read another word! That is, of 
course, UNTIL you have read this, And 
I think you might just as well, you know. 
After all, it's all going towards the war 
effort —and then, again, the magazine IS 
free, But enough frivolity and foolish-
ness. We have a jolt to be done. 

Speaking of jolts  —  that fellow that 
works down at the Recreation Hall cer-
tainly knows how to assign jolts. Believe 
me—don't ever get in his path when he's 
out looking! Just a gentle warning, my 
friends. 

'There I was working— quite unsus-
pecting at my job in C. R.— when who 
should come in but Jay himself. That 
bright, beaming smile and those glisten-
ing eyes are positively irresistible. And 
so I was caught. Before I knew it I 
found myself editing a column for Head-
quarters on all the latest dirt and scandal 
from this very important section of this 
fair Station. However, it must be done, 
and that is that. 

It seems whenever any of the per-
sonnel come into Headquarters, they 
automatically head in the direction of 
Accounts. I wonder why? Could be 
money has a hold on them? But to get 
down to more serious matters. We are 
sorry to say that this section has just 
lost one of its most valued N.C.O.'s to 
that wonder spot of Canada — Gander 
Bay. They say that this particular 
N.C.O.'s slogan is "wine, women and 
song"— but alas! I am sore afraid it will 
only be "wine" (if that much) from now 
on. Anyway, we wish you all the best 
of luck, Beck, on your new posting. What  

a reunion you and R,al Smith will have. 
I'll bet we'll be able to hear you down 
her, 

We have a wonderful advertisement for 
Eno's fruit salts in our dear old Orderly 
Room. He comes in every morning — 
it never fails—holding Isis head with one 
hand and guiding his not too certain feet 
with the other, and saying in such a for-
lorn tone — "never again, never again." 
What's the trouble, Serge?* you're not 
slipping, are you? And such an experi-
enced gentleman as you, too! 

Our poor old Headquarters seems to 
be losing a lot of its valued members. 
Just a short while ago we said good-bye 
to Flight Sergeant Ellis. We shall miss 
the co-operative atmosphere that used to 
surround this place while he was here. A 
superlative character, indeed. (But what 
is the point?— I can't see it!) However, 
No 1 T. C., Toronto, will be the gaining 
station. Our best wishes go with you, 
Flight— and please don't ask "why." 

Well, my friends, it seems that we have 
covered what little scandal there is to be 
covered around here. Perhaps when I 
am more educated in the art of journal-
ism I can include some "little bits" on 
our officers and our one and only, jovial, 
Station 'warrant officer. Who knows  — 

they say practice makes perfect. 

Do come up and see us sometime—up 
here in Headquarters. Such a happy 
bunch of workers (?) at all times. But 
take my advice and come up soon after 
pay day— then you'll see us as our nat-
ural selves,. 

Bye, now 

 sure to tell the merchant, "I saw 
your ad. in the Observer." 

Wedding bells again, this time for 
"Mickey" Calhoun. Here he is pictured 
with his beautiful bride. Congratulations, 
"Mickey." 
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'THE WORKS' FROM WORKSHOPS 
guys and gals! This isn't my very 

first attempt at columnizing, but it's been 
such a long time I'm afraid you shall 
have to excuse the too numerous errors. 

Our Station Workshop has rightly 
earned the name of "The Shame of 
Cupid." These last few months no less 
than five members of the staff, namely, 
Messrs. Richards, Stewart and Calhoun 
have - taken the plunge inside of five 
weeks, and two more, namely Dowell 
and White, are slated to walk the aisle 
in short order. Could it be that the "Out 
of Bounds" notices so prominently dis-
played all over Workshops have their 
origin in the belief that this marital craze 
is contagious? Our genial Medical Offi-
eers are at a loss to commit themselves 
definitely in either direction, so we are 
told. 

We notice our "Little Boy Blues" of 
Workshops are very wary of making dates 
with the feminine sex these days. Due, 
no doubt, to a certain cute W. D. in our 
midst who must have "smartened up" in 
double-quick time. Somehow or other 
she just never got to the appointed time 
and place. Could be she was detailed for 
duty,- but, at any rate, hats off to our 
W. D's. Your division is getting more 
"hep" day by day. Maybe you would 
have better luck with "civey" girls, 
fames. Don't forget to let us know, but 
make it non-fiction, please. We've heard 
so much about that "I beat 'em off with 
both hands," but how about some proof? 

'Two promotions have come to mem-
bers of our little production plant, in the 
persons of LAC's Grove and Brooks. 
"Congrats" to you, gentlemen, and while 
the hooks are still shiny, why not make 
yourselves unique and leave on the cover-
alls, hooks or no. No digs, just a sug-
gestion. 

Tomorrow night will be a memorable 
one in the hearts and minds of our Work- 

shops personnel in the form of a get-
together in the Airiness canteen to wish 
"good luck thousandfold" to our amiable 
N.C.O. in charge, FiSgt. Bellman. By 
the time this goes to press, our "Flight" 
will be on an administration course in 
Trenton. The personnel of the shop are 

truly sorry' to see Flight-Sergeant Bell-
man go, for I feel that I can speak for 
us all when I say his stay with us, though 
fairly short, has beets pleasant for every 
man. Mark this association on the hall 
of fame in the R. C. A. F., a senior N.C.O. 
who has efficiently run a complete sec-
tion and had the full co-operation and 
fellowship of every man under his juris-
diction. "Flight" Bellman has seen many 
years' service in the armed services of 
the Army, R. A. F. and R. C. A. F., but 
we don't believe he's ever handled a body 
of men better than he has us. We hear 
he will return `to this Station after his 
course, but in another section. We envy 
the men who will work under him. 

"Familiar Shop Talk" 
Guess who the men are who's favorite 

sayings are: 
1. "You don't mean that you love me!" 

2. "Well, Daisy Moe!" 

3. "First gimme back my civey suit!" 
4. "You should see the one I met at 

Port." 
5. "Oh, dash it'!' (That's the truth.) 
6.. "Got a new one in Windsor, and 

she loves me." 
That's all for this edition, dear readers. 

I'll be you aren't sorry. 

Your correspondent, 

"Snoop" Calhoun. 

DRAMATICS 

With the first meeting on October 1st 
of the newly founded Dramatic Club, a 
hobby that I have long admired, has 
come into being at Fingal. By calling it 
a hobby, I am doing it a great injustice, 
for as we understand the word it means 
an occupation for one's own amusement, 
but while acting fufills that term, it still 
affords entertainment and amusement for 
others. 

Many people seem to think that there 
is something "sissified" about acting or 
being an actor. Let me &spell that 
thought right at the outset. Acting, di-
recting or playwriting is, like anything 
else, what you alone make it. I'm sure 
no one would call Clark Gable or Gary 
Cooper sissies, to their face anyway, and 
expect to remain healthy. I belong to a 
Drama Guild that has been in existence 
eleven years, and amongst its members 
we numbered a Dominion champion ama-
teur wrestler, a professional prize-fighter 
(no, he wasn't slap-happy), a truck driver 
and four lads who are now Commandos 
overseas. Acting is one of those hobbies 
that give you more out of it than you 
can possibly put into it. 

I have often been told by envious 
friends who, after seeing one of our 
plays, remarked that they would be as 
happy as a lark if they had that kind of 
talent, and iTOW wonderful it was to be 
able to get up there and hold an audi-
ence. I have always told them that was 
utter nonsense, because no matter who 
you are, or what your work, or how well 
or poorly educated you are, you can't 
help but be a "born" actor. Naturally 
some are better than others, but every- 

one has it in their blood, perhaps some 
of it inherited, but mostly acquired. 

To give at; example, the -Orderly Ser-
geant walks over to you and asks, "I see 
you are 23 and minutes late getting 
into barracks. WHY?" You tell him 
there was a snowstorm, the train was 
late, the bus got stuck, and you mistook 
the time because your watch was slow 
(when you know very well that you just 
hated to say "good night"), but, if you 
convince him that you ARE telling the 
truth, then you're a good actor. 

Similarly, there are not very many 
people who can get up before a group of 
people and make a fluent and well round-
ed speech unless they- have practiced the 
art long and arduously. 

In my humble opinion, being a good 
actor or actress requires ninety per cent 
work and sweat, and ten per cent talent. 
In that way it is unlike sculpturing and 
drawing. There you must have the ability 
or you can never be good at it. 

If anyone were to hand me a long book 
and say, memorize it, I would look at 
them as if they had taken leave of their 
senses, yet I could and did take part in 
a few three-act plays, and although I 
wasn't letter perfect, I didn't ball up any 
cues and the play went through st -noothly 
enough, and a three-act play is many a 
time as long or longer than a complete 
book. I have always been notorious for 
a bad memory and yet training in short 
plays gradually made it possible for me 
to attempt something longer and harder. 
It can be the same for anyone, because 
it seems to make the tough work entailed 
feel like lots of fun and you really 
enjoy it. 

The other benefits to be derived are too 
numerous to explain in detail, but scen-
ery builders, carpenters, electricians, 
stage managers, technicians, costume de-
signers and manufacturers, and make-up 
specialists, all learn something new every 
play, whether they are amateurs or ex-
perts, and get a great big kick out of 
overcoming the difficulties that always 
present themselves. 

If, after reading this, you still think 
you can't act, come along and be con-
vinced, and if you know you can act, 
come along and help prove to the others, 
they can, too. F/I. O'Reilly, .MATI. Shep-
pard or jay Shaver will be happy to wel-
come you among them. 

Y. W. C. A. 
The Y. W. is here, and here we stay, 

from ten in the morning throughout the 
long day. 

Our House is cheery, restful and gay. 
We feed the hungry and the  tired Ave 
turn not away. 

We welcome your friends,  relatives  and 
you; in fact, "there ain't  nuthin' " see 
cannot do. 

Our needles we ply to mend your 
clothes, and sew on buttons whilst we 
listen to your woes. 

We excel in sewing on "Crops." ' , ut 
brother, you mend your own socks. 

We arrange Home Hospitality in any 
locality; Sunday night suppers for those 
on their uppers. 

We cater for your wedding or emer-
gency overnight bedding, for your wife 
or lady friend. 

We help you find rooms,  apartments 
or houses for your kiddies and spouses. 

Your problems, with us, vanish with-
out fuss. —Hostess House. 
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This quartet of senior N.C.O.'s were on the "all out program" held in the Sergeants' Mess recently. Can't you just tell 
by the expressions that a good time was had by all? They are Sgt/Mjr. Hawley, Flt/Sgt. Rehanty, Flt/Sgt. Peterson and 
Sgt. Miller. The latter two are supposed to be singing a hymn? 

This smiling group of gentlemen are known as our Per manent Security Guard and protect you while you slumber. 
Couldn't you inveigle that bugler on the left to let us do more of it? 
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BREAKFAST INTERLUDE 
An alarm clock is not exactly in the 

category of being one of man's best 
friends, and coupled with a chronic hang-
over— the two are definitely on the not 
wanted" list, by most active young men. 

But it was under these circumstances 
that Freddie Blackmore was safely deliv-
ered from the tender embrace of Mother 
Sleep and noted to his intense disgust 
that both hands had assumed a perpen-
dicular position. 

But for once in his lifetime Freddie 
answered this urgent clanging immedi-
ately. Why, you ask.. Well. the fact was 
that on this glorious April the sixth, 1940, 
Freddie had been called upon to enter 
His Majesty's Air Force and serve for 
the duration, etc. To be honest, Freddie 
was neither excited nor even keen on 
the prospect, and knew sufficiently of 
aircraft to enter one by the door—but 
there the education accumulated by our 
worthy friend ceased abruptly. 

"Whatever induced that grey-headed 
guy that I could be a pilot will he one of 
the mysteries of my age," were Freddie's 
comments when recounting the experi-
ence to his friends. 

In fact, to Freddie. the whole thing 
was somewhat of a ghostly miscarriage 
of judgment. 

You see, after knocking around the 
world and doing pretty much as he willed 
— Freddie had passed the age when ex-
citement and adventure seemed the be all 
and end all of life. 

He had definitely grown up on his own. 
His parents were good folk — had sent 
him to the best of schools, etc., spent lots 
and lots of money on him, but their own 
particular circle of friends and trend of 
living had ofttimes sent them to one cor-
ner of the globe whilst Freddie was 
learning his nursery rhymes in another. 
He had on occasion remarked that as  

much as he .respected his mother and 
father, no one on earth could expect him 
to love them as a son should, for the 
simple reason that he had not seen them 
sufficiently to really know them. Hard, 
maybe, but true. 

However, Freddie climbed rather re-
luctantly from his warm bed and grabbed 
a horrible multi-colored dressing gown 
which hung on the chair, put it on as if 
it was a cloak and started off in the di-
rection of the bathroom. 

Once bathed, shaved and dressed, the 
world usually adopts an entirely friendly 
atmosphere—and added to this the smell 
of eggs and bacon can oft transform a 
dull morning into a rosy dawn. 

"Good morning, Freddie," chorused the 
little group of five already seated at the 
table. 

"Good morning, folks," replied Fred-
die, and cheerfully kissed Mrs. Mack, 
who was the owner and landlady of this 
very cheerful little boarding-house. 

Freddie liked Mrs. Mack. In fact, if 
one had asked Freddie confidentially, he 
would have admitted that Mrs. Mack 
meant more to him than probably anyone 
else in the world. She was a buxom 
woman, and from the moment Freddie 
had said to her, "Is triat right you have 
room for another boarder," Mrs. Mack's 
life seemed to have been given another 
extra enjoyment which makes that little 
difference between existing and living. 
No one else kissed Mrs. Mack "good 
morning," but strangely enough no one 
either condemned or commented on 
Freddie's doing so. They all liked and 
respected her and somehow or other a 
very warm and comforting friendship 
had sprung up between the four other 
boarders and Mrs. Mack and, of course, 
Freddie. 

"What time does your train leave, 
Freddie?" enquired one boarder. 

"Round about 10.30, front Charing 
Cross," replied Freddie, "but I've got lots 
of time, although I thought I'd come 
down early to breakfast in order to say 
good-bye to you all at once and thus save 
myself lots of time in writing and ex-
plaining how sorry I was I missed saying 
good-bye to you all of course, that 
I'm really sorry to see the back of these 
ugly faces that have been haunting my 
domestic abode for these past two years 
—in fact, I shall be glad to shake hands 
with another face." 

"Oh, Freddie— there's a telegram for 
you—I should have given it to you last 
night —but I don't think you would have 
read it anyway" — it was Mrs. Mack 
speaking, and she had rather reddish 
rings round her eyelids this morning — 
but maybe it was the steam from cooking 
the breakfast. She passed it to Freddie 
— and he opened it immediately. He 
juit scanned it, then read it aloud — 
"Best of luck; look after yourself; love. 
Mother and Dad." He screwed the tele-
gram up and threw it carelessly into the 
fireplace. 

No one commented upon it. Freddie 
sipped his tea. "Funny thing," he said, 
after a while, "but when one is going 
away on a trip like this you kind of get to 
thinking that it would be rather nice to 
have a mother and father — or even a 
brother to say good-bye to. Not that I 
mind in the least; propably it's better 
this way —no fuss, no bother —no one 
to worry much about — and yet — Oh, I 
don't know, exactly, but it's funny — 
that's all." 

"Well! I must be off now," said one 
boarder. "Freddie, old scout, you know 
I wish you all the luck in the world — 
and come back soon." They both shook 
hands—and it was in a similar manner 
that the other three bid Freddie "good-
bye" and within half an hour Mrs. Mack 
and Freddie were sitting face to face 
across the now very depleted breakfast 
tattle. 

A. N. MARTIN 
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"Cigarette, Mrs. Mack ?" asked Freddie. 
seeming to forget that Mrs. Mack over 
smoked. She didn't answer, but just 
shook her head. "Well, I guess this is it, 
all right," said Freddie. "I wonder what 
will have happened by this time next 
year. Probably the war will be all over 
by then and forgotten, too— still, you 
know, I will always come back to see 
you, Mrs. Mack, don't you?" 

"I hope you will, Freddie," said Mrs. 
Mack, "although no doubt lots of your 
younger friends will want to see you, too, 
and with the little bit of leave you do 
have —I should rather you enjoy your-
self as much as you can —and maybe just 
spare an hour or so to see me." 

"By the way, Mrs. Mack," said Fred-
die, "I owe you for last week's rent and 
laundry, and as I should pay you for 
this week's rent, too, I don't think there 
will be much change our of this fiver," 
and with that he took out a five-pound 
note and laid it on the table. "Freddie," 
said Mrs. Mack, "I want you to keep 
that —maybe you'll need it soon, and in 
any case I would really rather not take 
it, now that you are going. You see, 
Freddie, you have meant a great deal to 
me since you have been here. I have 
grown to look upon you almost as a son, 
and you have always acted as I would 
have liked my son to have acted. You 
young folk are supposed to owe us older 
people such a lot —but to my mind we 
older ones are indebted to you, too. We 
enjoy your company, and you keep our 
ideas young, and providing we don't try 
to keep up with you, you young folk 
probably supply nine-tenths of our en-
joyment. So, Freddie, you don't owe me 
a thing." 

Freddie stood up, and walked round 
the table to her. "You're an angel," he 
said as he kissed her. "I wonder what's 

AW1 Acres and LAW. Sheppard, whose 
main occupation is keeping the feminine 
staff suitably clothed and always so at-
tractively, and Cpl. Lawrence of Ac-
counts, come to Equipment's aid in bal-
ancing dull ledgers.  

on the radio— may as well hear it for 
the last time  —  for some while, at amy 
rate." He turned the knob and after a 
moment the strains of a band were heard 
to be playing –,."Keep the Home Fires 
Burning." Freddie went and got his 
overcoat and hat, and as he stood by the 
fireplace adjusting his tie, Mrs. Mack 
said, "This song brings back memories 
to me; this is a song, Freddie, which sur-
vived the heartbreaks, toil and ',suffering 
of the last war. Listen, it's with us again. 

hope the spirit that breathes with this 
song is with you always. May its associ-
ations give you extra zeal and encour-
agement in your times of need; may it 
strengthen you, as it did your fathers, to 
carry on when things seemed at their 
worst and your disappointments more 
than you can bear. May its memories 
carry you on to victory and peace. Good-
bye, Freddie, toy dear— God bless you!" 
Freddie kissed her and went out into the 
street. "Now I know what I'm fighting 
for," though, Freddie as he neared the 
bus stop, "THEY are the people I'm 
fighting for—yes, DEFINITELY THEY 
are the people Pm fighting for." 

See Our 
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A GUNNER'S VOW 
I wished to be a pilot, 

And you along with me; 
But if we all were pilots, 

Where would the Air Force 1)e 
It takes GUTS to be a Gunner, 

To sit out in the tail 
When the Messerschmitts are coming. 

And the slugs begin to wail. 
The pilot's just a chauffeur, 

It's his job to fly the plane, 
But it's WE who do the fighting, 

Though we may not get the fame. 
If we all must be Gunners, 

Then let us make this bet: 
We'll be the best damn Gunners 

That have left this Station yet. 

— Author unknown. 

EXCERPT FROM "LIBERTY" 
MAGAZINE 

The young men who go to the front 
are probably those who would lose the 
least  by an invasion of the enemy - . Those 
that have a lot to lose are the ones who 
squawk the loudest for somebody to go 
and defend them. The "hard-headed and 
practical" young men demand only that 
if they risk all for their home and dear 
ones, they shall have something in re-
turn for their sacrifices. That something 
is not merely the glory of having won a 
hard fight, and the safeguard of democ-
racy as an ideal, but a practical applica-
tion of a democracy in which they shall 
have the means of building a home, and 
earning their living. That is what they 
want to fight for. 

— Young Man in the R.C.N.V.R. 

Be sure to tell the merchant, "I saw 
your ad. in the Observer." 

The little lady from Publications leads 
a harassed life, filling demands for all 
and sundry—Publications and Stationery. Hi ya! Bashful. If you will lift your head and let's see who you are, we may 

be able to turn a few passes to you and the B. F. 

ST.  THOMAS 

Cpl. Stone of Maintenance. could 
that be work 'neath pencil, or 
labour of love? 
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The following pictures will be shown 
for your entertainment in the Recreation 
Hall during the next month: 

1. "Mystery Sea Raider" —a sea story 
of the late Graf Spec. 

2. ".Skylark" —with Claudette Colbert, 
Ray Milland and Brian Aherne. 

3. "Moon Over Burma"—starring Dor-
othy Lamour, Robert Preston and Pres-
ton Foster. 

4. "Pacific Blackout" — with Martha 
O'Driscoll, Robert Preston, etc. 

5. "Henry Aldrich for President" — 
Jimmy Lydon and June Preisser. 

0. "Texas"—with William Holden and 
Claire Trevor. 

7. "Legion of Lost Flyers"— Richard 
Arlen, Andy Devine and Anna Nagel. 

8. "Ride 'Em, Cowboy"— Abbott and 
Costello, Merry Macs and Dick Foran. 

9. "Hellzapoppin" — comedy, starring 
Olsen and Johnson, Martha Raye and 
Hugh Herbert. 

10. "Sumbmarine Zone" — with Pat 
O'Brien and Constance Bennett. 

11. "One Night in the Tropics"— with 
Abbott and Costello, Nancy Kelly. 

And many others. Come early and 
please refrain front smoking in the 
theatre. We will enjoy the picture more 
if you will co-operate. Thank you. 

SEE YOUR "Y" REPRESENTATIVE 

1. If you want to send a telegram in 
a hurry—see your "V" Rep. 

2. If you expect a phone call or tele-
gram during working hours — have it 

Why was Kroeker's name changed 
from "Sundown" to "Midnight"? If 
she'll tell us, we'll give her a pass to 
the Capitol Theatre,  

sent to your "V" office, located right in 
the middle of the camp. 

3. If you can't get into town to tran-
sact your business or banking— see your 
"V" Rep. 

4. If you want to go travelling, come 
into the "V" office and check on our 
timetables, kept there for your conveni-
ence. 

5. If you have some perplexing -  prob-
lem you would like to discuss with a 
friend—come to the "V" office. 

6. If you desire to make special ar-
rangements for that next "forty-eight"— 
let Jay help you. 

7. If you have a !mein or story that 
would look good in your Station paper—
turn it in at the "V" office. It may win 
you a cash prize. Good' columnists are 
always in demand. 

TRAINING COMMAND 
(Championship Track Meet) 

It was a cold, bleak Saturday morning 
in September, not so long ago, the 19th 
to be exact. 

From far and wide throughout the 
Province of Ontario athletes of both sex 
stood and shivered; there were sprinters, 
distance runners, jumpers and men of 
mighty brawn tossing the discus and put-
ting the shot. They were all gathered to-
gether on this day for a very commend-
able purpose, to pit their talents against 
one another for the championship of No. 
1 T. C., which was held at Varsity Stad-
ium under authority of time A. 0. C. for 
No. 1 T. C. 

The proceeds of this meet were do-
nated to a very worthwhile cause, being 

0,41 

P/0 Thurlow (Tiny) takes a high one. 

in the guise of cigarettes, etc., for our 
boys on the other side of the ocean who 
can't enjoy these small luxuries as often 
as we on this side. They certainly de-
serve all the help we can give them be-
cause they are doing a mighty fine job 
over there. 

Getting back to the original part of our 
story, there was a representation front 
practically every R. C. A. F. and R. A. F 
Station in this Command, including guest 
teams from the Army and the Navy. 
Each had one intention in mind, namely, 
to take back the "honor and glory" to 
their stations. But, unfortunately, this 
couldn't be done, because there must be 
losers to make winners. 

From our own Station of Fingal, five 
young athletes  journeyed to the Twin 
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City in hopes of cutting themselves a 
slice of this glory, but alas! misfortune 
befell them. They put up a fine effort 
and did much better than most of the 
others. They were still in there fighting 
at the finish. 

,Tossing the discus and shot put was 
P/0 Lining, better known as "Hank" in 
football circles. In the sprints was WO2 
Noseworthy, "Lefty" to most everyone 
on the Station, having become very pop-
ular on the Station ball team, also as 
coach for the W. D's softball team. Also 
in the sprints was LAC Harvey, a tall, 
good-looking lad who performed so well 
at the Station Field Day. Then, to assist 
these two men on the relay team, were 
two other poulpar lads, LAC "Barney" 
Zinn, youthful pitcher on the Station ball 
team, and LAC Randall, who is also an-
other of the athletes who has done well 
in sports on this Station: 

The track meet got under way officially 
at 1.30  p.m., with a grand march as a 
starter, led by the well-known Brass and 
Trumpet Band from the R. C. A. F. Sta-
tion at Trenton, Ontario, at which time 
each station represented at the track 
meet was introduced to the public. 

After the march, the sprints and jumps 
got under way. At this time, the weather 
clouded over and unfortunately began 
raining, making everyone very uncom-
fortable, especially the competitors. Half-
way through the program, amid the 
downpour, a snappy drill exhibition was 
given by the crack precision squadron 
from No. 1 Manning Depot, Toronto. 
Also, during the afternoon was a Wings 
presentation to a course of graduating 
Navigators from A. N. S. at Mahon. The 
presentation was made by the A. 0.C. of 
No. 1 T. C., Air Marshal Johnson. At-
tending was the R. C. A. F. Band from 
Trenton—the precision squadron of the 
Women's Division, R. C. A. F., from No. 
0 "NV Depot, Toronto, who let the public 
see even the women of this fair country  
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are mighty fine soldiers, and again in 
addition, the precision squadron from 
No. 1 Manning Depot. 

The feature attraction of the track 
meet was a special novelty race run by 
Sgt. O'Connor, Canadian Hurdles Cham-
pion, competing against a picked team of 
sprinters  —  the novelty being that Sgt. 
O'Connor ran 120 yards over the low 
hurdles while the others ran  135  yards 
on a straight track. He captured this 
event in true championship style with 
the fine time of 13.8 seconds. 

Came the final attraction of the day's 
events—picked relay teams from the 
R. A. F., R. C. A. F., R. A. A. F., Royal 
Norwegian Air Force, the Army and the 
Navy. Sgt. O'Connor led the Army team 
to victory with ease, after which the 
track meet was officially closed by the 
band playing "God Save the King." 

Winners of the three-legged race  —  On 
the left we have Cpl. Baker, with LAC 
Whitworth on the right. These boys also 
may have free cleaning and pressing jobs 
done with compliments of Montgomery 
Cleaners, 

Y. M. C. A. 

Handing it out — over the counter 
at Equipment Stores. 

More Equipment The staff of 
"Tech" Stores. 



"A DAY IN THE LIFE OF SQUADRON LEADER BLAGRAVE . . . . OR "ME AND MY LITTLE BIKE" 

" 

j 

, 

Always tracking down 
someone. 

Old faithful stands by 
the office desk. 

— And shares his bunk 
at night. 

Off to work. Now isn't this just the cutest "shopmobile" you have ever seen? 'Twas Flight 
Bellman's idea and LAC's Hardy and White are the Joes we caught with it on 
this occasion. 
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LIFE IN NEWFOUNDLAND 
(An account of life in Gan(er, New-

foundland, both on and off the Station, 
by an Airman who has just returned.) 

To begin my story; it was a year ago 
last August 9th that, while on duty at 
No 1 B. & G. School, Jarvis, I received 
news that I was posted to Newfoundland 
Airport, Newfoundland. I arrived in 
Newfoundland at about 0330 hrs., 16 -8 -41, 
and was met at the station by the Or-
derly Sergeant. I called it a station, but 
it was just an old frame building and 
looked more like a barn than a station. 
Anyway, the Sarg. said "Welcome to 
Gander, sucker," and believe me, I fig-
ured he was right. We got in a station 
wagon and he took me for a fifteen-
minute ride up to our quarters and 
showed me a bunk to pile into and told use 
to report at Headqaurters the next day. 
After reporting on the Station I was told 
to look around for the rest of the day 
and report next morning for duty. Al 
that time we had to eat and sleep with 
the U.S. Army Air Corps as our mess and 
quarters were unfinished. The Station 
was fairly new, but our runways were 
completed, and they are the largest run-
ways in the world today. 

Life at Gander was, and still is, just 
what you make it, as our nearest town 
is about eight hours train ride away. At 
first our only fun was in the canteen and 
at the shows put on by the Y.M.C.A. 
three times a week. The show was held 
in a hangar, and sometimes we had to 
push out the aircraft in order to have the 
show. It was a lot of fun sitting on 
boxes, or whatever could be found to use 
for seat. The Station of Gander is one 
of the best there is, but it surely is 
located in an isolated place. I am glad 
to say that the Station has improved since 
I first went there. We now have a good 
mess and some of the best barracks, all 
heated by a hot water system. 

Baseball is a popular sport, and some 
good games have been played. All the 
inside sports are now played by most 
everyone. We have two shows now, one 
put on by the U. S. Army Air Corps and 
our own operated by the Y. M. C. A. We 
are allowed a seventy-two-hour pass each 
month and are then able to get into town  

for a little more fun. There are ()illy 
three towns worth going to and I went 
to two Of them, St. Johns and Corner-
Brook. St. Johns is a real coastal town 
and also the capital of Newfoundland, 
and smite of the city is really worth see-
ing. As I spent a lot of time in St. Johns 
on duty, I was able to see a great deal 
of the town, and also met many people. 

The people in Newfoundland are the 
most friendly people one could wish to 
meet, and if you do not accept their in-
vitations they feel very hurt. I was for-
tunate in meeting some very nice people, 
and they went out of their way to give 
me a good time. 

I never was in town or country that 
was so far behind times as Newfound-
land. In fact, in St. Johns I saw more  

horses in use than  any  other means  of 
t ran sportion. 

The docks are a great sight; corvettes 
and other navy boats from all the allied 
Countries come to St. Johns at different 
tittles, and then, of course, the fishing in 
Newfoundland is wonderful, and lots of 
fun. 

There are shows and dances in St. 
Johns, and an Airman can have a lot of 
fun if he just goes, and watches his step. 
Like all towns, there is good and had 
company, but if you go to one of the 
dances put on by the Y.M.C.A. or the 
women of St. Johns, you will meet the 
very best of people and soon know the 
best places to go for a good time. One 
very funny thing in St. Johns is that 
cafes and ice cream parlors close at 11  

o'clock every night, so the girls have to 
go home without a lunch at night. It is 
a big help in some ways, because they 
nearly always invite their escorts in for 
a cup of tea and some fun. Tea and sugar 
are not rationed yet that I know of. There 
is a very fine natural park in St. Johns, 
and I think it is as scenic as any we have 
in Ontario. 

Now we will take a trip to Corner-
Brook, and a very pretty place, with 
large pulp and paper mill, which is the-
largest in the world. It is a wonderful 
sight and it is worth anyone's time to go 
and see it. Corner-Brook is a quiet town, 
but there are dances and some very nice 
girls to meet. 

Skiing is a popular sport and they have 
a successful ski club in Corner-Brook, 
where Airmen are always welcome. 

As our pass is up, we will go back to 
the Station of Gander, but beware of the 
Newfoundland express, and make sure 
you are well insured before you get 
aboard. That is one train ride you will 
never forget. 

Back at Gander you will meet a Group 
Captain Foss, C.O. of the Station, and 
one of the best there is to be found; and 
I have heard also that he is a fighter 
pilot with a few German planes to his 
credit. 

A good thing about Newfoundland is 
that the Officers, N.C.O.'s and men are 
close together; and I feel safe in saying 
work better, and are more contented for 
that reason. It is not that we don't re-
spect our officers, because the men of 
Gander have always been proud of their 
officers and the Station, and always 
will be. 

Be sure  to tell  the merchant, "I saw 
your ad. in  the  Observer." 

FINGAL  IMPRESSIONS 
Our Duties — Most people don't be-

lieve we have any. 

Other Things — We are the Joe-boys 
of Fingal. From the first day we set 
foot on thc Station until our last hours, 
as metnbers of the Aircrew Security 
Guard, we have been stuck for something. 
However, bad as this may seem, there 
are some points which are to Fingal's 
credit. 

Outside of the fact that the Station is 
practically inaccessible from any nearby 
metropolis, it is a very nice place to hang 
our hats. Our meals have, taking every-
thing into consideration, been very good. 
Also, there can be little or no complaint 
as to the housing. In comparison to 
other stations, the lounge is possibly 
without equal. (But that one fact which 
is very unattractive constantly rears its 
head — Fingal is almost in No-Man's 
Land.) (Editor's note: You mean since 
the ladies came.) 

To a great many of the Station per-
sonnel, the exact duties of the Security 
Guard are indeed vague, judging 
from their actions and some of their re-
marks. But to us our duty is no bed of 

VISIT OUR 

Record Department 

Largest Stock  its 
Western Ontario 

Heintzman & Company 
242 Dundas Street 	London, Ontario  

roses. None  of the ordinary personnel 
have to do as we do.  For ir,tance, the 
night maintenance or  ni;.:io Ha—es eau 
sleep the next day, but not so  the Secur-
ity Guard. From 8 a.m. until  4.30 
we take classes, and then in  two-h ,, ur 
shifts, we protect the safety of the  other 
people who sleep peacefully on. Even  on 
our twenty-four hours off (when did we 
have such a  thing?)  we have to  take 
classes. A  certain  amount of drill  and 
is. 'r.  are  also thrown in.  The  'result of 
all this is that  when  we get a forty-eight, 
everybody  spends a  good deal of it sleep-
ing— to catch  up,  sort of! 

Last, perhaps, but far from the least, 
comes our duties as Joe-boys. If anyone 
has to have a drill test, we are the guinea- 

Connie Simpson appears to be enjoy-
ing her job. If she enjoys dancing, we'll 
give her a ticket to one of Benny Palmer's 
dances at St. Thomas' most popular dance 
spot. 

pigs. If there is a Wings Parade, we have 
to direct traffic. And so it goes! Station 
Joes! But we're used to that by now. 

Perhaps some mention should be made 
of our N.C.O.'s. With one exception, 
they are all a pretty good bunch of fel-
lows. Headed by F. S. Dulhanty, who as 
Senior N.C.O. is a prince. there is also 
Sgt. Bourgeau, a permanent force man 
who has a loud bark but little or no bite. 
The less said about the exception the 
better! The Corporals we have down 
here are all good men, and no fault can 
be found with them. Corporal Smythe, 
who first met us when we came here, 
tries to be tough sometimes, but kis good 
nature always forces him to relax at the 
last minute. Corporal Baker is nmch the 
same. He has a nasty little habit of wak-
ing one at 2 a.m. to scrub floors, or some-
thing like that. But we all like him just 
the same. Last comes Corporal Lynch. 
who was popularly referred to as T,d., 
and insists he would rather scrub the 
floor himself than get anyone out of b e d 
to do it. (?) 

Well, we've left Fingal now. We were 
here for eight weeks altogether. And if 
it wasn't for the fact that leaving means 
getting on with our course, we mightn't 
mind staying so much, after  at!. 
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4C 1, BAGS, BURLAP, SAND 
It was Monday morning, dark, gloomy 

and quite foreboding. The inner man 
was slightly off key in the bargain. I 
eyed my desk with intangible misgivings. 
Something had not been done—or it may 
have been Monday morning. In spite of 
the fact that I had worked all Saturday 
afternoon to empty the "in" and the "out" 
baskets, there was a queer feeling at the 
pit of my stomach that something had 
been forgotten. Just then the 0. C. 
strutted in 

"G'morning, Smith," he rapped. 
I scrambled to my feet. "Good morn-

ing, sir." 
The O. C. eyed my desk as O. C's will, 

and gleamed pleasantly upon the empty 
"in" and "out" baskets. 

"Hum! Everything clear, eh?" 
"Yes, I—" I enjoined, with the thought 

of hinting how late I had worked Satur-
day afternoon. 

"Bags, Burlap, Sand," he breathed. 
"What about 'em? Have they arrived 
yet?" 

Suddenly I died. That was it ---;Bags, 
Burlap, Sand! I had meant to demand 
them on Monday last. But something  

had crowded the item onto Tuesday's 
list. The arrival of new aircraft had then 
postponed them until Wednesday .. And 
before I knew it, the week-end was on 
my lap. 

"Bags, But —" I muttered, figetting 
around with a scratch pad. "Well, let me 
see. I —er — They were for the new 
XL G. posts, weren't they? The 0. C. 
We Arm. phoned about them the other 
day . . ." Just then, the ringing of the 
telephone saved me. I dashed for it and 
sighed happily as it whispered in my ear. 

"The Browning, Mark III.* are at 
I. & R.," I said, putting down the phone. 
"By the way,  I checked the ammo and 
demanded more on the strength of past 
expenditures. Also, the C. V. on Brushes, 
Paint, One Inch and Brushes, Paint, Two 
Inch was an error on the part of ac-
counts. The memorandum is here some-
where. And on Saturday afternoon" — 
with emphasis on Saturday afternoon — 
"the C. O. called up to say that the Air 
Marshal will be visiting the Station on 
Wednesday and is sure to look around 
here. And I regret to have to say that 
four of our best men have been posted, 
which will leave us so short-handed, I  

don't see how we can carry on. I
dentally, there was a tire in the oil stoves 
yesterday, practically burning the place 
to the ground, and we'll not be able to 
procure replenishments before next 
'Thursday at least." Then I stopped for 
breath and blessed my little heart for all 
that evasive action. 

"Hm!" the O. C. commented, "Bags, 
Burlap, Sand, how many came in?" 

I floundered for a minute and then 
came up for the last time. "I don't know 
exactly how many, sir. But I'll look 
right into it," using the stock equipment 
phrase for putting 0. C's off the trail. 

"Hrn! don't bother. I'll see about it 
myself," the 0. C. said, as he moved to-
wards the door. 

I sank into a chair .and made out my 
will. 

Sgt. Smith, leading scorer of his course, 
being congratulated by W1 C. Findlay. 

FROM  DOWN UNDER 
We are very unassuming folk on the 

whole— we boys from way dOwn under. 
We don't, for example, expect you people 
to know where Warmangarra, or Ohine-
muter or Warpukamu or Papatoetoe is, 
but when sergeants and other folk talk 
of Darwin being somewhere up in the 
North Island, and of us being across the 
river from Australia, well then, it is about 
time we called a halt and told you some-
thing of ourselves. After all, we do have 
all Blacks, you know, who by the way 
are on the whole just as white as you and 
I — and Phar Lap was our hope, and not 
Australia's; we have made some striking 
humanitarian legislation. Cobber Kain 
was one of our humbler school teachers 
—and we are proud of our Moons. So 
let's get together for a few minutes and 
have a pleasant little chat about our lit-
tle homeland. 

We know that the eye is caught by 
those huge expanses of land — Canada 
and the U. S. A., and Europe and Asia—
but surely sometime or other you have 
noticed that little splash down in the cor-
ner. If I were an artist, I would paint 
for you the rolling plains of Canterbury, 
the rugged beauty of the West Coast, the 
supernatural geysers and boiling pools of 
Robonia, the grandeur of Mount Egmant 
or Mount Cook. For the moment, how-
ever, we can only pull aside the curtain  

and give you a 	of what we are 
justly proud. 

Just a little elementary geography, 
then; New Zealand proper consists of 
three islands— two large and one small. 
The North, South and Stewart Islands, 
separated respectively by Cook and 
Foyeaux Straits. It is a fairly mountain-
ous country, Mount Cook being over 
12,000 feet high, the main ranges run-
ning generally front East Cape in the 
North Island to Cape Palliser, and in the 

AW1 Laidlaw comes from west of the 
Rockies. Too bad, boys.  They say she 
already has a diamond.  Aggie may also 
trip the light fantastic to  Benny Palmer's 
sweet music. Call at the Observer  office. 

South Island the Southern Alps effec-
tively separated the West from the East 
Coast until the lure of gold and adven-
ture brought hardy pioneers over. In 
1940, New Zealand celebrated its cen-
tenary since the Treaty of Waitangi, the 
"Moon Magna Charta." Our climate is 
an admirable one; oh yes, of course we 
have earthquakes and what not, but then 
so does Japan, and still it seems she 
covets us. 

It seems we have an accent. We hope 
it is a pleasant one. We are not so very 
far removed, after all, in point of time, 
from our English) cousins, for quite a 
large percentage of our scant two mil-
lion still retain pleasant memories of 
their birth place at "Home." 

Our Maoris were, at one time, cannibals 
—  to some extent were they not the 
Druids of ancient lineage? Today our 
Maoris sit in Parliament, teach our 
schools, administer to our health, fight 
in Tibya and sing enchanting melodies. 
Today at Fingal meet "The Big Chief" 
—Ike Trainer. Meet Guy Tomlins and 
his guitar. Meet, and please pronounce 
the name correctly, Jack Paraone. "Come 
up and see us all sometime.". 

May I make a suggestion? There are 
a number of books, if you are interested, 
which you could read: "Old Westland," 
"The Little Country," and "So They Be-
gan," by John Guthne, while the Gov-
ernment produced a number of centenary 
publications which cost only each. 
Ins going to Detroit this week-end or 
could tell you more. However, we like 
your Canucks; we want you to like us. 
But please remember, we are definitely 
NOT a province of Australia. We are a 
country all of our own. 

—"Kia Ora" 

"THE DOIN'S" 
St. Thomasite: "How do you like our 

city?" 
Rookie Airman: "First cemetery with 

lights I've seen." 
A young sparrow in Fingal flew back 

to his nest the other night with all its 
feathers missing. To its mother's frantic 
enquiries it replied: "I flew in the drill 
hall, mamma, and got mixed up in a bad-
minton game." 

According to health experts, the only 
safe place to kiss a girl is on her photo-
graph. Are you listening? 

A certain Airman, on leave in the 
U. S. A. this summer, met one of the very 
generous Americans who treat our boys  

so swell, and was partaking in the ancient 
art of elbow-bending, at the expense of 
the Yank, of course. On learning that 
the propeller on the arm of this Airman 
signified him as a Leading Aircraftsman, 
the Yank informed the Airman he had 
met another member of the R. C. A. F. 
some weeks before and lie had three 
stripes and a crown on his sleeves. 
"What does that mean?" asked the Yank. 
"He was a Flight-Sergeant," answered 

The beautiful voice you hear over the 
wire may belong to AW/ Thompson. 
She may dance to Benny Palmer's music 
in St. Thomas some Saturday evening if 
she calls at the office for a ticket. 

the Airman, "something similar to a Top 
Sergeant in the U. S. Air Corps." The 
Yank, very interested, went on to say 
this Flight-Sergeant was a mechanic, too, 
and asked, "How long will it take bins 
to become a  Leading Aircra.ftsman?" 
Of course the LAC, with a smile on his 
face, replied, "Well, it's a pretty long, 
tough grind, but if he passes his exams 
O.K., and Ottawa sees fit to recognize 
his abilities, Ile should make it in a year 
or so." 

"Got  a toothache?" Call on Capt.  Porter or one  of his staff. If it's a tough one, you can depend on it, they'll all pull together.  Incidentally, the above W.D.'s 
may dance to Benny Palmer's sweet music at  the Masonic Hall some Wednesday 
night, with Benny's compliments. 
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It's not all work for the Security Guard sluggers. They are always telling us 
how hard their section works, but this proves it! What's your alibi now, boys? Patronize Advertisers 
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Headquarters  for 

OFFICERS' UNIFORMS 

GREATCOATS 

RAINCOATS 
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CLEANED and PRESSED 
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ALBERT, THE AIR-GUNNER 

-t 'card the tale of Albert Igglesworth, 
A gunner of Squad 1 0 3, 

Who could shoot so straight out of one 
eye 

•E seldom used two t' see? 
T. were celebrating one night at a party, 
'Is thirty-third trip over France, 
When 'e met up with Mary Wigglesworth 
And fell in love with "er, by chance. 
Next night 'e were due to go dusting, 
As we say in the Royal Air Force. 
But 'e'd caught such a cold courting Mary 
'E 'ardly could speak; 'e were that 'oarse. 
Now, e's such a stubborn lad, our Albert, 
'E would never give in, let 'lone go 
To the 'ospital for some cough syrup 
Or to see the bloomin' M. 0. 
So 'e climbs in 'is Blenheim that evening 
And never- says nowt of 'is cold; 
For nothing could scare our brave Albert, 
'E were that iron-carted and bold. 
So 'e squeezes Imself in 'is turret, 
With eyes like 'e'd just swallowed snuff, 
T' give 'is machine-guns a checking. 
While wipin 'is nose on 'is cuff. 
Okay? asks the pilot. All ready? 
I am that, poor Albert bleats back 
As 'e settles 'imself in the Wireless-Op's 

seat, 
With 'is fetst on 'is parachute pack. 
The night were so moonlit and mellow, 
With stars shining all up above, 
That Albert— twixt sniffling and snuf-

fling— 
Was filled with sweet thoughts of 'is 

love. 
As the plane, with a roar, left the airfield, 
And pointed its nose towards France, 
Poor Albert sat there with a cold in 'is 

'cad 
And 'is 'cart full etop with romance. 
It weren't an eventful passage, 
They never saw nowt of ME's 
As they crossed the channel that evening 
In a stiff north-easterly breeze. 
Our Albert sat doubled up and shiver-

ing— 
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'E were keeping the wireless tutted-in — 
When the pilot called, "Get in the turret. 
To port there's an MEI. ten!” 
So Albert nips out of the Op's seat 
And climbs up be'ind machine-guns, 
With the slip-stream a-w'istling around 

As 'e searches the sky for the 'tins. 
But the Nazis are smart, cunning devils; 
They stay out of range and of sight: 
And Albert sat there with the sniffles, 
Pointing 'is guns at the night. 
Then suddenly an ME roars at 'im, 
So Albert at once gets the range, 
And bravely sits waiting the beggar 
V come, 'aping that 'e won't cliange 
'Is course, 'cause 'e's got t' bead on 'im, 

And 'is 'and's on the trigger, you see; 

)etolier, 19 I.? 

So 'e prays good -ttni 'ard the Almighty 
Will 'elp knock the 'lin in the sus. 
1 n the 'eat of the fight 'e's forgott es 
About 'is bad cold and the breeze, 
But just when 'e's pulling the trigger, 
Be ',tinged! if 'e doesn't sneeze. 
The ME comes marling at 'iris, 
Its cannons and guns all ablaze! 
And Albert can't make out what's 'ap- 

• pened, 
'F.'s in such a terrible daze. 
But enext thing 'e knows, 'e's turning 
Among stars in a mad somersault, 
So 'e pulls 'is ripcord in't 'urry 
And waits for that 'orrible jolt. 
At once 'is parachute opens, 
And, by gum! that slows 'iris up, 
So our Albert floats down in the starlight, 
Wiping 's nose on 'is cuff. 

DRAFT-DODGERS (?) 
"Conte, my friends, 

not too late to seek a newer world. 
Push Off, and sitting well in order smite 
The sounding furrows: for toy purpose 

holds 
To fly beyond the sunset — 
To strive, to seek, to find ADVEN-

TURE." 

This invitation to leave behind the (lull, 
too-familiar life and find a newer world 
appealed to my secret emotions. 

But how was one to this Marco Polo 
idea? Still wondering and restless, we 
absently stumbled into a picture show — 
my gawd— aloha! right before our eyes 
was the answer: Adventure in the Skies 
with the Royal Canadian Air Force. 
Could we possibly get away in a week — 
a week! Let's leave first thing tomorrow. 

As I thought of all this striving drama; 
thundering skies, fast, sleep ships, the 
magic of dawn patrol, my- own life held 
by apartment walls, surrounded by the 
same people and staying within the 
bounds of convention and responsibility 
seemed drab. 

All at once I realized how bored and 
uninterested with my lot I was; bored 
with people, bored with knowledge, dry 
lectures in an unromantic classroom, and 
the responsibility- of being caught in the 
draft! 

Adventure! Adventure! that was the 
outlet and exactly what the doctor or-
dered. The speck of sanity left in one 
said there would be no turning back once 
one had taken the oath. 

So, light laden and lighthearted, we 
struck the paths of adventure. At the same 
time given up as lost and labelled crazy 
by most of our friends. 

Manning Pool was quite a revelation, 
hair cuts, different expressions 	we  

"Yanks" could not help laughing over; 
drilling, and a constant diet of beef and 
more "beef." 

Through endless days of routine and 
study, the hand seemed to tighten around 
thy unhampered spirits and make the yen 
for flying tedious and practical. Were my 
past dreams and hopes to be disillusioned 
by this roundabout method contrary to 
my impetuous nature? 

At last our trial and error period was 
over, the expectant day all of us had been 
waiting over a year for had arrived — 
Wings Parade! Al ha, no more scrub-
bing floors, washing aircraft, studying 
every night (oh yeah?) and all the num-
erous tasks that contributed to our being 
better pilots, "they told us." 

• Names that had become legendary 
since being in the Air Force constantly 
flashed in our minds; Halifax, London, 
Spitfires. 

There aren't words to describe the 
frustration when three-fourths of the 
class realized they were being sent to 
Bombing and Gunnery Schools through-
out Canada, flying Ansons and Fairey 
Battles, certainly a far cry from the 
dream we had allowed ourselves to be-
lieve would come true. 

Coming to Fingal from Mont joli, our 
spirits picked up a notch; we would be 
flying at least. 

The first week slipped by very quickly, 
as all things do to the novice, discover-
ing the mighty Anson, a Tiger Moth with 
two engines, learning where the targets 
are, a certain amount of patter, and how 
to flat turn the box kites. Due to repeti-
tion, flying had suddenly become a bor-
ing affair. Hangar talk no longer dom-
inated the conversation—it has reverted 
to other topics, the proverbial wine, 
women and song outlet. Gentlemen, it 
has become a job as uneventful as book- 

keeping and you --0.  ,;:c a101 7,11 	d, 

fine pitch. 
I think, and all agree, that most of the 

credit should be handed to the ground 
crew on whose shoulders fall the greater 
portion of work. How many pilots could 
change a set of plugs or adjust 
points? We only know the engine 

Lieut. Benson, the handsome lieuten-
ant of the Dental Corps — specialist in 
"painless" extraction, 

dropping revs. or the flaps will not oper-
ate, and promptly declare it "unservice-
able." 

A certain achievement, however, is felt 
by all when you stop to analyze that the 
work we do each day and night is ac-
complishing ways and means by proxy 
of getting back at those who promoted 

) ctub e r, 1917? 
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These boys have served their term as aircrew Security Guard and have left 
Fingal  since  this picture was taken. They are now furthering their course at an 
I. T.  S.  Station. 
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the world into such an upheaval and dis-
organization. 

The Station itself has everything to do 
in regards to the way a man feels about 
the service. Fingal, through a marvellous 
Y. M. C. A. and an understanding Com-
manding Officer, has done much towards 
this end. Also the inhabitants of the 
"little prison," as it is jokingly called, 
make for good companionship and many 
laughs .; to be remembered in the years 
to come with a sigh, and saying "those 
were the days." 

THE MOVING OF No. 9 S.F.T.S. 

(The following article was handed in 
to the Observer office by Sergeant Fore-
man (Sgt./Mjr's office) for publication 
in the October issue of your paper. It 
tells the story of the moving of No. 9 
S. F. T. S. front Summerside, Prince Ed-
ward Island, to its new location at Cen-
tralia, Ontario.) 

* * 

One day about six months ago, 
"When all was quite serene, 
The skies were getting bluer, 
And the grass was getting green, 
When the C. O. of our squadron sez, 
I'm not supposed to tell ya, 
But No. 9 S. F. T. S. 
Is moving to Centralia. 
The officers were packing, 
The boys were in the groove, 
Making every sort of plan 
For the impending move. 
Of course, some didn't want to go 
For many varied reasons; 
Some of us had homes here, 
And some just like the seasons. (?) 

So no one knew who was to go, 
Or no one who to stay, 
And our local Board of Strategy 
Changed it every day. 
One guy here would like to go, 
Another fellow doesn't; 
One day we would have to go, 
Another day we mustn't. 
Everybody's nerves on edge, 
Lewis getting gray; 

Laflamme says since the boys won't work, 
Someone has to pay. 
Fellows going on leave, 
Forman in a dither, 

Plans changing every 
More often than the weather. 
Harvards supposed to go away, 
No one knows where; 
Finley at his wit's end, 
Said a little prayer. 
Andy in a bad mood, 
Lamond on a drunk, 
Reveille passes cancelled, 
Guys without a bunk. 
Married men must live in camp, 
Women grin and bear it. 
Don't pack up your toothbrush yet, 
Maybe have to share it. 
Merchants out collecting bills 
For  things that wasn't paid for, 
Fellows using makeshift tools 
For things they wasn't made for. 
But keep your shirt on, Buddy, 
'Cause I think we soon will go, 
And you  can get  your glass of beer 
For  one thin dime,  Oh, Oh! 

To show appreciation 

For the dough that  we  had  spent 
By buying  up  the local  screech 
And paying double rent. 
The Premier, the Mayor, 
And of course the Board of Trade 
Came out here to make a speech 
On our eight o'clock parade. 
The C. 0. had his Hollow Square, 

So  he  must  be very happy, 

And  all the  guys assembled  there 

Were taking a little nappy. 
So  each  and every  one  in  town 

Made his little speech, 
And while half the  women  fainted 

They went on  to preach. 
We gave  them three cheers anyway 
Just to wish them  luck, 
And they gave us each a present 
That they  brought  here on  a  truck. 

I guess  it was supposed to  be 
A quite well  meaning gesture 
By these  noble gentlemen 
Of  wealth, and noble vesture. 
And we  salute the kindness 
Of this  well  meaning  group, 
But  had we known  how long they'd talk, 
We'd  have  put arsenic in their soup. 
So at  last  we  say good-bye 
To this  small part of a nation, 
And  No.  9 S.  F. T. S., 
It  WAS a perfect  station. 

Dear Jimmy: 
I am one  of the fellows who make the 

world safe for  democracy. What a crazy 
thing that  was. I  fought and  fought, but 
I had to go anyway.  I was called in 
Class "A". The next time I want to  be 
in Class "B"— B here when they go  and 
B here when they come back.  I  remem-
ber when I was *registered, I  went  to the 
desk and my milkman was in charge.  He 
said, "What's your name?" So  I  said, 
"Young man, you know my name." 
"What's your name?" he barked, so  I 
told him "August Childs." He said, "Are 

ALICE MORRISON (Drogue) 
Alice,  you may dance in Benny 

Palmer's dance wonderland some Satur-

day  evening. 

you  an alien?" "No,"  I  replied,  "I  feel 

fine." Then he said, "When did you first 
see the light of day?,"  and  I answered, 

"When  we moved to  Philadelphia from 
Pittsburg." He  asked me how old I  was, 
so  I told him  twenty-three, the  first of 
September.  He said, "The first of Sep-
tember  you'll  be  in Australia, and that 
will be  the last  of  August." 

A  veterinarian started to examine me. 
He asked  me if I had the measles, small-
pox, St.  Vitus dance, and if I took _fits. 
I  said,  "No, only when I  stay  in  a  saloon 
too  long." Then he said, "Can you see 
all  right?" I said, "Sure, but I'll be cock-
eyed tonight if I pass." Then he listened 
to my chest and said, "I think you have 
a wart somewhere, and I said "Wart my 
neck, that't a button in your ear." The 
doctor said that he had examined 140,000 
men and I was the most perfect physical 
wreck that he had examined. Then he 
handed me a card— Class "A". 

Then I went to camp, and  I  guess they 
didn't think I'd live long— the first fel-
low wrote on my card, "Flying Corpse." 
I went a little further and some guy said, 
"Look what the wind's blowing  in." I 
said, "Wind nothing, the draft's  doing 
it." On the second morning they put  

these clothes on me. What an outfit! As 
soon as you are in it you think you can 
lick anybody. They have two sizes—too 
small and too large. The pants are too 

tight. I can't sit (town. Th h e shoes are so 

big I turned around three times and they 
didn't move. And what raincoats. It 
strains rain. I passed an officer all 

dressed up  with a  fancy belt and all that 

stuff. He said,  calling after me, "Didn't 

you notice what  I have on?" I said, "Yes, 

what are you kicking about?  Look what 

they gave me." 
I  landed in camp with $71.00. In ten 

minutes I was broke.  I  never saw so 

many 3's and 12's on a pair of dice. No 
matter what I did I went broke. Some-
thing went wrong even in cards. One 
time I got five aces and  I  was afraid 

to bet. A good thing  I  didn't, for the fel-
low next to me had six kings.  I  finally 

said, "This is a crooked poker game." 
The fellow next to me said, "We're play-
ing pinochle." Everything is crazy. If 

you were  a  livery hand, you were put in 
the medical department. If you were a 
watchman you were an officer of the day. 

I saw a guy with  a  wooden leg and asked 
him what he was doing in the army. He 
said, "I'm going to mash the potatoes." 
Oh, it was nice five-below zero one 
morning and they called us out for under-
wear inspection. You talk about scenery 
— red flannels, B. V.  D's  of all kinds. 

The union suit I had on would fit Tony 
Galento. The lieutenant lines us all up 
and told me to stand up. I said, .1 am 
standing up. This underwear I'm wear-
ing makes you think I'm sitting down." 
He got mad, so he put me digging 
ditches. A little while later he said, 
"Don't throw dirt up here." I said, 
"Where am I going to throw it?" He 
answered, "Dig another hole and throw 

it in there." 
By that time I was pretty mad, so an-

other guy named Jones and myself drank 
a quart of whiskey. Finally Jones acted 
so funny I ran to the doctor and told him 
Jones was going blind. He asked me 
what we were doing and I told him, so 
he asked me if Jones saw pink elephants. 
I said, "No, that's the trouble. They're 
there all right and he doesn't see them." 

Three days later we sailed for Aus-
tralia. Marching down to the pier I had 
some more bad luck. I had a sergeant 
who stuttered, and it took him so long 
to say "Halt" that 27 of us marched 
overboard. They pulled us out and the 
Captain came along and said "Fall  in." 

I said, "I've just been in." I was on the 
boat 13 days— I leaned over the railing 
all of the time. Now, in the middle of 
one of my best leans the Captain rushed 
up and said, "What company are you 
in?" I said, "I'm all by myself." He 
asked me if the Brigadier was up yet. I 
said, "If I swallowed it, it's up." 

Talk about your dumb people. I said 
to one of the fellows, "I guess we 
dropped the anchor." He said, "I knew 
they'd lose it. It's been hanging out ever 
since we left New York. We had a life-
boat drill and when the boat was being 
lowered over the side of the ship it 
spilled some of the men into the water. 
Only the second lieutenant and I were 
left in the boat. The lieutenant gave or-

ders  to  pull the men out of the water by 
the hair of their heads. I was struggling 
with one of the men when another fel-
low with a bald head yelled, "Pull me 
out." I said, "Go down and come up the 
right way!" 

Well, we landed  in Australia and were 
immediately sent to the  trenches. After 

three nights in the trenches  all of the 

cannons started to roar and  shell started 

to fall. I started shaking with  patriot-

ism. I tried to hide behind  a tree, but 
there weren't enough trees for  the offi-
cers. The Captain came around and  said, 

"Five o'clock and we go over the  top." 

I  said, "I'd like a furlough." He said, 
"Have you no red blood in you?"  I 
said, "Yes, but I don't want to see it." 
He said, "Where do you want to go?" 
and I said "Anywhere where it's warm." 
So he told me where to go. Five o'clock, 
and we went over the top. Ten thousand  

japs came at us. They all looked at we 
as though I had started the war. Our 
Captain yelled, "Fire at will." But 
didn't know which one was Will. I  CUd 

the fellow behind me thought I was ‘Vill. 
He fired his gun and shot me in the ex-
citment. On my way to the hospital I 
asked a fellow where they were takii, ,  
me and he said, "You're going to the 
morgue." I said, "There's some mistake. 
I'm not dead." He said, "Lie down, do 
you want to make a fool out of the doc-
tor?" Love and kisses, 

A Lonely Soldier. 

(CMG) 

Keep Them Flying 
BUY BONDS 

•■ •••■•••■-•••■•••■■•■•••■+1................H.-..-...■...M.a.....M........ 

This accumulation of happy  N.C.O.'s  were snapped on the occasion of their 
smoker in  the Sergeants' Mess. Now, who  is that hat with the man? 



Our work is done. The D. I's signed, 
And everything's okay; 
We sit and talk; we read or write 
To pass the time away; 
While from our hearts a silent prayer 
Is being raised to Him, 
That Smithy will come back again 
Along with Red and Jim. 

And now the sun is setting, 
We hear a steady drone, 
With light and heavy hearts we rush 
Pell mell onto the drome. 
And in the sunset's dying glow 
We see the specks we love 
Come rushing nearer, and ere long 
They're passing just above. 

Courtesy of 

,Xineley.;  
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THE MAN ON THE  GROUND 

(From the Vancouver News-Herald) 
What do the men on the ground 

think as they watch the fighter 
planes leave for battle? 

What was in the minds of those 
thousands of young men who ser-
vised the 1200 planes that bombed 
Cologne? 

Only a man who has had those 
thoughts could tell. 

Twenty-one-year-old "Ted" Free-
man of Vancouver, who went over-
seas in October, 1941, with the 
ground crew of the R. C. A. F., has 
put it into verse and sent the poem 
to his parents, Mr. and Mrs. F. G. 
Freeman, 46 E. 3rd Avenue. 	 - 

Here is the poem: 

The sun conies up to greet a day 
That's nicely started on its way. 
A day that from our point of view 
Is beautiful—and peaceful, too. 
And yet, who knows at morning light 
What sorrows we may face ere night? 

Our work was through an hour ago; 
The Kites are now all set to go. 
We don't wait long for things to hum: 
Here comes Pilots on the run. 
We strap them in and wish them luck. 
For we know what they have to buck. 

The engines start up one by one 
And taxi off towards the sun. 
Each one is like a gentle steed, 
Hiding untold hell and speed. 

CAPITOL 

TUESDAY and WEDNESDAY 

OCT. 20 and 21 

"THEY FLEW ALONE" 

With a mighty roar the Spitfires 
	

We seats them as they pass o'erhead — 
Soar into the blue horizon, 	 We're looking for "our kite" — 
And, as they rise to meet the skies, 	And then we see there's only ten, 
We left below are thinking— 

	 The boys were in a fight. 
And as they land we look again: 

There's twelve in that formation 
	

There's A., and K., and D. 
Twelve boys on sturdy wings— 	There's D. and P.— where's V. and T.? 
Flying off to battle 
	

Our chests are growing tight. 
With noble hearts that sing. 
We are standing solidly 

	
Well— V. and T. have not returned. 

On Mother Nature's sod, 	 Are they prisoners of war? 
While they are in the heavens, 	 No! They have gone to swell the ranks 
Very close to God. 	 Of "those who pass before." 

Will they come back today? 
	

We check the kites and fix them up, 
To welcome beds on which they lay? 

	
And so this war goes on. 

To dream of some so far away? 
	

Two new boys come to take the place 
Or, will one or two be missing, 	Of our chums who have gone. 
Or maybe three or four? 

	
Passed on 	not forgotten, 

That we won't know 'til they return 
	

Just as hundreds more have done; 
To bring the final score. 	 And we who follow won't forget, 

Until this war is won. 

ST. THOMAS, 

THIS MONTH 

The story  of ''The Flying Mollisons" 
Produced and Directed by 

HERBERT WILCOX 

For the girls they left 
behind...for the wives, 
sweethearts, mothers 
of America, this picture 
vvas made! 

11r. 
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OCT. 24 to 28 

"WAKE ISLAND" 

THUR. & FRI. 

OCT. 22 and 23 

fe*Taff'  Ck‘ ( 



Popular  Prices 

Gents  50c 
Ladies 35c 

DANC/NQ EVERY 

WEDNESDAY 
FRIDAY 
SATURDAY 

VENINGS 

Presenting 

Ontario's 
Foremost 
Dance Orchestras 

nSUERVNICEITFO°THO  CLEANED AND PRESSED 	

A Complete Laundry and Dry Cleaning Ser- 
vice to R. C. A. F. Personne. 

SE WHO SERVE.  . .  . 
RMS  50c 

CLEANERS  -  DYERS  -  RUG CLEANERS 
SERVICE DAILY AT SUPPLY DEPOT 

Laundry Hours— 12.00 Hrs. to 13.00 Hrs., 17.00 Hrs. to 18.00 Hrs. 

AYLMER STEAM LAUNDRY 

You'll I.ike the AYLMER LAUNDRY for its 
Quick, Courteous and Complete Service  — 

with the Newest Methods. 
Odorless Dry Cleaning by Expert Workmen, 	1 

• 

	111111111010111.10,  

DANCE - DANCE - DANCE 
AT ST. THOMAS' MOST SPACIOUS BALLROOM 

MASONIC AUDITORIUM 
DIRECTLY ACROSS FROM CAPITOL THEATRE 

(We Extend  a  Most Hearty Welcome to  All  the Personnel of the  R. C.  A. F. 

• Prize Spot Dances 	•  Fun for Everyone 	•  Dance Commences at 9 p. m. 

—  IT'S DELIGHTFUL DANCING AT THE MASONIC  — 

P. S.—Watch next month, Observer for a Special Announcement. 

INDUSTRIAL 
CONSTRUCTION 

COMPANY LTD. 
GENERAL CONTRACTING 

Landscaping and Custom Trucking, Excavating, Grading, 
Crushing Rock and Gravel 

WINDSOR: 	 ST. THOMAS: 

2137  Moy  Ave., Phone 4-7905 	 Talbot  St.  East,  Phone  1190 

We Do a Lot of Station Repair Work 

A. DEAN,  President _FL  NICLI, Sec-Treasurer 
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