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War had just been declared.
The Navy and the Air Force
were more than a little con-
cerned over Canada’s East
Coast bases. As a transport
pilot I had been detailed to
fly two senior staff officers on
a tour of inspection, They
were Capt. Murray, later t>
become Rear Admiral Murray,
and Air Commodore Anderson,
now Air Vice Marshal.

At Sydney, N. S. we found
the old No. 8 Squadron en-
camped on the south arm of
the Harbour and operating
some 200 miles to sea in their
single engine Northrop Delta's
converted for submarine hunt-
ing. Leaving those pioneers
of coastal operations, we took
off for Halifax, and as may be
expected, encounted the usual
fog. M e A ;

A diversion was made to
‘Moncton, N.B.—then boasting
the :mnly Radio Range on the
coast — and eventually we
arrived over Yarmouth 10th.
October 1939. A w/t message
was received en route advising
us to land on the new airport.
On examination, the latter con-
sisted of runways under con-
structior, and few if any build-
ings — so we landed ch Doc-
tor’s Lake. My passengers
left by car for the airport site
and as | had no interest in
“that soggy looking field in
the blueberry bushes” stayed
with my aircraft. Little did 1
B b wile R think at that time 6 years ago § Group Captain R. C. Davis, C. 0., who announced the

:
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Group Captain N. S. MacGregor,

{ 2 th this field Id b - on’s ] i -
Squadron, opened the Station in 1940 th:t;ta:;un :; w‘:ﬂ:mw “""::“f: Station’s closing September 15, 1945 ;
) ' day and that it would be my ' YE W. D. EDITOR L e ey

YE EDITOR very good fortune to command iy W

it for one year,

As most of you know, Yar-
mouth served as the base for
a very concentrated and c'n-
tinuous campaign against the
submarine, Coastal convoys,
“the Milk Run’’, and the big
Atlantic convoys from Halifax,
St. John, Boston and New York
were protected by crews from
Yarm uth. Bolingbrokes, Hud-
sons, Venturas and the faithful
Canso, together with 119BR,
6CAC, 113BR, 162BR, 160BR,
5 BR, 161BR are aircraft and
squadrons familiar to the old
timers. "All have contributed to
the reputation of the station of
getting the job well done. Niow
the mission is completed and it
is not unreasonable that this
station, together with many
others, should close.

On this occasion | wish to
thank all ¢f yvou who have
worked hard and fauthfully at
your assigned task. Many have
had duties of a routine nature
not commonly associated with
the glamour of flying, yet so
essential to it. Qur cooks are
but -me example of many who
have served and served indeed
three times a day 365  days
for 6 long vears,

Regardless of your duty, you
have served your country well
and vou may be rightfully

| | PW“&I of :; In 'E:":“gf::; Since November, 1944, LAW Betty' Dale, of the Accounts
Teking over the Editor’s desk from WO2 H. L. Woodman | ™outh Anc in THest insien Section, has been writing the news and views of the W.Ds.

: - ! re 1 ivil occupations.
in December, 1943, Cpl. C. H. Robart of the Station Orderly j fetvrning to v R s 4 . MR TRT &
B L L poriton up t6 and inchuding this ] I wish you every happ for DEPTH-CHARGE, besides drawing cartoons and writ

nd succesg in future life. ] : i ’9
final eaition. When asked to make a statement for this, | oAt Bocl  okie ing the “Pay-Off 00_11111111 2 Betty, who was posted to Ot-
the last issue, Cpl. Robart said: “K I could only have print- | R. C. DAVIS, G.C. tawa recently when interviewed by a Depth-Charge reporter
ed everything I knew!” ' | L said: “It was a head-ache but I enjoyed it.” -
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"FROM THE EDITOR

So long, gang, and it was nice knowing
you. We thank you from the bottom of our
heart for putting up with our humble eftorts
as Editor of your paper. Doubtless many of
you could have done a much better job.

102 '
FROM THE W. D. EDITOR

With the Station closing at the end of
the month, we appear here for the last time,
not to try to amuse or give you the low-
down, but to say, good-bye.

Though the W.Ds. have only been here
since last October, we feel we have become
a real and iutegral partorf Station life. irue
we have annoyed some and amused others,
really we have tried to help, and must admit
we’ve had a lot of fun..

So at last we can think seriously of going
home—a thrill that can hardly be described.
Joing home! Some to take up the old job,
others to start some new line of endeavour
and still others, who have married boys on
the Station, to set up housekeeping.

And yet, there’s a strange regret fills

our hearts now the going is a reality at last.
We've made so many good friends and had
such good fun that its hard to say good-bye.
Our memories of the R.C.A.F. won’t be of the
dull side, work parades and dril, polishing
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FAREWELL!

By Fl/Lieut. H. S. HARTLIN, Protestant Padre

It is always difficult to say “Farewell!”
It means the severing of old ties, the break-
ing of bonds, separation from friends and
familiar associations.. Many of us experi-
ence a feeling of sadness as we come to the
time where we must say ‘“Good-bye” to Yar-
mouth, R.C.A.F. Station. It has played a
vital part in the war effort. It has also been
the scene of many friendships, happy assoc-
iations and fine fe lowship, not only with ser-
vice personnel, but also with many of the
citizens of Yarmouth. And now we must bid
“Farewell!” -

Since its beginning thousands of person-
nel have passed through this Station. Men
and women from all parts of Canada and
elsewhere. In its latter days it was the scene
of a large influx of men and machines from
overseas. Machines that bore the marks of
battle; men who took part in bombing mis-
sions over enemy territory, or in fighting in
European skies. Many of these lads wear a
badge of heroic distinction. In every way
the Station has sought to minister to the
well-being and comfort of all who have re-
mained here or have passed through. For-

tunate in its type of Commanding Officers as

well as other senior officers in providing wise
and considerate leadership and administra-
tion, Yarmouth became known as one of the
finest Stations in Eastern Air Command.

The Padre’s office during the years of
the Station’s operation has usually been a
busy one. Many hundreds of men have
found their way there to unfold a tale of
trouble, sorrow, disappointment, or perplex-
ity. He has sought to be a friend and help-
ful counsellor to all. And the satisfaction
we have is in knowing that in a great many
cases we have been able to help men in some
difficult situation, or in restoring a waning
faith in things that are true and worthwhile.
To one and all of you we now bid “Farewell!”
May God’s blessing be upon you as you re-
turn to your homes and face the problems of
‘he future.

20
FAREWELL AND GOOD LUCK TO ALL

5

buttons, etc., but of each of you who hal to A local artist who produced many cartoons for Depth-Charge By Fl/Lieut. A. J. RICHARD, R. C. Padre
turn out in the fog with us, or tried as hard wags Jack MacMellon. Formerly with the Canadian Army . .
as we did to get out of it. Anyway, we know Jack nov works with the Halifax Chronicle. Below.is his Through the wisdom of Shakespeare we

v.;e WEH bef s%ein% m:iln};Vq-f you ag%jn on the first cartoon for Depth-Charge. iffgi’nitthat]i‘;g .g-ﬁt)n:é play neidstno_ elljilogtflejr.
streets of AMlontreal, Innipeg, vancouver Y > 18 ditficult for any one to judge 11 1N
and p::Jints north and south, busy civilians the drama of one’s own life, the acting was
again. If you ever come our way, be sure to ' ' T 7 N et we | performed according to the loftiest ideal
drop in. Till then, Good-bye and the best of and the right standards. One can always be
luck! It’s been wonderful knowing you. sure that good will and noble sincere inten-
' ros tions are the motives agreeable to God In

: judging our lives and granting our reward.
FROM THE SPORTS EDITOR I may say, on leaving this Station and the
Little did I realize a few months ago

Air Force, that I have tried to do my best

when I penned my first few lines for with the knowledge I had of my duties to-

 DEFTH.CHARGE that I would be writing wards all, treating my fellowman with con-

one of its closing and most vital chapters. sideration, giving help when I could to those
On the afternoon of our disbandment

who needed it. I have tried to live up to the
announcement, the Editor suggested that it following prayer I made to God when I join-
would be fitting to publish a closing edition

ed the Air Force:
and at this time my thoughts are toward “Give me the strength and needed grace
those we leave behind. Although we go

To fill with honor my ordered place;
forward to our Maple Leaf Gardens, Forum Great or humble as it may be,

or Auditorium in many of Canada’s sports May I make it a monument to Thee!
centres, we are leaving many a friend in the

local sports whirl, friends who have helped
us put in many otherwise lonesome hours,

L

_ TAKING AFLIP WITH THE
'USE BOYS WITH “JAKE”
AT THE CONTROLS AND
WONDERING WHAT WILL HAPPEN

NEXT ups’ s

A

WAS NEVER
L\KE

Vi N 1S )
' </

“Let me not cloud another’s sky
With griefs that burden or cries that try;

friends such as Nate Bain, Sandy Fraser
and Joe LeBlanc. Friends to whom we are
all indebted.

We may not realize it now, but as the
months and years roll along, many of us will

But when my heart is glad with song,
Help me to pass its joy along.

I wish to add that it was not hard to
perform my duty with the kind of co-opera-
tion received from every one from the high-

often think of the good times we had on the est authprity to the lowest rank and with
third base line at the William Street ball == Weer SERPAIDE. e Were foron 0 e
i | - * met. aithful friend is a strong defence;

park, or the Sunday afternoons at Milo, or
the rough on the 7th at the Golf Club. May
I remind the Westerners and Torontonians,
when saying good-bye to your Gateway
friends to let your hair down and admit that
you have had a good time during your so-
journ in Yarmouth. I did and I only hope
that some day I shall have the opportunity
of returning some of their hospitality.
Good-bye—and thanks again, Yarmouth!

L

NO VISIT WOULD BE COMPLETE
IE YOU FORGET THE NEW

sand he that hath found him hath found a
CANTEEN WE DO OURSIT IN “SNACK BAR" THE MiLX swakes | treasure”. Memories of such friendship and
SINGING NORTH ATLANTIC SQUAD- ARE REALLY DO-LISH-US relationship with all will be treasured jeal-
RON. WiTH "BARNEY “"AT HE PIANO. TR ously as they were appreciated during my
D) F————— THANKS -* e stay on this Station. I say farewell to all
L =i 2/ %) PoLICE ARE with fondest hope of meeting again in the
V" Il NERY eourte | future and with the most sincere wish that
o I m— all enjoy the best of luck in life. And may
God bless you. |

DROPPING . IN AT THE AIRMEN'S

B, oass SHoM

FRIEND _L_iL




e

REE

TH

PAGE

EPTH-CHARGE

D

45

19

EMBER,

SEPT

19435.

1940-

Station,

F

A
In the

of R.C.

lights

Yarmouth,

beginning . ..

Freeman

R

j. was F/L L,

Popular Ad

- —

-

tors and Rifles

Ira

th Respi

ions — wi

Inspect

Room

S

The O

.ﬁ

)
G

o

finer points on the Station

learned the

WAGS

Met. Section

The

And the Tower were always on the bit

The Boxing Team in 1942 looked tough anyway



1945

SEPTEMBER,

.I':

DEPTH-CHARGE

o
=
O
=
K
O
<
—

Ottt

u P TR

S

S

'y,

e
1

e

S

ama o E B

e

i
e

=

%

'

4
s

ions Staff — 1942

is was the Operat

Th

really meant

they

days when

in the

the crews

iefing

1€

Br

business

e

e

el
R

G )

R
e il o
ﬁ.,.p.mu-. =k,

o) 83
Bl ek

?

iage

th foli

wi
ing

te

And we had Commandos comple

everyth

?

g ;|

grenades,

4

1n

é

ets West

e

East m

lers

-
1
-

And the Pill Ro

Parades as always

1€3

v in the roarin’ forti

‘41, ’42, ’43, 44 —

The Field Day always was the big da

And Inspections!



SEPTEMBER, 1946

G/C M. G. Doyle, Commanding

May ’43, July ’44

DEPTH-CHARGE
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And we produced a mighty smart ball team
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And the Stores Personnel—ready to say no

to anyone
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AC2 Miaek'uek, Mascot from

Labrador

s byl eyl b The Aok . Ack Batters 142 Members of both Camps prepared for Post War days
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The Station Orchestra was tops.

And the Snack Bar was a

— e s s, s e I o T p——

popular eating place.

boasted its own Esquire Bar.

DEPTH-CHARGE

An exceedingly lively gent was
astonished to read of his death in
an obituary column. He called a
friend.

“Did you see the paper?
printed my death in it.”

“Yeah,” said his friend, “I saw
i1t. Where are you calling from?”

They

Ainwoman — ¢Oh, look! I’ve
just found a four-leaf -clover.
That’s a sign of g forthcoming
marriage.”’

Airman — ‘“Nonsens
sign of good luck.”

AC1 (in hospital)—‘Say, Doec-
tor, I asked that nurse to put a
hot water bottle on my feet and
she stuck up her nose and walked
away.”

Doctor—*"What else could you

- —

s s

expect? That, young man, was
the head nurse.”
AC1—*0Oh, do you specialize

that much?
foot nurse.”

Then send me the

W. D. Canteen Steward — I
need my furlough. I’m not look-
my best these days.”

N.C.0. i/e—'"*Nonsense.”

W. D.—“It isn’t nonsense, the
ailrmen are beginning to count
their change before they leave.”

One of our most prolific writ-
ers was Lac E. G. Perrault of
160 Sqdn. & Vancouver, B. C.

Returning from church, the son
of the house was about to intro-
duce a friend he had met there
to his dad, who was somewhat
deaf.

Son—"Allow me to introduce
you to the new deacon.”

Dad—"Eh, new fea er.”

Son—*‘‘No. The new deacon.

He’s the con of a bishop.”
Dad—*“They #all are,”

Well known Depth-Charge
artist was Lac Jack Alexand-
er—a Lancashireman now re-
turned to England.

Airmzm—*“May I have special
leave on Wednesday, sir? It’s
my twenty-fifth wedding anniver-
sary.”

Officer—"“What! Are we going
to have to put up with this every
twenty-five years?”

PAGE SEVEN
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YOUR SHEETS AND MINE _
OR ONE LAST GRIPE

By LEDSON

Sgt. Brook of the ICommoner’s
Mess Hall, is undoubtedly ace
suspect in that current mystery
“The Cleao sSheet Enigma’.
Why? You may ask. Well figure
it out. He is the only one to B
have gained by the scarcity of §
same. Whepeas meals held top
billing in griping airdles. (the
subject of dirty sheets has chees-
ed it’'s way into the lead by a
clothes-flinned mnose. We will
jot his mame down in our book
and continue however.

Through consultation with Ithe
keymen of the Station, I have
reached a plausible solution, ex-
ecuted it, and now dash off this

article with intent to guide you The Roval Navv staged
all around ‘the many pit-falls you y Y ged some cross country races

The Armocurers were always busy — they said may run into during this opera-
: tion, namely the cleansing of
. ' — Sheets. '

The success or failure of the
whole treatment ig largely de-
pendent upon the approach. Hap-
hazardness can not be tolerated.
Bear this in mind always, and be-
gin thusly:

Enter barrack room whistling
some old refrain such as “I Love
Me Truly’. Place one hand in
your pocket and saunter slowly
down the cell, carefully picking;
your way around the (bodies of
the happy chappies who couldn’t
quite make it to their bunk in
the early hours. This carefree,
easy, attitude ig most critical, for
if the sack-life suspect anything,
the whole a-tack will icollapse,
and will have to be left to a later
date.

When you come to your bunk,
turn and stare dreamily out of
the window for a few minutes,
A . : viewing with satisfaction ‘the
nd Clothing Stores put up a grim front oreat Yammouth skyline of 20-
story buildings. If there should
bhe no window at hand give the
Varga-girl pinups the eye. (You
have seen them already a hundred
times, but somehow one doesn’t
tire of this sort of rot).

Minutes tick by and now it is
time to stop fooling. Summoning
all of your muscles, you stand
there in 5 dynamic tension ready
for the attack. With a mighty
surge of power you execute a
perfect 1% gayor, to land on
your bunk at the same time slip-
ping a packet of D.D.T. between
the sheets. This will quite na-
turally take a little practise. Lie
soill. ’till all movement and cough-
ing ceases, then, donning a pair
of sterilized rubber gloves (ob-
tainable at any operating room)
slowly pull back the covers to
view your work. If you are of a
sadistical nature, it is permissible
to break into a soft, low, fiend-
ish laugh at this point. Others
may shed a tear a5 they stare
fixedly at their former bunk bud-
A good percentage of Airmen donated blood at local clinic dies, those little cannibalistic re-

sidents of Nova Scotia. Don’t
_ you feel like a heel?

It's mo turning back now
though, so we sweep their poor
little bent and broken bodies to
the floor cast aside all emotion
and begin jumping and stamping,
allowing maniacal laughter to
ring loud. After you’ve wiped
the froth from your mouth we’ll
continue.

Now hold the sheets firmly in
your left hand and begin running
your right thumb quickly across
the corner. This will separate
the rich top-soil from the sheet
and may be peeled eakily in
length strips. :

This is a very dangerous com-
pound you are handling, since it
holds the power to return matter
to it's neutral electrical state
(easily computed from the form-
ula +E — E=0). Therefore
peel off directly into g sink and
wash down the drain before the
sink collapses. We’ll let some-
body else worry about the pipes.)

The removing of this rich loam
will disclose plant life or fungus
which must be promptly sprayed
with Moose Head before the air {§ |
causeg it to harden. If you don’t \
And roast beef was the order of nearly every day = use all the bottle, it is quite In Ani the Ack-Ack Battery, 1943

¥
3
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5BR had their own Flying Tiger
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A new Water Tower was built in ’44
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And thru it all Terry whee'ed his cokes.

DEPTH-CHARGE

order to quaff-off the rest. Now
if you are still endowed with
your vision, produce a knife (can
be istolen in advance from the
Mess). Deftly scrape off fthe
new-formed paste, being careful
not to let it come in contact with
bare flesh. Anytime now, you
ought to be getting your first
glimpse of aectual burlap. Run
swiftly and fling sheet into boil-
ing cauldron, previously heated
with your chum’s lighter. Allow
to simmer for 2 to 3 days and
if their presence still persists,
whip them out the window neat-
ly onto the telephone lines 40
yards hence, setting your pals
agape with amazement and proud
they know such a clever person
as you,

Throw the water away lest it
cools to form a purple jelly which
is highly explosiwve.

Wait ’till the sheets are barely
damp and mounting a step-ladder
handy, commence to beat, using
a stainless steel bar until dry.
This will take ten to twelve hours
on a rainy day, but then the
musecle building qualities are
wonderful. This step is refer-
red to as tempering and must be
carried out to a high degree of
accuracy, since a flaw left in the
material will reduce the resilience
and tensile strength icausing
buckling and bending later.

Now, if you have made any
variations in any of the procedure
or failed to carry them out with
Gruen-like timing, you may as
well dump the lot in the garbage
can, skip up to stores and make
your repayment., (Easily though,
those garbage cang are only
made of sheet metal).

If, however, you are intelligent
enough to score success, sneak
down to the other end of the bar-
rack-room around 2 p.m., when
traffic is light, and switch them
for the Barrack Corporals. You
can bet his aren’t more than a
week old.

THE PAY OFF

Hey! what’s going on around
here? Migosh, why didn't some
of you guys tell us the place was
closing down! Everybody but us
knows things and never tells us.
The war may be over for you but
as far ag we can see, its just start-
ed for us. First VE day and we
worked twice as hard and then
somebody thought up VJ day and
we worked four times as hard
and thats where we’ve been ever
since — down in the Account
Section working. So we come out
fo lunch and half the station’s
gone! Well, it will be nice to go
home and have a nice long rest,
about 1946 sometime.

Oh! that reminds us. Those
goodbyes, and handshakes are
making us soft but we have to
apologize for the tough manner
we've had to use lately, locking

doors, no pay, and stuff like that.

Most discouraging to you and we
didnt like it, but mvith thousands
of you banging on the doors you
gave ug quite a scare.

Sy its SOS for now and we’re
wishing you many happy returns
of pay day from mow on,

Be seeing you in Vancouver
soon.,

Airman, on island: “I'm for-
getting women here.”

Conporal: “I'm for getting
women here too.”

RADIO QUIPS:

Bob Hope at a WAVE centre
—“This is the first time I've ever
seen Petty Officers with petty fig-
... Daddy explains to
Baby Snooks—“A girdle is a de-
vice to keep an unfortunate sit-
uvation from spreading.”.......
Frank Morgan—“I was lucky. I
met her at the age mwhen her
voice was changing from ‘no’ to
lyesf !}!

ures.”’.

Hospital Assistant: “What is
the first thing you’d do if you got
hydrophobia?”

Airman: ‘“Bite the S.W.0.”

The Tower Staff — 1944

And inspections were still popular (7)

YAHMOU

In Victory Loans this Station always

went over the top.
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W.Ds. To Arrive In Yarmouth

Our Y. M. C. A.
Supervisors included: |

B S . i okt

x

Al Benson

w;'-."'x'-‘\hﬂmw:-_\..wn'..

a & "= - g = el

el

01-1 October 26. 1944, the first W.Ds. arrived on this Station under the leadership of S/O P. M. Scott. Most of the old

origina' s have since been discharged or posted, but there are still a few on the Station.

oS Y

and Jules Zeller In ’43 — ’44 the Station boasted a modern pigeon loft. Popular messing Officer was S/0 E. E. MacMurchy.
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i/¢ Snack Bar

Hairless Joe at the Sadie Hawkins Dance —’44.

Chefs

s

And one of h

!

ther

as €l

The Senior N.C.Os. didn’t do bad at Christm

L]

111

Waddington,
our 2nd Ed

R.

F/O N.

Waiters the Airmen’s Mess,

or

I
Lo

iit

N e ——

S

Account

m

O

fr

3

ame

C

4

’ s

Il Team 1n

Softbha

)101

|

In March ’45, the Corporal’s Club was opened

44 produced some excellent gifts

1n

e Toy Shop
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And t}
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Yarmouth, Sept. 14, 1945....
Yarmouth Golf and country club
sustained numerous attacks from
the men of HQ signals, West
camp, tonight, as the Air Force
deployed upon their objective,
well supplemented by trucks, sta-
tion wagons, women and refresh-
ments. (Refreshments?) At this
late hour, reports still filter in,
indicating the fierce action is still
in progrfsg, sasualties. one LAW, On March 381st, 1945, the Bowling Alleys were opened

one Sergeant. :

Such wag the way the local
press could have reported our
little brawl. But did they? No
sir! Not a word was uttered. So,
dear folk, it behooves two humble
LAIC’S to record for posterity the
“doings” of said night. We have
to talk of many things, of high
Officers, of lowly airmen, and of
civilians, and believe us it’s no
easy problem to remember all.
So when YOU read this, if you're
forgotten, we're sorry if we’ve
remembered you, we're glad. Its
really nothing on a big station.

Naturally we deem it fitting to
menttion our Commanding Officer
first. But what can-we gay? Not
much really. Lets sum it up by
thus going out on a limb, and say-
ing that we've mever before seen
the “boss” enjoy himself so much Mrs. R. C. Davis, wife of the C. O., cut the official rikbon
at any other party which we’ve < e
had the pleasure of attending.
For Mrs. Davis, with the C.O’S.
forgiveness, may we say that the
fellowsg really think she’s swell.
And so to Group Captain and Mrs.
Davis, our heartfelt thanks for
honouring us with their presence,
and contributing very materially
to the success of the party.

S/L Grant, and F/L Bishopric
(gay old dog isn’t he girls?) were
very much in attendance. Miss
Williams handed- Mr. Grant an
inglorious defeat with 2 falls to
his- one.

Sgt. Ince of Cypher was quite
the bell of the ball, but had to
be subdued in the latter part of
nf the evening. Complaint?
Running  across  the ceiling
screaming. ‘‘Qzot Zmob Chqr—
Benson”.... watch that lad!

Jules Zeller of the “Y” was all
set to present “Maisie’’ but some-
one spilt rum in the machine, and
Maisie was too tight to stand up,
let alone put on a show. Rum-
my isn’t it?

There were many of the “people
in the street” of the section, who
did their little bit, we'll try to
mention a few and let it go at
that. The driver of the truck to
the club, really thought he was
hack in good old England. He
Avave down to the club with his
- lights off....the way he hit that
Discussion groups for post-war planns were formed in 1944 driveway, was a joy to behold.
” Radar had nothing on him. Some
good that guy, better give him his
“A’ group....must eat carrots. And later in the season the W.Ds. produced the E.A.C,

Danter as general manager, Champion Bowling Team
when he attempted to organize, - : .
someone had forgotten the AR S SR P A P A RO S

bones. . . Jones “‘the postman’’, as
doorman, one ticket for the com-
pany, one ticket for my Tena . . .
wipe your feet please. (Cairney
kept the four walls reverbrating
in his usual good natured manner:
twenty watts thru a ten watt
speaker, what a man. Got a tube
manual handy? Sgt: Snafford held
the post of coke and kerosene
man. cokes for the young'uns,
kerosene for the rubbies....the
line forms on the right (for the
kerosene).

Some mention was made of
floor prizes for spot dances....
nobody could find the spot....
nice pickings Cairney.

Some of our girls presented
themselves as stunning examples
of womanhood, with their low cut
civvy dresses, n’everything. Com-
And Yarmouth won four prizes at E.A.C. Arts and Crafts petition in the form of Yarmouth Governor-General and Princess Alice visited the Station
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hostesses, came out prepared for
the worst, and got it....not
enough men,

Which should be a good contri-
bution for Mister Ripley.

The MT driver, and his com-
mendable help with the ‘“pros-
trates” and dead-beats kept the
party on a reasonably high stand-
ard. A good word may be said
for our RAF Sgt. Hickling who
risked dishpan hands to do his
bit in the kitchen. Damned good
show Sarg....says the Sarg....
“H’ive never ’ad ’arf as jolly a
time for a long while.”

We nearly banged good old
Yarmouth Country Club into the
bay. But who cares, we had
tun. ...

On the serious side for one
moment; Major “The Bishop”
presented F/I, “Hutch” Hutchin-
son with a ring, as a token of
our esteem for a truly good job
done as boss-man.  “Hutch” in
turn introduced our new 0. C.
F/O0 Benson, who mwas welcomed
by one and all.

And so two A.M. found the
mob making a determined effort
for the general direction of the
Station, We returned by truck
(with the lights on), and a bottle
of pickles was enjoyed by all
Burp.., /Burp....

One of our veteran LAIC’s re-
turning to barracks, after con-
siderable talk with the S.A.O.
went to sleep thinking of his
coming posting, next morning he
had his discharge....

Submit g1l claims, lawsuits, and
inquiriegs to the know it alls.... - : ---
the “Jonesledson combine....”

That is all.

V
Then came V-E Day and V-J Day An airman was suffering the
Piksy © e e - agonies of a ferrific hangover

“May I fix you a Bromo-Selt-
zer?” asked the Canteen Steward
solicitously.

“Ye gods, no, moaned the lad
in blue, “I couldn® stand the
noise!”

He was the frail Frank Sinatra
type. . . . she sweet and receptive.
but realistic.

“When I crush you in my arms
like this,” he whispered, “what
are you thinking of?”

Without hesitation she replied:
“The manpower shortage.”

Repat—*“When we were shot
down in the South Seas and
marooned for six weeks, I had
only one companion....a beauti-
ful blonde.

Acey-Ducey—“What did you
do for food?”

Repeat—*“Well, you’ve got me
there...darned if I remember.’

Armourer—*“I don’t wear sus-
penders.” :

Firefighter—*“How do you keep
your pants up?”

Armourer—‘“My stomach esta-
blishes a beachhead and the rear
guard holds it.”

The Mess Sergeant came inte
the Mess Hall, took one look at
the tables and made for the near-
est cook.

“Whose bright idea was to pui On Sept. 15th the C. O. announced the closing of Station
those flowers on the tables?”

“The C.0O.’s” answered the cook '-
innocently.

‘“Really,” said the Sarge, ‘“pret-
ty, ain’t they?”

Sailor—Drinking makes you These pages give a picture story
beautiful.”

Cutie — “But I haven’t been
drinking.” 2

Sailor—*“No, but I have.” of the hi - lights of R. C. A. F. Sta-

Student Pilot—“Hey instruc- J
tor, she’s going into an outside tion, Yarmeouth, during the past
tall spin. What do I do now?”
Voice from the cockpit—*“Mig-
awd aren’t you the instructor?” !
¢ five years.

First Airman— “You say that
gorgeous W.D. is your best girl?” |
Second Airman— “Naw...just
i an.d ParadeS! neck’s best.” e ————— e ——————————
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- " - SRR smaﬁr “Henc-eio}'tl_ll,” exp*l:auined the
2 {05&! 71 HOPE THAT b M.IO._examamng" recruits for the
MONTREAL TRAIN Pacific, ‘“we will use the follow-
SOON COMES [N..... ing procedure: Place an anatomy
chart on the wall and put pins in
it to correspond with any physical

i ﬂﬂ Moo By defects in the body of the recruit.

Then take down the chart, re-
move the pins, roll it up and play
L2 ; it on a player piano. If it plays

S 7 1 1  ‘Nearer My God To Thee’, reject
& him.”

: 3 @ b The one-ring circus was visiting

4 £2 a town in the hills. The folks
recognized all the band instru-
H ments except the slide tromibone.

One old settler watched the

players for some time, then said,
ﬂ‘&ﬁ “There’s some trick to It. He
S e T s ain’t really swallowing it.”

et S e Sy . . % y :
: . WHEN MY Tom What’s that flower 1n

your girl friend’s buttonhole?”

‘\Q} DRE AmtSH\P) Bill—“It’'s & ch‘rysanthe‘-mum-” :
Tl COMES \N Tom—-*Looks like a rose to L__

ﬁ Mﬁ'& | m?ﬁ-il.lﬁ“Nu-pe, ' ’

it’s chrysanthe-

s s,
j ”"“"’W_....u.«;-;nﬁh:ifﬂanm;-;...,_ mum.”’
Tom—"Spell it.”
" Bill—“K-R-1-S. By golly, you're
right, it is a rose.” !
p Sergeant in Labrador — “Why
don’t you wear earmuffs?”
g (5 AC1—“T haven’t worn them
L since the accident.” |
» Sergeant—*What accident?”
A AC1—*Someone asked me if I L2 e
4-\9 w'an‘fed a drink and T didn’t hear A,e Ky - o i A
¥ him.”’ ays /Vel/e)" A//”d Ee Z/Gj/sm.. :

e i Y S Litt}e BD}T—“‘MDt-h'Efrg -d-{} fai]f'}?

o | The fog /350 #eavy He'/ Leave
S anls ol o tales always begin ~with ‘Once A .
dpon. s iRe Y /he £ /df?é /here and Walk Dowen. o
Mother—“No, dear, mot {al- A 0L8 (R S I 7 € 2 1 & BRI vt £ go BRI 2 L8
ways. Sometimes they begin

with ‘My love, I may a little late

tonight I have to be on
o du-ty.” [\ 7

JoE YOURE L2

A certain father, on meeting T

the mew first grade teacher for D) SCHARGE i %

the first time, said: “I'm happy CAME THROUGH, E SRR

to know you, Miss. 1 am the . :_m.—-—-—- ~
father of the triplets you are go- S i

ing to have next September.”

The Indian chieftain opened a
speech to his tribe with: “You
all know me as Old Chief Train-
MELLON whistle, but since I am entirely
democratic, I hope, that for short
vou will feel free to call me
‘Toots’.”

A sergeant to his gon — ¢'It’s
none of your business how I first
met your mother, but I can tell
you one thing, it certainly ‘cured
me of whistling.”

Her lips quivered as they ap-
proached his. His whole frame
trembled as he looked into het
eyes. Her chin vibrated and his
body shuddered as he held her
close to him.

Moral Never kiss a girl in a
jeep with the motor running.

e e e T
I s AT T ril S e c

'M TRYING TO

TRY AND BRING OUT |4
THE WOLF IN ME AS | &7 BRING OUT THE i
b PLAIN AS POSSIBLE g |5 ‘\iEETNiEN -‘;’:El-g; o+ b
;. \HDLﬁR OLD SARG, || A R A ST, A

l ?’%‘h’f - R — ?
A T X ) el

Airman—“I used to be a bank
examiner.”

W.D.—“Well, ’m no bank.” ! f,e" i
G e\ M
Airman. (In a hurry to get to :’1{‘ AN s { ) B = i S0%0)
varmouth): Can’t you go any 1 |8 S = . W
faster?
Coach Driver: Sure, but 1 —
’ have to stay with the Bus! ,_., : ?

A proud ‘mother walked into
o furniture store, clutching 4
small monthly payment. She
placed it on the counter hapipily.
«Here.” she said, “is .the last

installment on your baby car- : ,..f"'“ S TR A .ﬁ&-é%.[
- 1 - o o, I'.\ it el
riage. AVING THE*PHIZZOG” \ e R T,

“phat's fine,” said the clerk
“snd how’s the baby?”

GUESS FLL

ARTISTIC *1” CARDS. BY THE SO0 e

] ’ T
“Oh.” said the mother, “he was Rsuﬁg"éﬁ AN'Y WAY-ANY CO-INCIDENCE 15 =7 STUPID=
drafted last month.” THE C.O PURELY ACCIDENTAL. WHAT CAN You
Wa p SEE IN A
gM & o 2 et DARK ROOM
A group captain and a wing : ~a YO‘:}'EE;E %' /ﬂ
commander were walking down € S @ e TOSEE MY | AT [
the street. They met many ACZs, A DR 'S =N S wok
. o - ROOM 47
and each time the group captain AN A
saluted he muttered, “The same I N L. ; faﬁi ¢
SO0 Yyou'Ag FRoOM To / s % S e B 9T AN
CO}\"‘E /N 81/75 / a;:v ‘7? ;;afv:{”'ou ‘ £ 11 B yopekwaysisey Taeti’ O NP LINGS 1o A | B d Sl
/ ¥ / Y L4 asked the wing commander. e vicd BYT CONFUSING PRl NN A i 1k
IXE IT HERL. “T was an AC2 once and I ey : — WOLFING v 0

know what they’re thinking.”
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IS DAYS (.B.
AND

JS DAYS L0SS OF PAY - I8
FOR THINKING OF — &
WHERE YO WOULD LIKE 8

70 TELL ME TO )

o

She s She's an’
18 Docteor !

uPPerbuﬂ &cf: whalever that

DEPTH-CHARGE

YE ED.S SWAN SONG

As this is the last issue of
Depth<Charge and probably the
last service magazine with
which I will be associated 1
would like to add my two cents
worth to all the thankg and
farewells that the airmen are
passing out these days.

First I believe that I can say
this now without fear of being
accused of trying for a pro-
motion. I would like to thank
the Commanding Officer and
the Senior Administrative Of-
ficer for the cooperation they
have given me as Editor of the

Station paper. The C. O. stat-
ed explicitly that he wanted
the paper to be an airman’s

paper and there has never been
any criticisms or suggestions
regarding anything that went
into it’s columns. '

Then again I would like to
thank the staff of the Lawson
Publishing Company for the
many times they worked late
go that Depth«Charge might
be out on timre.. To them all
my sincere thanks and appre-
ciation. ' Yes even you, Doc.

And to all the staff of Depth
Charge who so willingly gave
of their spare time so that the
airmen of this Station might
have a paper — thanks again.

Lastly to those of you who
showed your appreciation of
my humble efforts by saying
that you liked Depth-Charge...
thanks for the compliment.
Hope you were serious.

C. H. ROBART, Cpl.
Editor, DEPTH-CHARGE

R./C.A.F. Station,
Yarmouth, N. S.
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