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NO WONDER HE’S LAUGHING — HE’S GOING
HOME.

SQDN. LDR. CRESSWELL
TO LEAVE SOON

Qutstanding Officer Return-
ing to England

Mountain View has lost many
Officers by transfer but none finer
or more respected and sincerely
liked by all ranks than Squadron
Leader Cresswell who will soon
leave us to return to England on
the expiration of his three years
tour of duty in Canada.

Squadron Leader Cresswell cami
to Canada in August 1939 to the Air
Armament School at Trenton
where he organized the Armourers
courses and laid out the syllabus
of training. It is largely due to his
organizing ability

that it was possible to meet the
vastly increased demand for train-
ed armourers to meet the demands
of war. The Squadron Leader re-
mained with the Air Armament
School in charge of Armourers
courses until May 1941 when he
was posted to the then non exis-
tent No. 6 Bombing and Gunnery
School as Officer Commanding the
Ground Instructional School. Many
obstacles confronted the Squadron
Leader in getting the school ready
for the first class of Air Gunners
but “Tommy” rolled up his sleeves
and went to work. The school was
ready on time and since that time
the now G.I.S. (Aircrew) has won
itself an outstanding record of suc-
cess.

When the Squadron Leader came
to Canada  he had behind him
aighteen years of experience with
the R.AF. in many parts of the
world for he had served in Turkey,
Iran. Egypt, India, The North
West Frontier, England, and Scot-
iand. and of this experience he

and experience! gave willingly to the infinite bene-

fit of Armament in Canada.

“Tommy Cresswell is a ranker
and justly proud of it. He has risen
to his present rank through his
own hard work and ability and
without benefit of “the old school
tie”. He has the ability to get the
pest out of men because he knows
men, and to command respect and
discipline and the confidence of
those under him and all those as-
sociated with him. His place wil
te hard to fill.

Not only did Squacron Leader
Cresswell run an outstanding
school hnt he also took a most ac-
tive interest in Station affairs. He
had much to do with getting the
Station Library started. He has
served as President of the Officers’
Mess “Committee and has always
willingly responded whenever call-
ed upon to help in any way. Out-~
side of the Station he has won
fame for himself as a public speak-
er of renoun and his versatility is
astounding. One day he might be
found addressing the Veterans and
then on Sunday preaching in the
United Church. It has always been
4 question as to how he adjusted
his vocabulary to meet the needs
of the pulpit for in private conver-
sation his phrases are neatly pivot-
ed around a few well known nouns
and verbs.

So to Squadron Leader and Mrs.
Cresswell we say “au revoir” and
“Bon Voyage”, and when this rud-
dy war is over come back and see
us again for you will always be
more than welcome and we shall
think of you and speak of you
many times after you have left, for
you have won a very secure place
in all our hearts.

POETICAL COMMENT
FROM OVERSEAS

I"m almost ashamed to draw my

pay
Which is all of a dollar thirty a day.
For I really have nothing much to
do

Except to stop a bullet or two,

‘While real patriots way back home

Have got to toil and sweat and
groan.

T've tried to figure like many a seer

On how to get by on a dollar a year,

And it’s awful to think of the hard-
ships faced

By those who do it to save the race.

And live at the Chateau and try to
be gay

On expenses of thirty bucks a day.
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THE LITANY OF
THE ‘“‘POILUS”

“The Poilus” — that’s what they
called them — the good old pri-
vates of the French army in the
Great War. I remember seeing
some of them during a parade in
Canada in 1917 — their round ber-
ets cocked jauntily on their heads,
their chests covered with medals.
They were a chosen bunch of
orave heroes brought to this side
to encourage us in our war
And they had done great theifxf;;i
inspired by Foch and other lead-
ers. Their records in the trenches
was good — no doubt of that.
It seems strange they let us down
in this war berhaps though,
they aren’t so much to blame as
thp.xr_ leaders, men who allowed
politics, or. personal gain, or self-
ishness result in the betrayal of
their country to our, and their ene-
mies. And I still believe that basi-
cally the PFrench poilu is on our
side — and when the time comes he
will prove it.

But that's not what this item is
about — it’s about their famous
litany, “The Litany of the Poilus”.
Heard about it? It's not bad. It's
for the ones that were afraid, that
were worried, that were fearful of
what might happen — and it'’s title
was “Why Worry”? It went some-
thing like this — “Youre a poilu
now — youwll either be sent to the
front trenches or you won’t. If
you’re not sent to the front trench-
es, why worry. If youre sent to
the front trenches, you'll either be
wounded or you won't. If you're
not wounded, why worry. If you're
woun@ed, it will be either slightly
or seriously — if slightly, why wor-
ry. If youre wounded seriously
yowll either die or you won’t. If
you don’t die why worry. And if
you do die, then it’s too late to
worry.”

Rather good mental attitude,
don’t you think? Just now most of
us may be inclined to be a bit
anxious — perhaps are too wor-
ried — well let’s not be. Each man
to his job — things are going to
break all right — it’s a bit dark
around the corner yet — but wor-
rying is not going to help. It only
slows us up and helps the ones we
are trying to defeat. Let’s get the
spirit of the Poilu’s litany — well
muddle through yet.

The R. C. Padre.
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SQUADRON LEADER CRESSWELL

I first met Squadron Leader Cresswell at Trenton when I was an
AC2 on the No. 12 Armament Artificers Course. At that time he was
to all of us the one person where our various troubles might meet a
receptive ear. He was a beacon light in the fog of a new sort of life
for we were all civilians as green as grass. Individually and collec-
tively we had supreme confidence in “Tommy”.

I always remember the case of an AC2 who was up on a charge of
spitting on the parade ground. He appeared in due course before, at
that time, F/Lt. Cresswell who said as follows: “Oh, spitting on the
parade ground, a very serious offence. Now you are a good lad and |
I see your work is well up but we can’t have people spitting over the
blasted parade ground else I should have to inspect you in a pair of‘
rubber boots up to my knees in sputum. Three days C.B.”. Well the
lad hadn’t been made 1o feel like a criminal, he hadn’t been called an
ignorant fool, he had just been told why he had sinned and was
appropriately punished, and thereby “Tommy” Cresswell won a firend
and made a good Armourer.

Squadron Leader Cresswell has the faith of his own convictions and
doesn’t go behind peoples’ backs to say what he thinks. He hates red
tape and outdatel time-worn regulations that slow down work. He is
a believer in getting things done when they should be done and
letting the chips fall where they may. He is the sort of officer we
could well do with many more of. Whenever Air Ministry in London
can send us more like “Tommy” Cresswell we will be tickled to death
to get them.

* k *
AN APPRECIATION

Some months ago the “Viewpoint” was a rather anaemic affair be-
cause as was pointed out at that time it was largely up to the men
themselves to supply material and this had not been done. It is
therefore most heartening to find that the men have come in solidly
behind the Viewpoint and that the flow of material is steady and good.
The editorial staff of the “Viewpoint” therefore wish at this time to
express their appreciation to Flight and Section Commanders and the
men for the fine co-operation that has been gien and also to the
Women’s Division who, since their advent on this station, have con-
tributed generously to the Station paper.

In this issue appears a short fictional story entitled “V”. It is
trusted that more of his type of material will be forthcoming. No
one should be afraid to try and write and it is felt that many can but
it is pointed out that the particular type of bilge wrtiten by the
Editor should not be taken as an example that any young writer should |
cry and follow.

|
|

In Memoriam

L.A.C. USHERWOOD, J. W.
July 14th, 1942.

First Impressions

Someone has said that first im-
pressions always remain. They are
permanent and always affect later
impressions. I hope that is true be-
cause my first impressions of the
R.C.A.F. Station at Mountain
View are good and pleasant. Per-
haps after slightly over one month
here it is not too soon to write of
these things. They are numerous
and, of course cannot all be writ-
ten of in a column like this. But
the most striking impressions can
be mentioned at least.

Our Station is situated in one of
the beauty spots of Ontario. For
years people have come to Prince
Edward County because the cli-
mate is mild, the ecenery pleasant
and the lake resorts provide holi-
day relaxation. Yet in the midst of
all this is set a busy Aid Station
operating on a seven day a week
schedule. The very climate and ele-
vated position make the situation
ideal. The impression of continual
activity is striking — perhaps more
so because of these surroundings.
There is an air of concentrated
work which means that men here
are conscious of the fact that the
world’s biggest business is afoot
here and it must be done despite
everything else. That is the spirit
we want in the prosecution of the
whole war. Let’s get on with it and
cleaned up as quickly as possible
and certainly conclusively, We are
not a war-like nation and we re-
gard our chief work as being done
in the constructive times of peace.
We don’t want this kind of thing
to recurr every 20 years or so and
we want it settled decisively.

The impression of good-natured
comradeship also strikes one here.
Among both officers and airmen

there is that democratic spirit
which may be caused by the sense
of sharing  responsibilities in a
common cause and by concerted
team-play and effort. Strangers do
not feel like strangers long on this
Station, They are accepted and
treated as members of the commu-
nity with places to fill and work to
do. That is a further evidence of
our true democracy. Perhaps east-
ern Canadians are profiting in this
by the large numbers of Western-
ers stationed in the East. Western
people have always maintained
that Easterners were much too
reserved, even inhospitable, at least
superficially. On the other hand,
Westerners, we hope, are begin-
ning to recognize that Eastern Ca-
nadians are not so bad after all.

In the face of this, however, we
must recognize the value of disci-
pline. We are not accustomed to
rigorous discipline and regimen-
tation in our Canadian life. We
have been so free and independ-
ent, that now, faced as we are
with the most strictly disciplined
and regimented enemies the world
has ever known, we are in danger
of losing everything we hold preci-
ous. Surely good comradeship and
recognition of genuine authority
are not incompatible. Authority in
the various spheres of life, if re-
posed in the hands of capable and
efficient persons should not be re-
sented but recognized and respect-
ed as being necessary and valu-
able. Tn all this we can learn much
that will be necessary in the world
we make when the war has passed
into history.

The Air Armament and G.I.S.
give one an insight into the skilled
knowledge necessary to the waging
of modern war. These are but two
of the many schools operated by
the R.C.A.F. Skill, precision,
technical knowledge, utilized by

(Continued on page 9)
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A “LIMEY” IN THE U.S.A.

Britons and Americans Find Common Idezls
at Pensacola

By MICHAEL GARDNER

I was one of stout, red-faced John Bull’s sons,

I had only a nodding

acquaintance with nephews of that lean, bewhiskered old man who called
himself Uncle Sam. I knew, of course, as every mnvie-going Englishman
knows, that they started every sentence with ‘say’, interjected ‘sure’ every

six words and were liable to call you ‘Big Boy’.

1 also understood that

anyone who visited Chicago without wearing a bullet-proof vest vgas
almost certain to be found in the gutter, sooner or later, riddled with

machine-gun bullets.
know of the British.

It took only ten days for me to be
hustled on to a ship, painted the
same grim color as the grey dawn
that rose mistily over the sea, as we
embarked, transported safely
through thousands of sub-invested
miles, landed in Canada, rattled over
the steel rails to the United States
border. It was on the tenth day,
dressed in a grey suit (as America,
wherever her sympathies lay, was
still neutral), that I saw the skyline
of Detroit poking its long fingers
into the clouds.

Uncle Sam was a pleasant old
Uncle then, with a dreamy look and
sleep dust in his eyes. It was only
after a certain day in December
that he brushed out the sleepdust
and flexed his muscles.

I was headed for Florida. Pensa-
cola, to be precise. I'd seen a movie
about Pensacola once, about young
men who looked like film stars
rather than fighting men, and who
behaved, though, very gallantly at
the least provocation, and often
without it.

It was difficult to say who was
most surprised when I arrived there.
Perhaps it was me, because the
young cadets didn’t look like film
stars. They looked like the men I
knew back in England who flew
Spitfires and Whitleys, the men I'd
met at school ,the men I'd worked
with, they were like the men I
played darts with in the pub, played
tennis and swam with. They were
plain ordinary men who had the
foresight to know that their country
would soon be in the war. Perhaps
they were surprised too. Because I
didn’t like tea and drank coffee, be-
cause I didn’t wear a monocle and
say ‘By Jove, old man’. Or again,
perhaps it was me. Because they
didn’t call me ‘Big boy’ or start

every sentence with ‘say’. Also,
later, I walked unharmed down
many Chicago streets.

Beyond that I knew no more than the Americans

Pensacola claims to give the finest
flying training in the world. The
men they have turned out prove
that beyond doubt. Remember Butch
O’Hare, who shot down five Jap
planes? Every man they turn out
is a potential hero, whether his
name makes the headlines or not.
And then there was pilot Donald
Mason who radioed back the famous
‘Sighted sub, sank same’ message.

“Spirit of the Law.”

The training was more technical
than any given in England, but the
main difference was in the disci-
pline. It was firm, yet more elastic.
It was the spirit, not the letter of
the law that counted. The officers
were men who understood the prob-
lems of the men, and didn’t consider
it beneath their gignity to fraternize
with the men. My first happy exper-
ience there was tossing a coin with
an officer for the price of a coke, and
after that I did it many times. Each
time, though, I felt I was shaking
democracy by the hand. As a re-
sult of this fraternal spirit co-
operation between men and officers
was increased, each eagerly going
out of hig way to help the other.

My first week was a hectic mental
jumble of acclimatisation—to the
food, the commercials on the radio,
the breezier style of mnewspaper
writing, the accents. Then I settled
down and began to feel that maybe
Uncle Sam had a little something—
that some others hadn’t got.

The American cadets went out of
their way to make the ‘Limeys’ as
we were always called, completely at
ease, and we spent a lot of time
finding out facts about each other.

‘Wag the food situation really bad
in England?’

‘Was it true there were still Ind-
ians living in the States?’

‘Were you ever in an air raid?’
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‘Do you thing the States will come
into the war?’

We covered every subject from
cabbages to Kkings, from ships to
sealing wax, and gradually the Brit-
ish and Americans came to the con-
clusion that one half of the world
never had known how the other half
lived. Americans discovered that
the peerage in England did not rule
the country, and the British learn-
ed that the days of Huey Long poli-
tics were dead. The Americans
found out that the British didn’t
live in houses without sanitation—a
popular misconception there — and
the British discovered that the days
of rarin’, roaring cowboy sagas had
gone too.

Those who graduated from Pensa-
cola returned to England to join the
Coastal Command with more than a
knowledge of flying. They went
home with stories of the golden
land in the west, and the people
who were like them, lived like them,
thought like them, even though
superficially there were differences.
The Americans realized that the
‘greedy, imperialistic British’ were
ordinary folks like themselves, quite
different from the stories the ‘Chi-
cago Tribune’ splashed.

The training of the R.AF. in the
States is shortly being discontinued.
From a flying viewpoint it has been
a success. From an educational
viewpoint it has been a success. The
scheme, also, has accomplished more
in just over a year than g hundred
newspaper campaigns or radio
speeches could have done. The
Americans and the British realize
that they are fighting for common
ideals, and that they have more in
common than the English language.
Our alliance has been more firmly
cemented than the signing of a
score of pacts and treatieg could
have achieved.

Thousands of John Bull's sons
who became adopted nephews of
Uncle Sam are back with John Bull
now, fighting for their father and
their Uncle.

And say, Uncle Sam, if you're
looking for another nephew when
all this trouble is over, I'd sure like
to .

YANKS FROM
YANKERS C. D. C.

Sgt. Aspden of the C.D.C. has a
phony line of work. A certain W.D.
Corporal thinks, it's only a phoney
line? Why did a certain CD.C.
Corporal spend a forty-eight in
Belleville? He may have been pitch-
ing hay gratis, to help some poor
farmer, but there are no blisters on
his hands, and the red spots on his
tunic shoulders are not paint. He
might have been pitching a little
woo and the way he does it, it ain’t
hay!

By the way Pte. Blasow’s re-
marks about sweet femmes are O.K.
Even to mentioning legs, but don’t
forget the lady in Belleville last 48,
after all maybe she has a claim on
on you.

Cpl. Shaunessy came back from
his forty-eight, and a cottage minus
his hat. We know an attractive
W.D. Corporal who came hack minus
a forty-eight. Isn’t’ it amazing the
amount of dirt you can dig up with
a vacuum cleaner. We don’t’ do bad
with a pen.

Stanley Autograph Shaw despite
his retiring disposition can think of
the cutest tricks. There is the one
in Belleville, the other is playing
commander in the dark in hut 33E.
Regarding this we wonder how
Hank Barker likes his orange crush.

I will make no unkind remarks
about the night flyer in 33E. I bet
he can’t reverse the procedure. Also
would like to know what he had
for fuel.

Last and least there is W.W.W.
whom all would love to see with
(1) his own money, (2) his own cig-
arettes, (3) even a few of his own
clothes, (4) and very often a gag in
his mouth if one large enough is
available.

Don’t forget you must give me a
good meal before you hang me.
This ig tradition and I'll take mine
in liquid refreshments.

Yours sincerely,
Wobble Water Weir.

Sills’ Book Store

222 Front St.

Belleville

Phone 1829
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| EQUIPMENT QUIPS

By:—KELINSKIE

To start our column off in the
best manner, we wish to welcome |
three young lady Equipment Assis- |
tants to our worthy section, and
hope that they find all of their
fellow workers of the highest type.
To give the rest of you fellows a |
chance with these ladies and to
show that we fear no competition |
the following information is for‘
your benefit. AW2 McGlynn M.E. |
is employed in Publications, AW2|
Cresswell, M.O. in Clothing Stores |
and AW2 Doyle E. N. in Technical
Stores. There it is guys, for fur-
ther information see your own W.
Ds. A hearty welcome is also ex-
tended to P/Lt. King who is on
temporary duty with us and P/O
Clemnes whom we hope will remain
with. us for some time.

Congratulations are in order this
month to one of our officers, name-
ly F/Lt. O. J. Currie, who has re-
cently been promoted from the
rank og Flying Officer. F/14. Cur-
rie has becn in charge of Clothing
Stores and has turned a real head-
ache of a job into one of the
smocthest running sections on the
station, and at the same time has
remained one of the most popular
officers in the camp. In view of
this. from all of us to you sir, “the
heartiest of congratulations, and
our only hope is that this worthy
promotion does not mean a trans-
fer for a long time to come.”

Since our last issue of Equip-
ment Quibs, a transfer of one of
our personnel has been made in
which LAC. Sid. Burrows, was
sent to No. 1 Training Command
and LAC Gord. Young came to us
from Camp Borden. The best of
luck to you Sid. we hope Toronto
agrees with you and you do not
forget us altogether. To you Gord.
we are sure you will find the boys
here can’t be beat and that Cloth-
ing Stores is one of the best spots
you. have struck yet.

It seems that a few of our boys
have not been asleep since the ar-
rival of the ladies, as a matter of
fact they appear to be doing very
well along these lines. For proof
read the following:

Publications: What was a cer-
tain AC1 doing on Saturday even-
ing July 1st. iIn town and which

c¢ne of the ladies division, (try the
dope shop) accompanied him on
his tour of the Belleville hotels and
a walk in the park? And to think
that just last month we were given
to understand he had a “steady”
in Torento. WHAT GOES ON
HERE?

Clothing Stores; Another ladies’
man of no less calibre, this time an
LAC. of black hair and a pipe, who
accompanied a fellow airman and
two W. Ds. (possibly the post of-
fice}, but was handicapped slightly
by a temporary ailment, however
managed to become acquainted
well enough to go canoeing in the
moonlight. GUESS WHO?

Technical Stores:—From here we
have news too but unfortunately
this LAC. was not quite as lucky
with his W.D. date in as much that
after a couple of beers, a most en-
joyable dinner, and a few more
beers in the local hotel, he was
forced to take the young lady home
as it appears that 10.30 is the dead
line for the ladies without a late
pass. HE'S GOING TO TRY
ADGAIN? “GOOD STUFF.”

The Equipment Section had a
varty, and from all we hear the
party was a real success, ~ with
nlenty of beer, the W. Ds. in at-
tendance one hundred per cent and
eats from the airmen’se mess. What
more could we ask for? Burford’s
Transport supplied the transporta-
tion to Huvke Point and from the
looks of the crew the next morn-
ing one could not go wrong in say-
ing that all who attended more
than enjoyed themselves. Let’s
have more of them fellows and gals.
we can’t get too much of a good
thing.

Say girls and fellows, gather
around while T give you some real
rews, and red hot. right from D.
R.0Os. A certain young clerk W. D,
in Tech. Stores has just been made
an AW E, how’s that for quick
moving? But be careful peoples, to
use her correct rank or by the Holy
rearing, you will certainly be told
about if, and you can take that
from one who has had the experi-
ence. Congratulations, AW 1 Selnes,
and here’s hoping your next pro-
motion is not long off.

The TFquipment-Accounts ball
team is holding their own too, and
from the looks of things will ne
right in there when the finals
come. Good going fellows, keep
batting and instead of just being
nosed out in the first series, let’s
see you on top where you belong.

* Kk K
A Story with a Moral

Once upon a time, there was a
little W. D. damsel employed in
Tech. Stores who along with sev-
eral other W. Ds. attended a cer-
tain dance.

During the festivities, this young
lady was made acquainted with a
gallant N.C.O. from a neighboring
station and all was very blissful.

Came the last waltz.

This happy couple returned to
this Station, tired and very happy
and with the understanding and a
promise for a date in the near fu-
ture.

Came the dawn.

The young W. D. awakened with
the first crack of dawn, and sud-
denly remembered that she had
perhaps very foolishly given this
young Galahad a date. During
breakfast period and at work she
was at a loss to figure out  just
what to do. An application was
made to Fleming for a loan of =a
service revolver, but due to a drain

“OUR WORK SURVIVES”

ALEX W. CARMICHAEL

ROOFING, FLOORING and INSULATION
CONTRACTOR
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336-40 Pinnacle St.

Belleville, Ont.

on this type of equipment, their -

was nil stock. Woe is me! Ah, an
idea. She grabs the phone and tells
her girl friend that she has some-
thing very important to tell her at
noon-time. Came the date.

The lover drives up to the park-
ing lot and anxiously awaits the
arrival of his date and lo and be-
hold, if she hasn’t another W. D.
with her. After a very short drive,
the party returns to the station.

MORAL: If you can’t go through
with it, don’t make a date.

THAT'S ALL FOLKS.

EQUIPMENT PICNIC

On the banks of the bheautiful
Lake Ontario and along the shores
of Prince Edward County, the most
successful social event of the sea-
son was held in the evening of
Aug. 4th., when about thirty-five
members of the Station equipment
section and their friends held a
combined “outside” tea and sup-

per;

The festivities began when the
various parties arrived at the lo-
cal Shangri-La which was as usual
at its height of beauty and splen-
dor. The blue waters of the lake
were lapping on the moss covered
rocks and the setting sun was ting-
ing the surrounding countryside
with a hue that could only be de-
serihed as exquisite.

The tables were most artistically
decorated with garlands of holly-
hocks, spruce boughs and cedar
wax wings. The large number of
ants, dew worms and other crea-
tures did not mar the effects of a
perfect setting.

The feasting started  when all
those invited (payment in advance)
were accounted for. The provisions
were eagerly  consumed by the
members of the party. The serving
was under the direction of Ray
Cullen, capably assisted by
‘Honeychile’ Cresswell. Doug Mec-
Cualg poured. Tom Robertson‘s
assistance at times was nothing
less than the work of a genius.

After the supper, the proceed-
ings were under the capable di-
rection of the Master of Ceremo-

nies, Sgt. Major Crawford. Mr.
Crawford first gave a short talk on
the care and cultivation of the hop
plant and illustrated his talk with
several practical demonstrations.
He then called upon ‘Shorty’ Selnes
to narrate her experiences in
mountain climbing.

After some serious community
singing, a short solo was given hy
L.AC. Mowder, followed by that
popular quartet of Sangster, Smith,
Smitn and Smith, This well known
quartet was uproariously received

| and encored.

During the- intermission, “Roam-
in’ in the Gloamin’ ” was rendered
by a choir of feminine voices.

On the resumption of the even-
ing’s program, those famous Cana-
dian comics, Lindsay, Doyle, Doyle
and Lindsay put on the acrobatic
act of the season, followed by mas-
terful demonstrations of sleight-
of-hand tricks performed by that
internationally known sportsman
and amateur magician Clare King.

The evening entertainment was
brought to a close by the volunteer
Glee Club giving their own inter-
pretation and version of “Roll Out
the Barrel”.

ARAB’S INNER
SANCTUM NEWS

‘This is the month of heat and
fires, especially mess fires. If you
are experiencing any trouble with
putting them out, please refer all
fires to Jarjour and Carpenter,
Fire Marshals.

Did you know that we have a
Judas Iscariot on this Station? He
will gladly sell you out to your ene-
mies, not for 30 pieces of gold but
for nothing. Big hearted, isn’t he!
Judas is connected with the Works
and Buildings Section.

Did the Pilot who went canoeing
and made a forced landing with-
out his parachute, mnote the in-
structions which appeared on a
recent D.R.O. If not, he should
look them up and save himself the
price of a new pair of boots.

MODERN

CLEANERS and DYERS

OVERNIGHT SERVICE — MONDAY, WEDNESDAY
and FRIDAY

Belleville, Ont.

- Phone 2277
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WOMEN’S DIVISION

Let It Serve For Table
Talk

Hello again to you all, scattered
hither and yon throughout the
station, as we settle down once more
for our second chat through the
channel of a column.

Before I go farther, I would like
to take the opportunity of welecom-
ing Lo our happy family the officers
anc¢ airwomen who have recently
been posted to this station.

We are happy to have them and
we hope that their opinion of Moun-
tain View is similar to that of our
OWIL

‘We now have with us two W.D.
Officers. namely A/S/O Ferguson
and A/S O MeNeill. Miss Ferguson
arrived from No, 6 Manning Depot,
Toronto, to take over her duties as
Junior Officer on the station. Miss
McNeill, former dietician and or-
iginally from Moncton, N.B., has
also arrived on the station to take
up her duties here as messing officer
and we sincerely welcome them to
Mountain View.

A great many of the airwomen
arriving on the station recently are
Ontario-born. . . . Ontario is really
coming through. Cpl. Walker, our
fair young dental assistant, comes
to us from London, Ont. This young
lady is well acquainted in the art of
playing baseball. Who told me?
Could it be the baseball coach?
Well, you judge that yourself — or
don’t you turn out to all these ball
games.

AW2 MeGlynn and AW2 Cress-
well, two of our equipment assist-
ants, sauntered in [rom Preston,
Ont., and by the way, I hear they
saunter back there every 48. What’s
the attraction? Or does the daily
letter prove anything? By the way
have you met Cresswell? She’s good
for at least six good laughs a day, no
kidding. Then there is AW2 Culli-
gan, an American girl, who has
been in Canada only two years. She
comes to us now from Kitchener
and her reason for joining up as a
dispatcher was to go her brother one
better. Her brother, by the way, is
in the American Army Air Corps.
AW?2 Fraser, another bright eyed
dispatcher, attached to Drogue Han-
gar, hails from Wallisburg, Ont. She
showed me a picture as her big
reason for joining up, and lady is
my face red—her explanation was a
wish to join her husband and broth-
er overseas. AW2 McConell, CP.M,,
left the folks back in Lansdowne to
enter the service. Her reason for
joining up is purely patriotic. AW2
Elliott, clerk stenographer, attached
to maintenance, sallied forth from
Hespeler, Ont. Her pet aim in join-
ing our little group was to keep a
weather eye on the boy friend over-
seas. Looks as though yowll have to
invest in a pair of long range vision
glasses, Shorty.

AW2 Larson, from Regina, and
AW2 Hamelin, from Montreal, are
two of our telephone operators, and
to be forewarned is to be forearmed
—and we’ll have none of this sleep~-
ing at the switchboard business.
AW2 Mattson, the little “Southpaw”
from Richmond, Sask., is telephone

“SEE HIM SMILING” — THE L.G. AT MOUNTAIN VIEW

operator No. 3, but the way she
operates on a ball field is really
something to take note of. Her an-
swer to my ever present qucery of
“Why did you join up?” was—“Ask
me something T know.” She appar-
ently doesn’t know all the answers,
dear readers. AW2 Henderson, P.,
medical clerk general from Montreal
had a devilish glint in her eye when
T asked her the reason for her pat-
riotic enterprise. “Me? Oh, I just
doo’d it.” Henderson, although little
does she know I know it, has great
dramatic ability. Never mind dear,
even murder will out. AW2 Peter-
man, from Moose Jaw, AW2 Blacke-
ley from Ridgedale, Sask., and AW2
McNeill from Toronto all thoroughly
enjoy being hospital assistants.
“How do you enjoy nursing your
patients, Blackeley?” I asked. “What
patients—they’l'l soon be coming in
though, we have high hopes for
this winter.”

From Advocate Harbour, Cumber-
land County, N.S., came smiling
AW2 Morris to join our ranks. Mor-
ris passes the time in the plotting
office, and really seems to be en-
joying every moment of it. What’s
the attraction AW2? From the ex-
treme western coastline hail two of
our hospital cooks, AW2 Wilson,
., E. L, and AW2 Wilson, F. 1.
These girls are sisters and are from
Vancouver Island. The third hos-
pital cook is AW2 Moss from Thor-
old, Ont. Moss thoroughly enjoys the
life at Mountain View and we hope
she "continues to do so. This just
about winds up our list of new-
comers—I have not covered them all
but they know that this includes
them also.

News on the station is more than
scarce these days. The main topic of
conversation is “Do you think you
will pass the trade test?” If you were
to have an inner glimpse of 14 East
and 14 West of an evening, I am
more than convinced that you would
think us quite a studious lot. We are
really quite chatty over R 14’s and
R 44’s, identification markings and
meteria medica.

Wandering in and about the hang- ' Dame Rumour has it that one young
ars and manoeuvring via the small, W.D. gave A/S/O Ball a left handed
spaces between aircraft, we acci-isalute upon leaving her office. We've
dentally trip across a group of air-:heard of girls being nervous but
men, involved in rare conversation. this tops all. Promise this won’t
“Why don’t you whistle when you happen again, girlie, and we'll for-
approach?” one airman asked me.: give and forget—at least we hope
But really boys, don't’ mind us, we A/S/O Ball will. Then too, my curi-
will just turn a deaf ear and carry|osity has the better of me in re-
on for well we know that this was,gards to a certain W.D. sergeant.
completely an airman’s world untiI\CouId the happy expression mean

we broke loose upon your horizon. -
Stumbling through hangar No. 6 at
break period one comes across the
friendly atmosphere of a family
gathered for their noonday meal,
but in this instance the meal con-

one of two things—good news in the
offing or a happy vaecation.

Recent conversation has it that
the dental parade is steadily in-
creasing and the unbelievable re-
port from the dental clinic is that

sists only of their daily quota of Inot one of them seems to have any
milk. Overhearing the remarks \hidden mirrors about that drill.
passed by one officer to a member |Could there be a reason? Well, my
of the W.D. we gather that so far,|guess is that there are two reasons.
the milk has failed to add those!One is dressed in white and the

promised pounds of flesh. |

And now, perhaps you can]
straighten me out on a few angles.
Yes, I'm Irish by name and Irish by
nature but still in all there is just:
that wee little streak of curiosity in .
me, commonly called “woman”.

other in khaki. Then of course there
is always variety in camp, and now
will you set my mind at ease, as to
who the airman is who has inces-
santly focused his magnetic charms
on practically every W.D. on the
(Continued on page 8)

You too will enjoy-
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Phor‘ne 221

THIS CAN'T BE WINNIPEG;
THERE’S TOO MUCH FO§

Transfer Wishes of Popular
Accounts Officer Off
the Beam.

Once upon a time on this fair
station there was a Messing Officer
who yearned for a transfer to Com-
mand. In the usual way he trans-

mitted these yearnings to the proper
authorities who being kindly dis-
posed said, “Why certainly, a trans-
fer, we’ll fix it right away” and
sure enough they did so that in due
time there arrived at Gander Bay a
Messing Officer late of Mountain
View. Now all this just goes to
show that ong can get transferred
if they really try because in these
matters Headquarters are most co-
operative except on the final destin-
ation of the applicant, which is a
right they cherish close to their
heart.

S

FROM RAGS...

.TO RICHES

(LESS

TAX)

Now the British are a sturdy race | blithely asking to be posted west,
and will walk into the tecth of Winnipeg preferred, which brings
trouble though all the storm signals!us to the real reason for all this.
namely, to say that Sqguadron Leader
Sutherland has been posted to East-
ern Air Command at Halifax.

Squadron Leader Sutherland was !

are out and so in spite of the sad
slory of a Messing Officer who had
asked for Toronto and got Gander
Bay we next find a Squadron Leader

one of the Old Contemptibles at
Mountain View, having arrived in a
pair of hip boots and sloshed to
work through mud and water in
April 1941, and since that time S/L
Sutherland has been going to work
daily to toil for the financial wel-
fare (this phase will join the Dodo
bird on September 1st) of all ranks
at Mountain View.

It is hardly necessary to say that|

Squadron Leader Sutherland has
done a good job, that is well known
to all on the Station. Generally
speaking Paymasters can be divided
into just two classes namely good
ones and horrible ones. “Hugh”
Sutherland was most definitely of
the first variety. He went out of
his way as did all in his Section to
help the men even going so far as to
smilingly meet overpayments out of
his own pocket.

S/L Sutherland gave much of his
time to Station duties being presi-
dent of the Station Funds Commit-
tee, advisory officer of the Moun-~
tain Viewpoint, and member of other
Station committees,

At an impromptu party staged in
the Officers’ Mess on Sunday after-
noon, Aug. 2, the officers said good-
bye and good luck to Squadron
Leader and Mrs. Sutherland. A
speech of appreciation of S/L Suth-
erland’s work on this station was
made by S/L Cresswell, It was a
typical Cresswell effort which means
it was good and it missed nothing
from “Hugh’s” arrival on the sta-
tion to the christening of the Suth~
erland baby.

As a parting gift “Hugh” was pre-
sented with a pair of arch supports,
which, as S/L Cresswell pointed out
would prove very useful for trips to
Gander Bay, Goose Bay, etc., not to
mention the stairs at Bastern Air
Command,

We are all going to miss “Hugh”
Sutherland and we’re sorry he has
gone. We wish him all sorts of good
luck and success wherever he is.
However there is one thing we can
be happy about and that is that we
have another mighty fine officer to
take his place, one Flight Lieutenant
Wilson by mame.

|  ACCOUNT SECTION

Well so-help-us guys and gals, we
don’t know how up-to-date this will
be by the time you read it, but if
DAPS gives us a little breether. we
will try and pull ourselves together
and give with a little news,

Of recent postings we have had
plenty. The outgoing, to various
parts of Canada, Newfoundland, ete.
are, Cpl's Beeton, and Brice, A.C.’s
Davis, Hart and Standing and one
of our recently acquired W.D.s,
AW2 Oftter. To them all we send
our best wishes for their continued
good-luck and gocd-health. On the
incoming list, we have Cpl. Larock
from 6 R.D. Cpl. Heptonstal from
Labrador, L.A.C. Bouck from Bor-
den and A'W.2 Pat McConnell. To
these, a hearty welcome.

At this time to our “Boss” or
should be say “ex-Boss”, Sqdn-Ldr.
H. W. Sutherland. May we wish
Godspeed and best of luck in his
new position, “Somewhere on the
East Coast”. From the whole gang,
sir, so-long and good-luck.

The things that can happen over- !

night are amazing, for example, one

of our W.D.'s, namely A.W.1 Thomp- .

“WHERE MANY MEN
MEET”

BILL COOK’S
CIGAR STORE

PIPES - LIGHTERS
CIGARETTES
CIGARS

223 Front Street
Phone 74

son, slides quietly out of camp one
evening and low and behold next
morning, the “third finger, “left-
hand” is sparkling darn near as
bright as her eyes. Congratulations
Thompson, at last you hooked your
man.

Now this might just be a coinel-
dence, but the nightly trips to the
Hostess THouse (just outside the
gate) by Cpl’s Flint and Cahoon
seem to be increasing and it also
seems that one or two of our W.D.’s
find their way out there. Maybhe
there is more than just apple-juice
and sandwiches.

What is this “fatherly” interest
shown by “Pop” Hank Barker in his
two W.D. proteges? Are you sure
it’s just a fatherly intercst, Hank?
By the way, gang, if you should ses
something “floating” out of the
canteen one night and “oozing” into
33 east, don't be alarmed, that’s
Hank.

We would like to know the reason
why:

Southall rushed down to Welling-
ton on a recent 48 and then spent
the next one in camp?

Sgt. Taylor has been worrying so
much of late? Something in the
Mountain Viewpoint, maybe?
‘Cohoon always goes back to the
corner desk, when he has one of the
W.D.’s helping him?

Janes is allergis to red ink lines,
after the rccent stocktaking?

And why I can’t get my posting?
Well, the show must go on and
deadlines must be kept. So we will
slgn (30) for this issue and leave
“Ed” with a little space for adver-
tising. See you next month.—MERT,
P.S.—I may get hell for doing this
but if anyone is interested in pur-
chasing a good, economical little car,
drop around and see me.—MERT.

WELLINGTON GARAGE

GENERAL REPAIRS
GAS and OIL
WELLINGTON, ONT. . PHONE [5f
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NEWS FROM THE
WATER FRONT

By YOUR WATER REPORTER

UNNATURAL HISTORY
(Special apologies to Mr. R.SM.)
This article, though written about

another locality. describes our local
mosquitoes perfectly.

The conventional mosquito is a
friendly little cuss that most people
can’t seem to resist petting, which,
owing to his fragile construction,
often does him sonsiderable damage.
The local mosquito, known as the
“Cori Drill” mosquito, however, is a
strong, ruggedly built and thorough-
ly devilish insect, unresponsive to
anything but buckshot, and with
such a determined appetite that a
man-to-a-meal doesn’t exceed his
limits. His botanical name is “Tub-
ular Terrobulis”, derived from the
long proboscis with which he is
equipped. This instrument, usually
over 18 inches in length, is fitted
with rifle sights and a range finder
by which wilderness wayfarers are
located, often before they have even
seen Wellington Howling like a
«gtuka” in a power dive, this fiend-
ish thing suddenly plummets from
the blue, driving his tubular device
through the hapless victim like a
cookie cutter through dough. Then
ne backs off with the “sample”,
squints over his sights and shoots
the luckless one down with a pound
of his own flech, whereafter he leis-
urely proceeds to pick the bones.
These insects can be classed as big
game and a stuffed specimen looks
well in the den and certainly at-
tests to one’s courage.

Believe vou me they are terrible
things!

Request.

Tt is requested that the medical
<taff co-operate with the W.D.s and
provide some means whereby these
beasts of prey can be conquered Or
at least partially subdued.

We have been detailing two air-
men every night to ward off these
ferocious monsters but these meth-
ods have their drawbacks and as our
establishment is very limited we
turn to the hospital staff for assist-
ance.

RUMOR

There ig a persistent rumor in
town here about Mountain View
Station moving right into town, So
far they haven't done too badly. We
counted them the other day at the
cross-roads and Mountain View was
very well represented, in fact we
could easily hold a wing parade. Our
position is rather strange as we are
almost citizens here and it seems
to be our lot to act as public rela-
tions officer. Being ever truthful we
wish to state that everyone is glad
to see the air force in town. Yes,
everyone except a few young ladies
who can’t understand why the W.D.
had to pick on this town. They claim
it was bad enough before but now it
is unbearable. We extend our sym-
pathies but business is business and
as long as the Marine Grill is
patronized we are happy.

AIR RAIDS

Actually we have never experienc-
ed a real air raid but while on a 48
hours pass recently we had the mis-
fortune of running into one of those
mock raids.

who the ARP.:

Warden was, but he gave us these'

We don't know

instructions and here they are:

“What To Do In Case of An
Air Raid.”

1. As soon as the bombs start fall-

ing, run like hell—it doesn’t matter
! where as long as you run like hell..
l 2. Wear track shoes if possible. If
the people in frone of you are slow
you won’t have any trouble getting
over them.

3. Take advantage of all oppor-
tunities offered you when air raid
sirens sound warning of attack, for
cxample:

(a) If in a bakery, grab some pie
or cake.

(b) If in a tavern, grab a bottle.

(¢) If in a movie, grab a blonde.

4. If you find an unexploded bomb,
always pick it up and shake it like
hell. Maybe the firing pin is stuck.
If that doesn’t work, throw it into
the furnace—the fire department
will come later and take care of the
thing.

5. If an incendiary bomb is found
burning in a building, throw gaso-
line on it. You can’t put it out any-
way—you might as well have a little
fun. If no gasoline is available throw
a bucket of water on it and ‘ie
down. (You're dead.) (The proper-
ties of the bomb free hydrogen from
the water causing a very rapid com-
bustion.) In fact, it will explode with
a helluva crash.

6. Always get excited and holler
bloody murder, It will add to the fun
and confusion, and scare hell out of
all the kids.

7. Drink heavily, eat onions, lim-
burger cheese, etc., before entering a
crowded air raid shelter. It will
make you very unpopular with the
people within your immediate vicin-
ity, eliminating any unnecessary
discomfiture that would be prevalent
if people were crowding too closely. !

If you should be the victim of a
direct bomb hit, don’t go to pieces,
lie still and you won't be noticed.

9. Knock the air raid wardens
down if they start to tell you what
to do, they always save the best
seats for themselves and heir friends
anyway.

10. Always carry these instructions
with you.

(Signed) A.R.P. Committee,

PLOTTING OFFICE—
0830 HRS.

Times like these are full of sorrow,
Things go wrong and woe is me;
Sure enough they”ll bomb tomorrow
Where oh where can Haggie be?

He left early in the evening,
Tl be back by half past eight,

But I know I need no warning,
Sergeants always come in late.

“D” tower phones and while I listen
To a bomber’s plaintive plea,

oOut the door I dash and hasten,
Where oh where can Williams be? |

Before long the phone”s unwinding,
A soft voice comes faintly o'er,

Very soothing and relaxing,
“Here is yesterday’s drogue score.”
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Consecon is now in action,
Though the hour is very wee,

Busiest place in all the nation,
Where oh where can Smitty be?

Flight comes in and looks us over,
Clears his throat and passes by,
While I cringe and look for cover,
Nothing near and no help nigh.

By this time the sun is shining
Up to and beyond the nine.
Engines roar, the planes are warm-
ing,
Sarge comes in and all is fine.

Busy place, this plotting office,
Busier place you”ve never seen;

Yes for me, and I’'m no novice,
For I've seen and I have been.

Now T'll get these things all working,
Parade state to forward on;

Marine Section should be posting
At least two men will be gone.

High line, low line, bomb drogue and
splash,
High explosives, C. D. line.
For a while my nerves must all clash
In a moment ¥'ll be fine.

| This goes on—work’s never finished,
| Plotting charts and hoping on,
That when day bombers have van-
‘ ished,

For a moment I"11 be done.

Here things work against each other
But Il survive if T wait;
Time will change just like the
weather,
Soon I"ll get a 48!
—By Your Water Reporter,

Things have been very quiet at
the Station Sick Quarters the past
few weeks, sickness having been
reduced to a minimum by the ad-
vent of fine summer weather.

Cur off season however has been
brightened by the arrival of mem-
bers of the R.C.A.F.W.D. The
girls are digging in, and doing a
fine job, and the improvement in
the hospital has been noted by all
our visitors, sick and otherwise.

Another recent addition to our
staff has been N/S D. I. Bricker,
who has come to help with the in-
valuable work being carried on by
genial N/S Sullivan. We hope that
the new Sister will enjoy both the

Service and Mountain View.

Compliments

of

THE
HOUSTON LUMBER CO.

BELLEVILLE

PHONE 1677
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| DROGUE FLIGHT |

Comes the monthly difficulty of
finding something of interest to
fill a column in the View Point.
Thinking over the happenings of
the last month and trying to de-
cide what would be of interest to
the personnel of this station. There
is no point in ribbing the other
flights for being so far behind us
in efficiency ete. as they just ac-
cept the fact and without giving us
any argument whatsoever. The
sensibilities of the men in the two
flights flanking us are dulled and
inert that no matter what is said
or written it fails to kindle the
least spark of rivalry. They seem to
accept with apathy our superiority
and are so far in the doldrums that
they make no attempt to even
come close to our high standards
and seem content to bumble along
in their own private rut. Ah well,
it takes all kinds to make a world.

We are unhappy to report that

two of our veteran pilots have been
selected for overseas service. We
are sorry to lose F/S Schenk and
F/S Baker but seeing how happy
i_t made them we brightened up a
little. They will get along allright
as they are the type that can make
friends anywhere and can make the
best of .whaLevcr happens. It will
be not}'ung now for F/s Bager as,
according to the Globe and Mail
he has_ just come back from the
other side and soon will be of grea!
!1-))14 to the other lads who are go-
ing cver for the first time.
. A number of our pilots are tak-
ing advantage of the good weather
to take their annual leave. F/Lt.
Love is taking a well earned vaca-
tion leaving the flight in the capa-
ble hands of P/O Todd. F/S Dean,
Sgts. Ussel, Hay and McQueen are
also vacationing at the moment.

Congratulations are in order for
one of our ex-members, Cpl. Kelsey
on his recent marriage. Cpl. Relsey
proved his stamina and courage

‘ once again by getting hitched while
on sick leave. Best of luck.

If anyone doesn’t know what
drogue operators are, they might
ask the farmers in this part of the
country. The answer will be that
they are the boys who fly around
dropping sheets and dish cloths. Not
to mention the odd time they find
(oily clothesline.

Since this is our first entry in the
Mountain Viewpoint, we wish to
take this opportunity to wish the
i best of luck to the seven drogue op-
| erators who remustered to air crew.
| If they do as well on their air gun-
| ners’ course as they did on drogue
operations, they will come through
with flying colors. Best of luck boys.

We would also like to mention our
new drogue operators, L.A.C.'s Gla-
zier, McRobbie and Scott. These
boys are all making a ne showing
on their drogue work. They are by
no means new men as they have
been- on the range for some time.
We also welcome back to drogue,
L.A.C.’s Green and Balcome who are
with us once again after attending
No. 1 Wireless School in Montreal.

Greetings {rom L.A.C. Balcome.

T am glad to be back in Drogue
Flight once more after an absence
of four months. I am also glad to
see Jack Green back here also, al-
though it is really too bad he fail-
ed his course. (Could there be an
attraction in Belleville, Belcome?
It looks like it.)

We were heartily welcomed hack
into Drogue Flight by the boys and
it wasn’t long before Cpl. Hayes
had us whipped back into shape. A
few words from another of our

new boys I.A.C. McRobbie who
was on the range for a year and
was sorry to leave the N.C.O.’s and
officers with whom he had worked.
Quote:—“TI enjoy the work I am
now doing and also enjoy working
with my new N.C.O.s and pilots. t
was difficult at first but under the
supervision of the N.C.O’s and
consideration of the Pilots I hope
to be as good as is expected of me.

One of our star operators, L.A.
C. Dawe by name should know the
vicinity of Syracuse, U.S.A., by
heart soon. Do you think anything
will develop over there “Jerk” or
is Toronto as strong as ever.

We would like to engage the ser-
vices of a trust fund for one of our
operators. He never seems to save
enouzh money to buy smokes or
matches to last until the next pay-
day. Ask Baker whi we mean. He
is a very close friend of his.

We would like to ask our little
time-keeper what the R. A. F. has
that we haven’t. Pleasant forty-
eights Alice!

We wish to congratulate L.A.C.
Miller on his forthcoming marri-
age. Pleasant dreams Dusty.

What has one of our Corporals
got in Cobourg? His forty-eights
seem to be very well filled in up
there.

What are a couple of the Range
Crew Cotrporals going around with
expectant looks on their faces? It
wouldn’t be  that coveted third
hook, could it boys?

Wellington, Ontario.

L. P. KEANE
REXALL DRUG STORE

Phone 29

WOMEN'S DIVISION
(Continued from page 5)
station. What is the score laddie?
Will they just not play ball? And
speaking of playing ball, brings to
mind that we are gradually forming
a softball team. What with all our
new talent arriving on the station
some day we will show you how it is
done. Taking particular interest in
a recent game, I noticed that an ex-
change of two players on each team
took place. By the way, Corporal,
how do you like being a W.D. and
who is Gladys? Anow friends before
I close this column I most certainly
want to know why you boys con-
tinuously cause certain officers to
meander needlessly over to Hangar
No. 6 to explain to the boys from
Hangars 2, 3, 4 and 5 that the Fabric
Section is out of bounds to all ranks.
Excuses, we know, are hard to find,
especially impromptu ones, but al-
most anything would have excelled
the one of three husky men sent to
carry a small nomad elevator, Come,
come, boys—better prepare one next

time.

By the way, folks, I hear there is
an equipment party being staged at
this time of writing. Too bad, Cor-
poral, that only equipment assist-
ants are allowed. That lets the lady
friend out, doesn’t it. But never
mind, chum, you have a good ex-
cuse for remaining absent too. Ord-
erly sergeant for the day helps a lot
deesn’t it? Seems as though most
of the young chappies who have
attracted the eyes of our falrer sex
have to serve their sentence on the
girl friend’s night to howl. Too bad,
girls, yow’ll have to have a couple of
extras handy for that happy occa-
sion.

Recent happenings in 14 East and
14 West are very uneventful, There
is usually the mad dash in just be-
fore lights out, and the odd bit of
devilment played on one another
but the most amusing incident is
one that recently took place in 14
East. There stood an airwoman, not
fifteen feet away from me, fully clad
in mite attire. This consisting of the
usual striped pyjamas—hair in curl-
ers—face swathed in cream. She
stood for fully five minutes just
looking woefully at that upper bunk,
ts though it were a demon she must
master. “Yes, it stands fully six feet
high,” she muttered as she looked
first at it and then down at her own
anaemic carcass. A sigh escaped her
as she warily stepped up on to the
lower bed. Alas! down again she
came. No use trying that angle. It
never worked before. No use ex-
pecting it to work now. She walked
to the foot of the bed and as though
resigned to her fate she tried to
climb the frame work. After fully
three minutes of muffled sounds
mixed with feeble effort she dis-
mounted. “Want a lift?” someone
called, but seeing the determined
expression on her face decided to
abstain from offering the proffered
assistance. She had a wicked look

in her eye—one of fury mingled with |

fear. “I"ve got to make it,” she
whispered hoarsely and turning she
walked back seven paces from her
bed. A run—a jump—a quick leap
like a frog—high up into mid air

Cut Down

Driving
Costs

USE

J. B.

BOYCE

GARAGE SERVICE
AND
NU-BLUE SUNOCO

that really happe nor did we imag-
ine the whole thing? Soon we were
brought back to realization. No it
really happened for lo and behold
the soundg coming forth from under
that blanket were real—very real
That’s right, you guessed it—she
was snoring. And by the way, boys,
several of the girls talk in their
sleep so I hope a word to the wise
is sufficient.

So (30) for now—until we meet
again in your column next month.

FOLKS BACK HOME

I've been a lot of places,

And I've met a lot of folks,

I've heard a lot of stories

Angd T've listened to their jokes;

I find most people friendly

In a distant sort of way,

But . . . it’s the folks back home
I long for day by day.

The folks back home are friendly,
And the folks back home are true;
And they wish me all good fortune
In the things I try to do.

They seem to know how happy
They can make a fellow’s heart,
By showing him that friendship
Can live on, tho’ friends may part.

I hope to meet new faces

And T hope to make new friends,
I hope to trudge new pathways,
Till the day my journey ends;
Forever I will be turning

She had finally mastered her ob~ipom the trails I chanced to roam,

scession, “Gosh that was easy,” she:

sighed as she snuggled down under
the blanket. All was quiet—most of

us girls were really awe struck, Did |

To guide the best of comrades
To dear folks I left back home.
—By an Airman of Maintenance.
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What Sergeant-Major from the| Changes in personnel too have
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“Drips From The

Bowsers"’

We would like to know . . .

Why the Flight appeared in his
winter uniform on a hot summer
day? Was it because he fell in the
lake that morning?

Which W.D. sent L.A.C. Pridmore
on a thirteen mile route march
Some courtesy!

Why Sgt. MacKenzie wag sitting
on the curb between Peterborough
and Mountain View? Could it be the |
tail end of a forty-eight? |

Why L.AC. Clisby rushes down to'
East Lake for breakfast? Is it a
Hollywood attraction?

Raleigh for AW.1 Heading by
changing a flat tire on the out-
skirts of Huyek’s Point?

What two inseparable L.A.C.'s feel
it their obligation to be on duty
watch when A'W.1 MacConnell and
A.W.1 Peck are on duty? Could it be
A.C1l Channing and I.A.C. Boor-
man?

Who is the Clark Gable of the
section? Have you seen L.A.C. Lea?

If AW.1l Ramsay had anything
done to her lead foot? We are are
glad that it didn’t end up with a
fine. .

If L.A.C. Longpre will get his
snow leave? Surely he will, when
harvest leaves are so readily granted.

‘Wedding Bells.

Congratulations are extended to
L.A.C. Woods, L.A.C. Boorman, and
A.C.1 Coveyduc on their recent mar-
riages.

“L G, itis” . . never was so
much done by so many in such a
short time for one man!

MUMBLINGS FROM
MAINTENANCE

Material of an interesting nature
is this month conspicuous by its ab-
sence. Such is the wide scope of
this department that any job is of
very common-place nature. Every-
thing is taken in our stride.

GROUP CAPTAIN DUNLAP INSPECTS AIR CADETS

AIR CADETS |
ENTHUSIASTIC

July marked the visit of two Air
Cadet Squadrons from Toronto, to
this Station. They were both Ki-
wanis Units, the No. 100 Downtown
Squadron and the No. 117 Riverdale
Squadron. Although their stay with!
us lasted but one week each, they
left us with the impression that they

They daily set themselves about the
task of familiarizing themselves
with the elementary principles in-
volved in such subjects as Arma-
ment, Airmanship, Law and Disci-
pline, Navigation, Anti-gas, in ad-
dition to Sport Parades and Drill on
the Square. Both TUnits availed
themselves of the Link Trainer and
proved to be the proverbial Bees
around the Honey as they washed
down several aireraft. Then too,
their demonstrations of a Squadron
Ceremonial Review for the com-
manding officer showed that these
lads, who will likely be the source of

were most keen and enthusiastic.)aircrew supply tomorrow, know
9 STORE
FOR MEN

307 Front St.

UNIFORMS AND ACCESSORIES
BELLEVILLE

Phone 1810

what soldiering really is. Their
sponsors are to be congratulated on
their excellent showing, and to quote
the Group Captain, we sincerely
trust that they benefitted by their
experience here, and that their visit
next year will be for more than a

week’s duration,

goes to show what a satisfactory job
of work the boys are doing.

The only changes of real note
have been the well-earned and long-
awaited promotions which, if they
have not been as many as was ex-
pected, have served to whet the as-
pirations of others less fortunate.
Sgt. Barrie, Sgt. Bentley, Sgt. Rose,
Cpl. Sproule, Cpl. Borer, and Cpl.
Tremaine and if it was last it cer-
tainly was not least, good old F/Sgt.
Cowley. Congratulations everybody.

A news flash has just come in—
Maintenance has a ball team (we
do relax at times) and in combat
with the cream of the Officers’ Mess
managed to show that even under
war conditions they have mnot for-
gotten the art learned in the “good
old days”.

Another sports item and its after
effects is of course the rendering of
certain N.C.Os on the unservice-
ability report report due to the keen
competition of L.AC. Partridge and
vompany at “pitching horse shoes”
How are the arms now, Sgt. Barrie?

Things we would like to know:

The name and number of 2 mem-
ber of the hard worked M.T. Section
who seemed desirous of “de-paint-
ing” one of the equally hard worked
maintenance section in turning off
Avenue B. Speed is not always nec-
essary to complete a job quickly.

Who is the N.C.O. who has to
smoke doped cigarettes and even
then never seems to have more than
three to start the day with?

What N.C.O. celebrated on milk?
A physical and material build-up,
no doubt.

What is 50 attractive in our ladies’
barracks that the log room person-
nel (conscientious people) do with-
out breakfast to be at work on time?

—=Sgt. Hardy.

FIRST IMPRESSIONS
(Continued from page 2)

| keen minds and resolute wills are

vital for our success.

_These and maiy other impres-
slons — the efficient, businesslike,
congenial work and presence of the
Women’s Division, the pleasant
welcome in the various section of-
fices by O.C.’s and staffs, the bene-
volent authority of the august
headquarters section, in all its de-
partments and the humming in-
dustry of maintenance and tarmac,
the excellent work of the auxiliary
service offices — all go to make a
lasting impression which is sum-
med up by this writer in the genu-
ine feeling of pleasure in being
stationed at Mountain View.
Ross K. Cameron,
Padre.

THERE IS SOME PLACE LIKE HOME
IN P.CTON — IT'S

THE GLOBE HOTEL

A GOOD PLACE TO EAT

BANQUETS ARRANGED

PHONE 42
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HOME ON
THE RANGE

As we go to press Cpl. Hatter is
engaged in removing a family of
skunks from their happy home un-
der the floor of No. 4 quadrant at
Huyke Bay. The devotion to duty
in the face of the enemy which
should be expected from airmen
was not apparent, for having
started smoking out operations AC1
Farrel high-tailed it down to the
road and Gpl. Hatter found safety
on the far end of the signals. The
fate of the skunk is still unknown.

* K X

WOI1 Zadco is growing into a tir-
e(_i old man. Deep furrows crease
his brow, his temper is short (nor-
mal), he is off his food (not nor-
mal) and his nervous system is
shot. What is the matter, oh not
ing much, he is just the indepen-
dent checker for the Range Inven-
tory which is neatly scattered over
sixteen buildings and the Plotting
Office.

* ok %

F/Lt. Doherty of the G. L. Ar-
mament ‘Officers Course is one of
those who believe that far fields
are the greenest, for not content
to bomb on our own night targets
he must betake himself to the Pic-
ton night ranges. Picton seemed
somewhat annoyed.

* kK

The number of visitors around
the Plotting Office has suddenly
increased and their interest in our

work would be remarkable except
for the fact that AW2 Morris has
recently started to work in the of-
fice and this explains many things
to us. AW2 Morris is the first W.D.
to be posted to Range and if the
others we hope to get are as pleas-
ant and efficient the bomb aim-
ers will have to stop their beefing
which would constitute a collosal
change in a bomb aimers make-up.

* kX

Replacing F/O Greenfield as N.
C. O. i/e Plotting Office and gen-
eral bomb plot expert is ¥/S Perks
from G.IS. (Arm.). It can now be
said that the Plotting Office Staff
viewed with suspicion any replace-
ment for F/O Greenfield but any
worries were dispelled on the arri-
val of F/S Perks. He from the first
fitted right into the organization
(we call it that anyway) and so all
is well and everybody happy.

THE BLACK CAT

Now a Cpl. to the Range was sent,

Into the quadrant he quickly went

But if quickly he went in

More quickly he came out.

For there underneath

Was a cat big and stout.

Said hatter to the A/C,

I don’t like his smell,

If you ask me I think

He stinks like old -=--,

But to get him out

Was a different matter

And while under there

The quadrant he don’t flatter.

So down sat the Cpl.

To think it over awhile,

And when he arose he had kuite a
big smile,
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Said he to the A/C,

I'll fix that cat,

T'll have him out

Before he knows what I'm at.

Well, underneath the generator was
placed

And out from under

The black cat raced

To the Cpl's. horror

A white stripe he saw,

Said he to the A/C

That’s a skunk in the raw,

We better move off

While he makes his departure

‘Cause the likes of him

I sure don’t want to capture;

So the skunk went away,

And so did the rat,

And don't think that hatter

Wants to see any more cats.

| BOMBING FLIGHT |

There is very little news, in fact
none, from Bombing Flight for
this issue  because everything is
running just perfectly. If you don't
believe us just ask the new O. C.
Flying. So being no newse we would
like to ask a few pertinent ques-
tions and here they are:

How did F/Lt. Gwynne-Timothy
cut his head and did he really need
the ambulance to take him to the
hospital? Was it because he just
wanted a ride over to the quarters?

Where was F/Lt. Love at 05.00
hours on the morning following the
Officers’ dance.

What did the Officers train on
before being beaten by Picton in
soccer 9 fo 0.

Whereabouts was S/L Dunn hit
by the ball and injured in the same
soccer game?

Why do envious pilots from the
other flights always bother Bomb-
ing for a chance to fly their An-
sons?

How come that the Operations
Officer always seems to act as of-
ficial guide to visiting W. A. A. F.
Officers?

Why is F/O Horton in trouble
with the O. C. Flyin?g
What kind of gum was F/Lt.

Schaffer chewing on the I.G.S.
parade?

Why does F/Lt. Summerville need
an assistant. Yes. WHY- And how
come he gets the Ferry trips to To-
ronto in the Anson and when was
he checked out in it?

Was anything ever done right be-
fore the present O. C. Flying took
over?

NOTES FOR BOMB AIMERS

Never test your intercome, before
leaving the crew room, or in the air-
craft before leaving the line. Bomb-
ing is much simpler without.

* *x X

Don’t bother to see that the bomb
pins are withdrawn. If the quad-
rant operators don’t see the splash,
you can always claim a better score
and only the airmen will suffer.

* * ok

A computer is unnecessary, wet

|your finger and put it out off the

window to find the wind, the height
will be correct to within five hun-
dred feet and the true air speed has
no bearing on the problem.

*x * X

Don’t level the bomb sight. Doing
so only assists the pilot to track over
the target.

* * Kk

When finding a wind, refrain from
informing the pilot that you have
finished a course—wait until he asks.

* * %

Always keep your microphone but-
ton depressed, the pilot loves the
crackling sound in his earphones.

* kK

If possible, ensure that your hel-
met fits loosely (for comfort) and
that the ear pieces fit snugly on the
temple or round the back of the
neck.

*x K %

Don’t plug in your intercom plug

—you might hear something.
* Kk X

Never admit that you have heard
the pilot’s instruction — keep him
guessing.

*x *x %

Don’t put red on red—make the

pilot do it the hard way.
*x ok Xk

Wait until the last possible mo-
ment before giving any correction.
It's much easier on the pilot and
ensures accuracy.

* * %

Don’t forget to give the pilot
plenty of dummy runs—it builds up
his flying time and his morale.

*x *x %

Don’t tell the pilot when the
bomb has gone, let him toil a little
longer and guess for himself.

*x *x %
Never select the bomb when turn-

ing on—it is against the T.V. rules.

AGENTS T'OR “BIRD’S EYE FROSTED FOODS”

STAFFORDS

“The Modern Store of Picton”

GROCERIES - FRUITS

- VEGETABLES AND MEATS

PHONE 69 AND 70
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By MICHAEL GARDNER

To the casual observer the Cafe
Lafrenz hadn’t changed material'y
in three years of war. The faded
whitewash on the front could have
been blamed on the rigors of a hard
winter, not the confiscation of all
paint and whitewash by greedy con-
querors. The hroken windows, un-
mended, could have been caused by
transport difficulties due to the
heavy snow, not lack of materia:s.
The absence of wine inside the cafe
might have been due to a bad season
in the French vineyards. There was
nothing to show that the red wine
intended for the Lafrenz was being
drunk by senior Nazi officers in
their mess a few blocks away.

To the shrewd observer it wasn't
the same cafe. The laughter in the
low-raftered bar-room hadn't its
former sincere note. It was pitched
higher up the scale and it was fore-
ed. Feople were talking too fast
and too loud, in an effort to con-
vince themselves that everything
would be all right, and that there
was nothing to worry about. And
no one looked into another person’s
eyes. Men carry their troubles in
their eyes, and no one likes to pry
into the soul of another.

Some of the people who went
there before war flared over Europe
were still there. Petre Kanll, for
instance, who used to sell flowers
on the corner. Now there were no
flowers to sell. Carl Flirkke was
there. Fran Maygaard was absent.
You didn’t ask where he was, ex-
cept in a whisper, when you were
sure that no one weculd hear, except
the person for whom the question
was intended. Maygaard had asked

an indiscreet question once, and now
his mail was stamped ‘adress un-|
known’. Madame Polkenne was still
there. She was the mother of the
little Polish village. If any of the;
youths—and the old people—had a
problem, they went to Madame Pol-
kenne. She would offer them a glass
of wine—now only a mug of beer-—
listen to their story, and then offer
them advice.

Over in the far corner of the bar-
room there were six youths. They|
looked young, except for their eyes.
They were the eyes of men who had
looked too long and too earnestly at
the world. |

At the bar Yan was shaking his|
head, gesticulating with his hands.
He was sorry, he said, there was no
wine. There were difficulties. There
was beer, but no wine.

The high-pitched buzz of conver-
sation stopped as though it had been !
switched off. The swing doors had
creaked open. With the doors sway-
ing behind them, two Nazi ober-

lieutenants stood looking round the
room. They looked bleary-eyed and
rather unsteady. They walked over
to the bar.

“Wine,” the taller of them said.
then sat down at a vacant seat at a
table near the bar. In the other
seat an old mn sat. The officer
looked at him, but didn’t’ say any-
thing, then the old man got hur-
riedly up and left. The other of-
ficer, who was running slightly to
fat, sat down.

Yan rummaged in a cupboard be-
hind the bar, brought out a bottle of
red wine, hurried over to the table
with the bottle and two glasses. He
poured out two glasses of the wine,
turned quickly away, and prepared
to return to the bar.

The fat officer reached out a
hand and caught him by the tail of
his apron.

“Come here,” he said. Then he
stretched over to the other table
and took a mug from a young man
who sat with a girl. He poured the
weak beer on to the floor, poured a
little wine into the mug and gave it
to Yan.

“Drink this,” he said, and Yan
quickly swallowed the wine. The
officers watched him intently.
There had been that instance at
the Cafe Malagge the other week.
Three officers had died suddenly
after only one glass of wine . .
but Yan wasn’t clutching his stom-
ach as the officers had. They sigz-
nalled him away, and lifted their
wine glasses.

“Heil Hitler.”

“Heil Hitler.”

The conversation started up again,
quietly at first, then louder, till it
had reached the pitch of noisiness
that had buzzed through the thick
tobacco smoke before the Nazis had
entered.

At first you couldn’t trace it to
any source. It was just a clinking
of a mug or glass on the table top,
that suddenly formed into a pattern
of sound. The shuffling of feet on
the floor formed into symbols of
sound. Then it grew louder. Glasses
clinked shortly three times, then a
firm, definite clink. Toes tapped
the dirty wooden floor four times,
three short, one long. People held
their glasses awkwardly ,with two
fingers v'd up the front.

The fat officer heard it first. He
stiffened, and said something to the
other officer. They put their glasses
down and listened, and the buzz of
small-talk flooded over the tapping
like a tidal wave, and it coudn”t be
heard any longer.

When the officers picked up their
gasses again: it recommenced. Only
this time it was louder and more
definite. They couldn’t be casual
noises. The taps were too well de-
fined.

The fat officer put his glass down

for the second time, and got to hxs[

feet.His face was flushed with drink
and anger. Slowly he paced round
the room, wending his way between
the tables. One hand rested on the
revolver, slung in a holster at his
hip. Nobody looked up as he passed
them. There was no noise as he
passed them, but when he”d gone
on, there was that sound again.

Three taps, one long tap . . .
three taps, one long tap . . . three
clinks of a glass, one long cling . . .
to the Nazi officer it sounded like a
terrible, perverted symphony. His
hand rested more heavily on the
gun butt.

The six youths in the corner sat
silently as the officer halted at thelr
table.

“Were you making that noise?”
he said.

Niels looked up. “What noise?”

he replied. There was a studied in-
solence in the words. “That tap-
ping.” If his friends had been look-
ing into Niels’ eyes they would have
seen the burst of rebellious flame
that dimmed the bitterness. Niels
made no reply. He tock a box of
matches from his pocket and took
one match in his fingers. He ap-
plied slight pressure and it snapped
in the middle. Then he threw it on
the table, a tiny, miniature V.
l The officer slowly unbuckled the
catch of his holster and took out his
| revolver. He weighed it thought-
| fully in the palm of his hand. Then
he signalled to the other officers.

When he came they talked softly
together for a minute. Their faces
showed no emotion, except once

JAMESH.RUTTER
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when the fat officer laughed shortly.

“You are going to be shot,” said
the fat officer to Niels. “For fight-
ing against the New Order, you are
going to be shot.” For the first time
the officer seemed to be enjoying
himself. “And your friends,” he
went on, and looked round the table,
“are going to shoot you.” His face
was suddenly wreathed in smiles,
and he chuckled. “Your friends are
going to shoot you,” he repeated.

He signalled to the six youths to
stand up. The thin officer went to
the phone and barked some stac-
atto orders into the mouthpiece. The
fat officer waved with his revolver,
and the youths filed between the
tables to the door, Niels leading
them. At the door he stopped and
said something softly to his friends.
They nodded.

The door swung slowly to and fro
after them.

The people in the cafe heard the

(Continued on page 12)
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SPORTS AND
ENTERTAINMENT

Before entering the detail per-
taining to Sports, we wish to pause
here and pay a well-earned trib-
ute to our retiring President of the
Station Sports Committee. Most
everyone on the Station knew S/L
Sutherland either through his offi-
cial capacity as Pay anl Accounts
‘0. C, but the majority of us really
got to know him on the softball
diamond and on the soccer piteh.
He was a firm believer in the the-
ory that participation was the best
means of familiarizing oneself with
the sports on the Station. So.
Mountain View’s loss is definitely
Eastern Air Command’s gain, and
in passing we wish to extend the
sincere good wishes of the entire
Station to you Sir, and add fur-
ther that it was a distinet pleasure
working with you.

In the Inter-Section Softball
League, Group ‘A™ finds the Air
Arm Staff and Guns 1 in a terrific
battle for the top spot, and as we
go to press, there is little to choose
between the two leaders, one of
whom will play off with the win-
ners of Group “B” in the Second
Session Title hunt. In the latter
Section, the Station Orderly Room
and the re-vamped Officers’ Team
are in a fight to the finish for the
top spot. Maintenance ‘Orfuns’ and
the amalgamated Equipment-Ac-

counts Team are pressing, but un-

less they are able to provide a last-
minute rush, it looks like the other
two for coveted hirth to meet Sec-
tion “A” winners.

Soccer, cricket, tennis and swim-
ming teams representing Mountain
View continue to carry out their
games with other Stations in the
district. The Station softball team
threw a terrific jolt into the seem-
ingly unbeatable Army-Navy Vets
organization the other evening in
the first game of the City of Belle-
ville play-offs for the right to pro-
ceed into the Ontario Intermediate
“A” playdowns. The Vets lost only
one game in twelve all season, so
our ten-inning 11-11 draw knocked
the Vets ship off balance to no
small degree. These two teams meet
again on Wednesday Aug. 5th and
Monday Aug. 10th. It has been an
uphill struggle for the Bombers all
season, with little supwvort, but the
fine pitching of Smith, Coveydus
and Hurst. the sensational fielding
of Tartaglia, Christie, Fenlon, Cpt.
Andrews, P/O Abelson, P’/O Camp-
bell and Sat. Porter has proven a
bulwark of defence. Cullen, Cook.
Zadow, Iveson, Cox and Gearge
round out a formidable aggrega-
tion for any opposing hurler.

A substantial grant was voted by
the Station Funds Committee to
the Sports Reserve, and your Com-
mittee is now lining up what will
be needed for the rapidly ap-
proaching Fall and Winter. A com-
plete boxing ring is on it’s way here
now from Petawawa Camp. so we
should have some large evenings
here this Winter. The contract has
been let for the drill hall flooring,

and with Command and Ottawa as-
suring us of a lean-to with stor-
age, dressing and shower room fa-
cilities, we are in for a big season
indoors. °

Members of  various teams are
again urged to return their equip-
ment so that action may be taken
to assure their being kept ina con-
stant state of cleanliness and re-
pair.  This is a vitally important
factor, especially with soccer and
rugger gear, as there are so many
using the same equipment.

For those of you who do not take
an active part in organized games,
cadminton, tennis, bascball, horse-
shoe and other gear is available
for your use. Sign for it and return
it promptly as it is for everyone's
use, so keep it circulating.

The Station Softball Team lost
the second game of the City of
Relleville playoffs to the Army-
Navy Vets Wednesday 5-8-42 by the
score of 6-2.

Smith pitched beautiful ball for
the Bombers, limiting the Vets, a
highly-touted hitting team, to one
hit for the first six frames. Our
lads gained a lead of one run in
the opening inning, but the Vets
tied the score during their turn
at bat in the seventh. With the
bases loaded in the last half of the
seventh, P/O Abelson drove in
three runs with a screaming triple
fo deep right field. After the ‘Duke’
had deposited himself on third, and
the next batter was ready to go, the
nmpire declared the blast a foul
Pall. The ball had definitely land-
ed fair prior to it’s reaching their
richt fielder, Kiser, who, being an
old-timer, knew it was fair when
hr went. after it, but when he had
finished fielding it, it was foul for
sure. However, rather than appear
m™oor snorts, the Bombers carried
on. and in the next innings the
Vets got to Smith for three runs.
Tavey Ray, late of Bdmonton I.T.
S., replaced Smith, and proceeded
*o darzle the Vets batters, but on
n error by an infielder that had
rlaved the best brand of ball seen
in Belleville this season, managed
to get two unearned runs. “Spa-
ehetti” Tartaglia came through
with a beautiful homer in the last
Malf of the ninth, but also our ral-
v was too late. These two teams
meet again on Monday August the
10th in what promises to be the
outstandine attraction of the sea-
son, as Mountain View are defi-
nitelv out for the right to proceed
into the finals.

ENTERTAINMENT

Mountain View again scored a
classic on its monthly dance. The
young ladies from the Belleville
Hospitality Club and St. Michael's
Hospitality Club were lovelier than
ever. There were also some very
~harming girls from Mountain View
and Wellington.  This combined
with Mountain View’s own Wom-
en’s Division and Nursing Sisters
is the start of a perfect evening in
any man’s land. The Trenton
Dance Orchestra surpassed them-
selves in order to prove to Mount-
ain View just what they were mis-

sing. Moon waltzes agaln proved Lo
be the most popular dances of the
evening. The tickets for the door
prizes were drawn by Mrs. Kennedy
°nd the lucky winners were Mrs.
Booth (Vancouver), Miss Mabel
Russell (Ottawa), LAC. Hamer and
LAC. Jamieson, the spot dance was
wen by Miss Pelott (Belleville) and
LAC. Lockford. Highlight of the
evening was the presentation of
the “Great Lovers” cup to LAC.
Boyd by F/Lt. Sommerville. Miss
McNeill’s professional hand at jug-
gling vitamins was well shown by
the nopular demand for refresh-
ments at the Airmen’s Mess. Ar-
ranced by a committee including
F/Lt. Mulcahey, F/Lt. Cameron,
Messrs. Tom Rathwell and Bob
Sutherland, K. of C. supervisors.
The dance did go over well. Where
was the missing girl? Why don’t
we do this more often? Does or
doesn’t the P. A. system work. Are
the charming nursing sisters picked
for their beauty or their knowl-
edge? How was I to know they werc
going to turn on the lights?

s OV — e
(Continued from page 11)

tramp of feet on the cobbled road.
Through a hole in the door they
saw a platoon of goosestepping Nazi
soldiers. They were handing Niels’
five friends rifles. Three soldiers
with revolvers kept them covered.
Then the fat officer shouted a
command, and they moved out of
view. The only sound in the cafe
was the marching of feet that seeped
through the doorway into the bar-
room. Another command, and the

CHAS. J. SYMONS

[ J
Regulation Air Force
Badges, Wings, Chevons,
Shirts, Ties and Sox
[ ]

JUST ARRIVED . .. RCAF.
CUSHION TOPS AND NOVELTIES

If it is new . .

CHAS. J. SYMONS
MEN'S WEAR

. see it at

206 FRONT ST.

soldiers halted.

The people in the cafe looked bit-
terly at the table, into their mugs.
but not at each other. The clock
on the wall was ticking Niels’ life
away.

Two more commands. The last
one was yet to come. One more
command and Niels’ would be dead.
The command came, clearly, sharply.

But suddenly there was no more
bitterness in the eyes of the people
in the cafe. There was pride and
hope. There had been no burst of
firing. There had been four sounds
Three shots delicately spaced, then
two together—that sounded like one
long shot.

Good Food

Good Fi ﬁ;nds

MEET AT
THE

ESQUIRE GRILL

MRS. HAGERMAN, Prop.

181 Front Street

Belleville
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ped with a light twin outboard mo-
We were heavily loaded, for we
had a long way to go. After a week
of sweating work coming down the

. murky Abitibi we entered the Moose

When your canoe is stuck high.
and dry out on the mud flats of
James Bay, with the far away shore

a thin line on the southern horion,
and it is starting to breeze up strong
from the north as night draws on
with the tide on the turn, you begin
to wonder why you were ever such a
damn fool as to get yourself there,

James Bay crossings can be tough;
sometimes theyre easy; I've never
been lucky. If it wasn't the wind it
was fog and if it wasn’t’ fog it was
something else but there was always
something bobbing up to keep things
unpleasant. But this can come later
once we get geographically set.

If you don’t know where James
Bay is, collect yourself an atlas and
look up North America. Up in the
northeast part youll find Hudson
Bay, an extensive expanse of salty
H,O whose main value has been a
road of access to a rich fur hinter-
land used by the philanthropic Scots
on their scalping cxpeditions. The
southern extremity of Hudson Bay
is known as James Bay which, at
the mouth of the Moose River, boasts
Ontario’s only seaport (or so the
government says), which is unigue
in so far that it provides excellent
anchorage for any sturdy sea-going
tonnage that can fleat in ten feet of
water.

I have not been all around James
Bay and I shed no tears on that
account. I do know the bay from
the mouth of the Albany on the
west side to where the Ruper.ss
empties in on the east coast and
this more than satisfies me. A clay
belt lies to the south and througa
many years the rivers have carried
down vast amounts of silt that have
formed great mud flats out from
the shore line. 1In many Dplaces
these flats extend out over ten miles
from shore. They are covered at
high tide but stand out, a bleak
waste of mud, when the tide is at
the ebb. Marshes, slough checkered
and clothed with a coarse rank cov-
ering of yellowish green marsh grass
in some places form a ribbon be-
tween sea and forest. At isolated
points beaches of yellow sand, on
which the rollers pound when the
tide is in, stand out in happy con-
trast to the monotony of the blue
green wall of stunted forest beyond.
At one point, Little Haliway, be-
tween Albany and Moose, a canoe or
shallow draught boat can land on
any tide, which, outside of the river
mouths, stands out as the one ex-
ception to prove the rule.

I saw the bay, for the first time,
in the late summer of 1927. We
were four in the party. The canoe
was a nineteen foot freighter equip-

River and soon after smelt the tang
of sea air and rode tide water to
find a camping place on Hudson's
Bay Island in the mouth of the
river.

It is 200 miles by canoe from
Moose Factory, the Hudson’s Bay
Company’s post situated at the
mouth of the Moose River, to Rup-
erts House, the same company’s post
at the mouth of the Ruperts River.
We figured that with good running
conditions the trip should take us
two and one-half to three days. It
took us two weeks.

We left Moose Factory, on a high
tide, at 2 p.m., ran out the mouth of
the river as far as the ships’ beacon
and then headed east and north fol-
lowing the coast line and about five
miles off shore. The wind was light
and from the south east. We'd cov-
ered probably seven or eight miles
along the coast when the wind, as it
so frequently does on the bay,
changed suddenly into the east and
blew up strong and gusty, bringing
with it driving rain squalls. It be-
gan to get heavy going with the
rising seas; continuous bailing was
necessary, We ran shoreward and
grounded the canoe on the flats,
four miles off shore. The ebbing
tide left us stranded. Night came
on and we were left with only the
moaning of the wind and the lap-
ping of the waves, as the tide came
in over the flats, and now and then
the low murmur of conversation to
break the silence of desolation in
the universe of blackness that hem-
med us in. It was past eight o”clock
when finally we were able to get off
and head out to where we found
deeper water. We started the kicker
and ran due east on a compass
direction. Around ten o’clock, the
wind which had died down at the
turn of the tide blew up again, this
time from the south, and we altered
our direction to almost due south.
We were not far out for it was not
long before we grounded and two of
the men headed towards where we
figured the shore line should be. I
stayed with the canoe and the re-
maining member of the party. It
seemed hours bhefore we sighted a
flickering blaze far away to the east.
It grew in size and we headed for it,
poling our canoe over the now flood-
ed flats.

The fire threw a circle of light
over the yellow gold beach sand. We
were at Neitiche Point. We unload-
ed what we needed and then staked
out the tarp covered canoe so that
we could clear on a half tide. It
was cold work wading back.

We woke to look out over a field of
white capped furrows that losi
themselves in the grey bank of
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storm clouds in the horizon. All day
the gale blew fiercely from the
north: the staked out canoe rode
the swells like a duck; we loafed or
picked the wild berries that grew
profusely in a narrow strip of fertile
soil behind the sand dunes; the day
wore through; the wind began tw
drop and rain came on as the night
closed in.

The morning dawned clear and
fine with a light breeze from the
east. We did not get away untll
noon but then made a good run to
the mouth of the Harricanaw River
at the south end of Hannah Bay.
Here we found a good camp spot on
the south end of the island, in the
mouth of the river, but a short dis-
tance below where the now nearly
obliterated remains of the old Hud-
son”s Bay post stand as a grim re-
minder of the last Indian massacre
in Canada. We climbed into our
sleeping bags not long after dusk for
it was to be an early start.

Breakfast was eaten in the dark
and it was still an hour before dawn
when we headed out of the river’s
mouth on a flow tide, half in, and
left the dim shore line behind in the
blackness as the canhoe rode the
ground swells and we headed out to
the open bay. The wind was light
and blowing from the north west.
We ran for half an hour on a com-
pass direction a little east of nortn
and then turned due east. Dawm
disclosed an overcast and stormy
sky, and we could just discern the
shore line over nine miles distant to|
the south east. The wind shifted
into the north and it began to blow |

hard. Within half an hour of the
break of day the wind had gained
half gale proportions and the sea
was wild. Sometimes the motor was
in the water; most of the time it
seemed t0 be out. The canoe rolled
drunkenly as the waves broke over
us. We kept her afloat with bailing.
Then a big comber lifted us from
behind; the motor bracket snapped.
Somehow we got up a sail; it gave
us steerage way. We could not hit
directly for shore as to be piled up
on the shallow water on the mud
flats would have meant instant
swamping and certain loss of our
outfit. We got in ag close as we
could and then held eastward

! searching the shore line for g break

that would indicate the mouth of
a river., The wind increased; it
was only a matter of time; then
luck played us a hand ;we saw a
river’'s mouth. How the old cance
rode out that last two miles (o
shore I'll never know. At times al
most half full of water as the seas
broke over us, we sank strickenly in
the troughs and it seemed impos-
sible that we could rise to ride the
next rolling summit. Flour and
sugar went overboard; we drew
nearer and nearer to safety and
then, like a bad dream over, we were
in the sheltered river’'s mouth. It
was a small stream and its name
was the Piscapocassy. We made
camp on the east bank and spent
the rest of the day in drying out as
much of our equipment and sup-
plies as possible. The wind died
down in the evening but the sky

(Continued on page 17)
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What

Beautiful girls usually storm
A handsome man in a uniform,
But not this man—
till he learns, m’friend,
He has to perspire,
but needn’t offend!

Bath tonight with LIFEBUOY
The ONE soap especially made to
prevent "B.O."” (Body Odor)

| GUNNERY GOSSIP |

“Time and tide wait for no man”
so the saying goes and apparently
the editorial staff of the Mountain;
Viewpoint are in the same cate-
gory so we had better rattle off a
few lines of interest and mainsain
our record [or punctuality. |

Congratulations are in order for
Cpl. Stephenson and his bride. He
returned from St. Thomas recently
only to leave us to take the fatal
step. Best wishes are extended by
all the boys Lo the happy couple
and may continued good fortune
smile upon them.

Flight-Sergeant Hall has been
posted to Bagotsville, Quebec, and
the wise boys in the hangar are
laying odds on his replacement
being a certain senior NCO from
maintenance. ‘Oh well, who knows?

After much delay and confusion
our two dispatchers of the R. C.
A. F. (W.D.) finally got their trip
in the atmosphere. It was quite an
experience for both girls which they
thoroughly enjoyed. It seems that
among the windmill jockeys of
Drogue Flight we have an old twin
engine man  with Ansons as his
first love, but from the display of
aerodynamic fizzes on borrowing
our craft it seems he got jilted. T
am quite sure that he will check
the master switch the next time his
gas miraculously drops from
twenty gallons to zero on the
gauges in nothing flat instead of
grabbing air frantically in his ef-
forts to change tanks. It isn’t sc
embarrassing and let’s hope he will
never again put an Anson U/S be-
cause the wheels won’t put the lit-
tle green balls up through when
they are up and then have the
nerve to insist you can’t see the
wheels from the pilot’s seat. How-
ever we forgive him because he is
so fanatically patriotic. He made
one circuit do for seven landings
thereby saving enough gas for a
gunnery exercise.

“What'’s the matter, Sarge?” Did
the little man of gunnery get you
or did the presence of a fan of
yours rattle you?”  “Never mind,
podner.” Visit us again, and We’ll’

condescend to let her check you
out.”

There is another saying that we
might well repeat however: “Pec-

ple who live in glass houses should

never throw stones.” One of our
usually reliable N.C.O. pilots ap-
parently never was told that a
Battle radiator shutter can cause
a quite noticeable range in tem-
perature when the aircraft is
flown with the shutter closed.
Take-off was normal but a very
hasty, low and wobbly circut was
enough to convince the old timers
in this flight that something was
amiss. After coming to an abrupt
halt the aircraft was deserted as
fast as a scuttled German mer-
chantman. When the obvious was
brought to the pilot’s attention it
was noticed that the sweat drip-
ping from his brow was material-
izing faster than his handkerchief
could be wielded. Incidentally the
“Kokes” were enjoyed by all.

The plan of placing five full bot-
tles of Coca-Cola in the racks of
our machine, and then one empty
bottle, and thus dispensing with
the additional one cent was well
received. The looks of anticipation,
concern, dismay and relief made
the smoke periods sort of a one
reel comedy and the suggestion
comes that due to the income taxes
a small admission would help to
keep non-general list officers in
cigarettes.

W.C. Millar, Sergeant Orange and
their B. R. squadron should be
comblimented on their co-operation
in the hangar. Of course we have
our minor disputes about the trac-
tor and the condition of oil stores
but all in all everything slides
along very smoothly. There is a no-
ticeable rivalry of course about the
condition of both sides of the hang-
ar and this tends more than ever
to bring about a much cleaner and
more eificient flight.

Well Gunnery Gus has said his
viece again  so guess he’ll start
browsing around for the next edi-
tion.

“Gunnery Gus”

i

HOT AIR FROM AIRCREW

Business is certainly good at G.
I. S. Aircrew these days, what
with the greatly increased enroll-
ment of Trainees; and the sharp|
increase in the number of Instruc-|
tors. However, efficiency is still the |
order of the day and the Orderly
Room is in no more of an uproar|
than was previously the case.

They're telling the overheard
conversation between an Officer
and a Sgt. Pilot here. ‘No, No. Sgt.
Brown, you must have mis-read
the orders. You aren’t meant to
jettison the Bomb Aimers!’

The foregoing may be taken as
a hint to the new Instructors, as
it provides a good illustration of
the efficlency of our instructional

methods. Among the new arrivals
may be found  WO2 Robertson,
Segt’'s. Skidmore, Hunt, Patterson,

Dupuis, Costin, Weir and Giroux,
Cpl's. Gross, Bayley, and MacDon-
nell.

Congratulations are extended to
WO2 Robertson and Sgt. Patterson
who received their latest promo-
tions since joining our Unit.

Former Queen of the Orderly|
Room, AW2 Dickinson has been
posted to Ottawa and we are hear-

‘ing of her promotion to Sgt. Long

range congratulations are in order.:
and best wishes for the future.:

140 Front Street
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AW1 Lavalee, our remaining
WAAF, is still being kept very
busy and is still wondering where
those Instructors find the excuses
for spending all their time in the
‘Orderly Room.

Burrows, our Shylock of the
Equipment Section, has been post-
ed to Toronto. His size 11’s are
now being ably filled by LAC
Frogley.

* ok ok
Aircrew Problems

These are the unanswered ques-
tions which are being discussed at
great length  in the Instructor’s
Room nowadays:

Is the greatest scourge of the Air-
crew Trainee airsickness, evening
lectures or Sgt. McCurrie?

Whether the T32 will be the next
commodity to be rationed by the
Wartime Prices and Trade Board?

How did a certain rather rotund
NCO manage to burn a large pane
in his prominent bay window?

Why graduate Observers, when
unable to out-bomb the LAC’s can-
not think  of a better one than,
‘installation error’?

Just how Sgt. Macdonald would
manage to deliver one of his mas-
terpicces to a class of Women’s
Division?

Why the  Service Police have
never raided the Plotting Office
and apprehended some of those
characlers for unarmed robbery?

If John Steinbeck was listening
to the comnlaints of some of our
Fnglish lads when he wrote his
book ‘The Gripes of RAF.

* ok K
Things We Would Like o See

Flight Sgt. Oetiker out of the
Orderly Room; or, admitting that
he knows a few girls who aren’t
“platonic friends.”

Sgt. Macdonald on parade.

Sgt. McCurrie refusing to put a
man on charge.

A system of identifying RAF
Flight Sgt's. without noticing that
their hats are on crooked.

F:L Raymond without that
‘What are you doing this morning
Szt look in his eyes.

WO1 Monk without a Joe Job
for a spare Instructor.

The “Mayor of Ameliasburg”,
Sgt. Gartley, wearing a uniform
that doesn’t resemble a bundle of
wet wash.

Sgt. Lanyon, erstwhile Sultan of
the Bombing Teacher, delivering a
lecture on ammunition.

An Instructor’s Room where it is
not necessary to step out into the
hall in order to change your mind.

A contented Officer who is not
on the General List.

A decent entry from GIS Air-
crew in the Mountain Viewpoint.
(Present entry excluded.

‘The Station Band playing
other number.

an-

AIRCREW NEWS
AND VIEWS

The blackout equipment for the
main lecture hall has been com-
pleted and is Lavallee glad.

LAC. Wheeler has left for Van-
couver on two wee’s leave. The
grapevine states that the brute left
a sad, sobbing little girl behind in
Ottawa.

A matrimonial race is on among
three of our more dashing, daring
N.C.O’s We are laying our money
on Swackhamer, who seems to have
the inside track at present.

The above occasions a disgusted
grunt from Flight Sgt. Oetiker,
‘Old Poison’ has lost three mem-
Lers of his Bachelors or Bust Club
already, and it appears as if Sgt.
Cairns is all the Flight has left.

W.0. Monk is telling some tall
fish stories these days — now they
are in season.

Already P/O Abelson is suffer-
ing from ‘Isley’s Complaint.” A.
W. 1 Lavallee is buying his cokes.

The good people of the Bay of
Quinte are hereby reminded to
have no fears. That is not a tidal
wave, but merely Flight Sgt. Brant
taking his daily dip.

We understand that Flight Sgt.
Cleland D. F. M. and Sgt. Camp-
bell have taken up residence at the
Cutlet for the summer season.

Residents  of Prince Edward
Couty! If you see a tired, bedrag-
gled looking Sgt. wending his way
over the highways and by-ways of
your fair couty, be ye not alarmed.
Iy is only Sergeant Lanyon, well-
know amateur yachtsman, search-
ing for a lost centreboard, and for
local gossip to he written into his
latest Best Smeller: “15 Minutes in
an Open Boat' or ‘Three Survived.

Questions are being asked about
the ambitions of Sergeant East. His
new shorts are a good preview of
the latest in varicose veins. Our
terror of the turrets bears a strik-
ing resemblance to Betty Grable.--
Or a reasonably repulsive facsimi-
le.

|
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CLEANING ESTABLISHMENT

“ON CHINA..."”

By VALERIE BUCKLER

On June 15th, 1940, I left Hong-|
kong for my holiday at Shanghai,
A friend had booked a room for mc‘
and not being able to get anything
better wired me or board ship that
I had a reservation at the Palace
Hotel — the hbest hotel in Shang-
hai. The rales were $40 a day —
the bill presented daily. Actually I
would not have been out-of-pockei
had T stayed there as the exchange
was in my favour 100 to 40 Hong-
kong, but the daily submission of
the bill frightened me and after
two days I left for an apartment
slightly cheaper though not much
as nothing but the best was avai-
labe in Shanghai in those days. The
city swarmed with Jews. Every two
weeks or so they arrived by the
boatload, 500, 100 or 2000 as to the
ship’s accommodation. The Japs did
not allow them the city but dump-
ed them on the outskirts which
they had bombed in 1938 on the
Sino-Japanese conflict. There the
poor wretches rebuilt the burnt-
down shacks or lived in them until
such time as they could rebuild
them. Shanghai was soon flooded
with cheap soap, cream, expert ad-
vice from one-time prominent doc-
tors and white beggars. I saw a
woman standing outside the Pal-
ace one night lacerating her tongue
with a hook, trying to incite pity
where pity there was none. She
was using the tactics that China
had used for centuries to get a tew
coppers from passers-by, so all she
got was appreciative laughter and
some contempt from the fast gath-
ering crowd of coolies.

It was not long after my arrival
at Shanghai that the news came
over the radio that all women and
children at Hongkong were to leave
immediately for Australia. Another
one of those hysterical fits by the
Government, we all though{ and
thought no more on it. But when it
came to getting a boat back to the
Colony, that was another story. No
one, not even lhe men were al-
lowed passage to Hongkong, which
indeed was a predicament for me.
So I decided to go te the United
States. I have relatives there and
I had nothing to worry about. Un-
fortunately for me the American
Consulate thought different. No
matter how much I wheedled I
could not get a visa from him. In
any case they did not have much
time to spend on me. There were
crowds outside all waiting with the
same intention of going to the
United States. Nothing daunted, I
thought I would feel them all and
come to Canada and try again. But
when I arrived here I found the

same thing on this side. However,
that is another story. In the mean-
time there was a lot of bowing and
scraping and so-diskas before I

I could get a visa to take me to Ja-

pan and then to Vancouver. Here
again I found crowds before me.
And the Japs exalted in it. Theq
made us all wait by the hour be-
fore even noticing us, and then
when finally we were attended to
we had to run several times across
that beastly Wang-po Bridge hav-
ing some paper signed by different
parties at each side of the bridge
refore getting any satislaction.
That bridge was really and truly
the greatest fiasco of the whole
Sino-Japancse war, with Great
Britain trying desperately to hold
ber own. In the centre were two
sentry boxes side by side, one hous-
ing a Japanese sentry and the
other an English soldier. Half the
bridge belonged to the British con-
cession and the other half to the
Taps( what was once the German
Concession now taken over by the
Japs), The Chinese on passing had
to doff their hats and bow to the
Jap sentry and the women had to
grovel in the dust. The white man
could pass but only on foot. The
taxi-drivers and rickshaws absol
lutely refused to pass the bridge as
several of their number had beesn
shot on some pretext or other. So
off the rickshaw from the British
Concession, paying him the Shang-
hai denomination, on your flat feet
in the blazing sun across the bridge
to get another rickshaw pulled by a
Japanese or Korean puller, to be
naid with the Yen money. And so
it went on and on. And all the
time one had to be so careful as
the slightless slip and you were lia-
rle to suddenly disappear mysteri-
ously, as so many had before you.

So bewing and scraping and a
continual grin on my face with an
occasional so-diska I managed to
leave the shores of Shanghai. In
Canada I found myself still auto-
matically bowing when I caught
sight of someone approaching me
— for I had to leave on a Japa-
nese steamer. A Norwegian couple,
refugees from Norway told me that
they were afflicted with the same
habit. We were all refugees on that
steamer, from all over the world,
though the German Jew predomi-
nated. Rich relatives had paid or
vouched or something for them
all and they were going to live in
that vast. rich, generous land, the
United States. Some had no bag-
zage at all. T wonder how they are
liking it, though I suppose by now
they are accustomed to the change
that they had to make. At the
same time it is much harder for
an older person to accustom them-
selves to something new than it is
for a younger one. I wonder!

The sergeant bawled me out for
not standing at attention. I had to
tell him, “I'm at attention, it’s my
uniform that's at ease.”

THE PRAYER OF A SERVICE
POLICEMAN

Dear Lord . , .

I appreciate getting my
group;

But I'm not goin’ to settle for that,

I still want to be a Corporal,

Tho I don't want to seem a rat.

wg

You have done many a miracle,
Like walking on the sea;

Won't you please do just one more;
And make a Corporal of me?

Can it be that I'm not popular?
No friendships do I bar,
And how do others get them?
It’s getting in my hair!

So this request I'm askin’

AS I finish off my prayer,

If you have any hooks around,
Please send me down a pair,

PS.

Just one more word in closing:

I almost forgot to say,

If it’s all the same to you, DEAR

LORD,
Would you make it hooks WITH
PAY?

‘Then there’s the bachelor who got
thrown out of his apartment when
the landlady heard him drop his
shoes on the floor twice.

They've been treating me like one
of the family, and I've stood it as
long as I can.

If it isn’t the sheriff, it’s the fin-
ance company. T've got more at-
tachments on me than a vacuum
cleaner.

Here I am talking about myself
when it's you I want to talk about
me.

He has a beautiful head of skin.

REGULAR

PLEASANT

STATION WILL FIND A WARM WEL-
COME AT THE ARENA

BUSINESS

HUME ARENA GARDENS

BELLEVILLE

TUESDAY, THURSDAY AND
SATURDAY

Heavyweight
Professional Wrestling

Every Two Weeks

OUR ASSOCIATIONS WITH THE BOYS
FRCM MOUNTAIN VIEW ARE ALWAYS

IS APPRECIATED !

DANCING

NEW MEN ON THE

AND YOUR
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WINTER FLYING SUITS TO R.C.AF.

- ONTARIO

| ARMAMENT SECTION |

The Armament Section came into
its own recently with a welcomed
procession of R 14’s. Old man gloom
took a back seat from the counten-
ances of Corporals Schulty and Gos-
nel, L.A.C. Hutchenson (at long last)
and L.AC. Grant. Congratulations
boys on your recent promotions.
Hutchenson will (at long last) be
able to it with the two hook boys in
the airmen’s mess.

The last issue made reference o
the hasty marriages of Armourers
Weese. Spinks and Witshell. These
three worthy’s were attached to the
then newly formed B. R. Squadron.
Apparently the boys formed a
triumvirate and decided that if their
social activities were to be abruptly
terminated they had better act
quick and did. It is well known
that the Squadron along with the
three boys in questions are still on
the station. Moral — never leave
off till tomorrow what you can leave
off till the day after tomorrow.

The forty odd men in the section
might well be called the “Fighting
40” as many have applied for air
crew for a personal crack at the
enemy. Unfortunately, for the timg
being, they cannot be spared from
their present trade. Your turn will
come later on and you are doing a
big job right where you are as ex-
emplified by your efficient work
with the B.R. Squadron.

F/O Knott was recently on seven
days’ leave when lo and behold tne
last day he “sprained his back”. The
convalescent period swallowed up
another seven days. He is still try-
ing to convince the non-believers by
showing off his adhesive tape and
walking with a slight limp.

A mew fence has been erected
around the 25-yard range and stop
butts to catch stray ricochets. The
armourer i/ec now complains that
he mnow tires out just walking to
work—all the way around to the
back door,

ALC. “France” Shannon claims he
would raise chickens in the new
range enclosure if only they would
quit using it to fire those danged
machine guns.

F/Lt. McCombe is just back from
8 two weeks’ sojourn in Montreal.
It is said that his family went with
him.

An optimist, one Cpl. Schulty took
his drill test for sergeant and im-

mediately after proceeded on leave
—carrying his three hooks, mind
you. Said promotion went through
to Schuty from a fellow conspirator
as follows, “Triplets have arrived,
am celebrating on the ten bucks
you lent me.

F/S “R.AF” Smith was among
tHe recent visitors to Montreal-a
better time was never had even in
Ole London.

G.LS. (@XNFENT)

It is with regret that we have to
announce the fransfer of F/Lt.
Gwynne-Timothy from G. I. S.
(Arm). In his position as Officer
i/c Armourers Courses he has won
the respect of the Officers on the
Staft and the Instructors who
worked under him. In his co-op-
erative and administrative capa-
city he has set an example that
many might do well to emulate.
While the members of the staff re-
gret the loss of F/Lt. Gwynne-
Timothy we are pleased with his
promotion and extend to him our
heartiest congratulations.

This vacancy will be filled by
F/Lt. A. B. Whitely who with F/Lt.
Cwynne-Timothy attended No. 10
Armament Officers Course.

F/Lt. Whitely was on the No. 18
Armament Artificers Course from
which he graduated with the high-

est marks. He then received his
commission and attended No. 10
Armement Officers Course. He

~omes to us from Eastern Air Com-
mand where he has served for the
last sixteen months. We feel cer-
tain that he will capably fill the
position of Officer i/c Armourers
Courses. During the last war F/Lt.
Whitely served as a pilot with the
Royal Flying Corps. During the last
several years of civilian life he
served as vice principal of one of
Toronto’s public schools. ‘

*x Kk %k

A few changes have taken place
at the School in the past month.
*x K K
W 'O Crowther has been posted
to the R.AF. at Picton.
*x kx %
F/Lt. Browne is now in Eastern
Air Command.
*x Kk Kk

Cpl. McIntyre who had been
transferred to Headquarters report-
ed back for duty in the Orderly

P/0O Breckenridge has taken over
the task of beautifying the grounds
around the school. There is al-
ready a noted improyement.

* kX

F/Sgt. Watts and Cpl. McIntyre
have been on the sick list. We are
rleased to see them back with us
again,

*x ok Kk

The Spitfire will soon be return-

ed from the flights (we hope).

*x kK
Since the last issue of the Moun-
tain Viewpoint P/O Vrooman has
been married. Sgi. McKie and Sgt.
Jackson attended him on this ven-
ture and have given us their as-
surance that the wedding was an
entire success.
*x K K
We were pleased with the visit
of P/O Fitzpatrick and P/O Vreo-
man. P,;0O Fitzpatrick is happy in
his work in Education at Moss-
bank, P/O Vrooman was lamenting
his posting to Goose Bay in Lab-
rador.

IF 1 ONLY HAD THE BRAINS

Tune: “Scarecrow’s Song” from The
Wiard of Oz.

I could learn the bomb components,
In fifty-seven moments,

By taking a few pains.

I could name al lthe fuses,

And the pistols and their uses,

If T only had some brains!

Pyrotechnies would be easy,
Explosive regs so breezy,
And what a bomb contains.
I'd define ammunition,
And describe a demolition,
If I only had somec brains!

I,
Could tell you why,
Old types of bombs contain a cen-

tral core.

I've heard of things I never learned
before

And T've found out, there’s plenty
more.

I could name you al lthe classics;
Which bombs produce most gases,
And which have safety vanes.

I'd explain a propellant,

And why Trotyl’s so excellent,
If T onl yhad some brains!!!

—AC2 Spearman, R.

AN ARMOURER’S PLEA

The friends I know are free at half-

past four,

But I remain to mop the classroom
floor,

While on parade, though careful as
can be,

I'm Joe'd each time an dso you hear
my plea:

Chorus:

I don’t want to mop without you
maybe,

Mop without my ‘“thoughts” about
you maybe.

Each time I take the mop in hand,
I say a prayer that some day youll
understand and lend & hand.

‘Cause T don’t want to mop the floor
each evening,

Why d’ya make me mop the floor
each evening?

I fthis don’t soon let up,

It will break my bac kin two,

’Cause I don’t want to mop no more,
at Mountain View.

GROUND CREW

We are just the Ground Crew

I suppose you have seen us around,
We send the aircraft in the sky
And watch them from the ground.

I know we’re called grease monkeys
With our dirty coveralls,

But the aircraft really does its stuff
When Maintenance overhauls.

Seven-thirty in the morning,
Five-thirty when we quit.

And then it’s up to duty watch
So that we’ll be on the bit.

Sometimes I'd like {0 go to town
To raise a little hell,

But then I think what’s the use,
You have to be back at twelve.

C.O’s inspection every week,
We must look smart and neat,
But leave it to Maintenance
To see them it’s a treat.

So if you decide to join the Air Force

You better come in Aircrew,

A fellow from Maintenance told me
that

And I'm passing it on to you.

Remember what I've told you,

But I guess you can plainly see
That if you belong to Maintenance
You’re a permanent L.AC.

BLUE HAVERSACKS
KHAKI HAVERSACKS

Room,

Airforce and Army Needs—

BLUE DUNNAGE BAGS
KHAKI DUNNAGE BAGS

HANDLES AND LOCKS FOR DUNNAGE BAGS
BUTTON STICK

FISHING TACKLE FOR EVENINGS AND SUNDAYS

Walker Hardware Co., Limited

248 Front Street, Believille.
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H.Q. NEWS OR IS IT?

Now that S. M. Favreau has hied
off Trenton-wards things are once
more back to their unique and dis-
turbing ways.

No longer do we hear “by the most
expeditious means”, “I'll put that
man on charge”, “I'll speak to the
adjutant”, instead all is serene save
for the gslightly censorable oaths
that pierce the atoms now and then,
when powers of concealment some
Warrant Officers we have known
had. where the h-— was that R78A
put — that R.14 — oh — oh, what a
lovely Air Force with airwomen as
escorts and umpires.

*x k%

Adjutant—“Where’s Fortier?”

Cpl. Tart—“Making out charge
reports, sir.”

Adjutant—“For who, himself or
Cpl. Cox?”

Tart—“Well, Cpl. Cox has a date
tomorrow night at the Queen’s—I
can’t be certain.”

* ok Xk

Pilotte to Fortier—“If I ever hear
of you being out with a W.D. do you
know what I will do with you?”

Fortier—“What?”

Pilotte—"“Send you down to live
with my wife while I have a turn.”

* Kk %

Lajoie—“Why the hell can’t I be a
W.O.1 and be posted to Montreal.
T'll try to learn French.”

* Kk x

Fortier (muttering to himself)—
“Should I smarten up and marry up
like Hopkins or wait until I'm
“drafted”.

* kX

MacArthur—“If you guys will give
me a chance I'll show you just how
popular I am next station dance,
please, just one chance, “after ali
my uncle’s doing O.K.”

* Kk

Miss Bosse-—“What did I say now
that I shouldn’t?”

* K %

This has all been prepared with-
out care or cause due to an urgent
request from the editor for “stuff
from headquarters”, therefore all
names mentioned are to be consider-
ed absolutely real and all reflections
to be cast in order to retain the con-
tinuity of the disdain for the writer
hereby incurred—to which we prom-
ise next issue we’ll try to have every-
body on our neck including D.A.P.S.
(who are incidentally, quite fre-
quently).

Who might this be . .
pound salt” . . .

NEWS FROM
WORKS AND BRICKS

The writer of the Works and
Buildings Personal Column is faced
with a severe shortage of material,
owing to the fact that so many post-
ings has left W. and B. with only a
handful of men. However, among
the remaining few, we still have our
AC1% A/FS “Fireman” disrupting
that quiet and “happyin the service”

“g0

feeling the personnel had before his |
arrival.
* kK

With the coming of cold weather
W. and B. will have to import an-|
other F/S as the fireman is kept|
pusy checking on corporals’ reveille |
passes.

*x * %

Works and Buildings have on their
aerodrome maintenance department
a number of former dry land farm-
ers and (two fence corner farmers)
who seem to spend considerable
time in Picton. Could it be that
those boys from the wheat fields of
our golden west, having boots for
the first time, (and finding them
fairly comfortable to wear) think
they can attract more attention at
Picton’s square dances in boots than
they could in their shoe packs and
moccasins? Never mind, boys, may-

be the government will let you take,

a pair home to show the neighbors.
* K %

Jensen, our left-handed master
painter, who has been on temporary
duty at Consecon, (and who, by the
way, reported a nice holiday) has
returned with a swell coat of tan;
and is now only waiting until he can
show his pretty blue uniform to the
girls at Prairie Junction (Canada).

*x * %

It”s none of our business, but we
would like to know:

Why Bernard Morris spends so
much time putting glass in Hut
No. 14?

Why Sgt. Jenkins doesnt spend
6c for a bottle of pop, instead of
mooching?

Why Cpl. Roy doesn’t appear on
parades?

‘Why Johnstone, the “blonde giant”
spends so much time on Willlam
street in Belleville?

Why Tarzan Rowe spends SO
many evenings swimming without
getting his swimming suit wet?

Why Armstrong’s hair is turning
grey?

*x Kk x

The above column is not neces-
sarily the personal feeling of the
writer, but of the staff in general,
and in no way can the writer be
blamed for results from same.

* kX

The old soldier down the hall re-
marks that it’s doggone hard to fol-
low the straight and narrow when
you're on a bender.”

* Kk X

She—“Would you like to see where
I was operated on for appendicitis?”
He—"No, I hate hospitals.’

JAMES BAY CROSSING
(Continued from page 13)

was black and threatening,

In my note book I find the fol-
lowing entry for the next day. “Up
and broke camp at 1.25 a.m, leaving
at 2.20 am. on a high tide. Wind
strong but greatly decreased from
yesterday., Made mouth of river and
started east keeping as near shore
line as possible. Heavy seas running
and propeller out of water half the
time. Darkness and high seas made
running impossible and we had to
turn back to river. Made camp at
same spot. During day wind as-

Compliments

of

NEW QUEENS
HOTEL

BELLEVILLE, ONT.

high tide in afternoon, the water
coming to within a few feet of tent.
All well”

The next two days the gale kept
us landbound. A vast area of marsh
stretched away to the east over
which a billowing sea of coarse rank
grass, in some places waist high,
bowed before the wind. Innumer-
able salt sloughs ran through the
marsh and over it the air was filled
with flying wild fowl, ducks of many
varieties, geese, brant, (wavies)
greater and lesser yellowlegs, snipe

and plover. Never had I seen such
numbers of birds. It was a hunter’s
paradise,

The wind died down during the
| third day of our enforced stay and
we were able to get under way later
in the afternoon. Though heavy
swells were still running we were
able to proceed. The character of
the shore line changed now. Long
low reefs ran out from the flat, over
which the rollers broke in a cres-
cendo of white. It was ticklish work
getting around them. At dusk we
camped on the only available spot
that we could reach, the end of a
long, low, flat, rocky point that ran
out from shore; the nearest timber
was five miles away.

Morning broke cloudy with a
strong north wind blowing. We got
away at 6 am. heading east and
north across the mouth of a deep
bay. We could see the next point
a miraging speck on the eastern
horion. We made good time but it
took work and good handling to
hold the canoe straight in the heavy

sumed gale proportions and very

ground swells running. It was im-

possible to get around the next point
as the seas were too high. We had
to make a landing on the west side
of the point; the shore line was
rocky and with the heavy seas
breaking along it we experienced &
bad few minutes while landing our
heavy water-soaked canoe. As all
it suffered was one cracked rib and
a few cuts in the canvas covering
we figured ourselves Iucky. The
wind fell off during the afternoon
and about dusk we were able, with
some difficulty, to negotiate the pas-
sage around the point and find a
place to camp on the other side.

Away to an early start the fol-
lowing morning, we passed Gull
Point at about ten o’clock and
landed about four o'clock on the
west side of Cabbage Willows Bay
due to heavy seas from a strong
north wind that had blown up. The
 evening was clear and the weather
very cold.

Outside of getting caught on the
flats with an ebbing tide, south of
Black Bear Point, the next day was
uneventful. We camped last night
on the west shore of Rupert’s Bay
almost opposite the mouth of the
Broadback River.

As the following morning dawned
fine with only a light breeze from
the north, we crossed directly over
Rupert’s Bay, stopped for an hour
at the mouth of the Broadback,
then heading north up the coast,
passed the point where Henry Hud-
son had been cast adrift, and at
230 that afternoon beached our
canoe beside the H.B.C. dock at
Rupert’s House,
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“THE QUALITY STORE OF PICTON"

C. A. JONES

FRESH FRUIT, VEGETABLES, FRESH & COOKED MEATS

Royal Air Force Parcels Packed Here — Send Quality
Goods to England.

PICTON

PHONE 6

NEWS FROM
THE SOUP POT

OUR FLIGHT SERGEANT

He is short and chubby and weals
three and a crown

And helps the boys if they get down,

For the hoys he will go to bat

If they should be on the mat.

He sure likes the odd game of pool

But he sure is not anybody”’s fool.

A privilege he will always give

And loves to kick the..U 5d",.

And lets the boys really live,

He loves to kick the ball around

And likes his ladies over 125 pounds.

He sure is proud of the ribbons on
his chest,

But to us boys he gives his best.

x k* %

Voluntary war work! Whose gar-
den was Ducky or Slim of Mess Hall
hoeing while on their 48's.

* *x %

What has Ducky found in Perth?
Oh hoy!

*x * %X

The cooks are all well pleased with
the newcomers. How is it our one
and only “Casanova” Whittet seems
to serve the girls. Give us a chance
too, George.

* k%

Let’s all pull together, boys, and
be considerate on the sugar. We
are doing our best with what ra-
tions we get.

*x Kk K

We hear that L.A.C. Dove is about
to take his last jump. Congratula-
tions, Wilbur.

* kK

Come on boys. How is it the girls
are in for breakfast bright and
early?

* * %k

We are all smiling again that our
one and only F/O R. T. Rhodes is
able to get around again. Glad to see
you up again, “Dusty”.

* * %

First pool player— How am I go-
ing to make this shot?”

Second pool player—“Try a Bick-
evstaffe. (Shub your eyes and hope.)”

*x * %

Results of one boat trip, Sunday,
June 28: Sgt. Harvey with a nice
pair of broiled feet.

*x Kk x

We all feel every one was pleased
with the Iunch at the airmen”s
dance because everything vanished.

*x k%

What sergeant tried in vain to
lift a little chair off the floor? Let's
try it again some time. Better luck
next time, Sgt. Mulford.

Cooks are quite interested in who
the AW.2 is who eats all the raw
carrots,

* Kk %

What has L.AC. Batchelor got
that such a pretty girl would come
all the way from Texas, U.S.A, to
marry? Give us the low down,
Batch.,

“OHMY SHATTERED
NERVES”

(In Three Acts)
By YOUR WATER REPORTER

(Translated from the Russian by
LAC. Barnhart.)

* * %
PROLOGUE — Even your best
friends will desert you especially
when you depend on them to see

you through financially,

*x k* X
ACT 1.

Place—Marine Grill.
Date—10-5-42.

SCENE I.

Enter: Number 1 L.A.C. walks
about with head bowed and worried
look on his face. He slumps on a
lower bunk and stares at his No. 6
Pool Card. Pulls out a dilapidated
bill fold and counts exactly 42 cents
in change. Stares at calendar;
counts days carefully and then
reaches for his pen and paper. With
knitted brow but hopeful lock he
commences to write.

Marine Grill, May 10, 1942.
My Dear Friend, Companion,
Room-mate and Brother-at-arms:
‘With such remorse and pain I turn
to thee in my hour of need and
misery. It grieves me deeply to dis-
turb your resources. The anguish is
great but my necessity is greater;
my conscience says ‘“nay” but my
billfold (and many others) says
“YEA!” The desire to vanquish this
impulse is ever mounting but the
means whereby this may be accom-
plished are rather meagre.
It is with such thoughts and vis-
ions that I turn to you, oh mighty

(name censored). Yours is the power | _

to make or break; use it wisely I
beseech you. In my dreams I see
you in the great Hereafter; huge
white wings and a halo gorgeous. (I
also see myself on a 48 in Cornwall
if you send the money.) All these
rewards are for the good deeds you
have done and are about to do whilst
you are stationed at “This World”,
Therefore, may I suggest that you
peel off two fives, bundle them up
securely (please omit moth hall; I
can’'t stand the smell), lash them
down with tarred marlin (ordinary
cord will do), breathe onto them a
prayer and wing them hither.

Let your prayer be, “Oh fives, re-
turn to me intact ere too many
moons have passed. “Your wish
shall be granted for.I have gazed
into the crystal ball and have seen
the future. (My acting Corporal,
(paid) is due soon.)

In return for this small favor I
shall buy all my fishing tackle from
(name censored) Sports’ Store, Hali-
fax. You know I'm a real fisher-
man now. Furthermore I shall ever-
more perpetuate the memory of
“(name censored the Noble, Good
and Kind” by eating thick slices of
buttered bread.

Yours till the fives come in.

(Name censored.)

Letter—Certified true copy.

SCENE II.

L.AC. No. 1 seals envelope, af-
fixes stamp, places letter in “out”
mail box and retires to his lower
bunk.

Curtain falls (works every time
not made by works and buildings).

ACTIIL

SCENE I.
Place—Mont Joli.
Date—11-5-42,
Enter: Number 2 LA.C. walks

slowly towards chair, slumps down
and sits in deep meditation gazing
at letter postmarked “Wellington”.
Reaches for a breast pocket and pro-
duces a well-worn black book. His
eyes sparkle as he produces a roll of
10’s, 5’s and various other bills. He
peels off two bills of $1.00 each;
counts remaining bills very, very
carefully, checks serial numbers of
two bills in his hand and relaxes
momentarily. Leisurely he produces
a pen and a pad and weighing every
word he writes.
No. 9 B. and G. Scohol,
Mont Joli, Que.

My Dear, Unfortunate, Miserable
Soul:

Since getting your desperately ur-~
gent appeal I have not rested peace~
fully one minute. My heart bleeds
for you and my hand shakes as the
sobs escape from my parched throat.

Life is hard but I am harder,
Money is scarce but suckers are
scarcer. I seriously realize your des-
perate plight and have not hesitated
one minute in my endeavor to ac-
commodate you.

As requested I am enclosing two
$1.00 Dills, serial numbers 2024111
and 1666602.

Use the thumb, remit pay day.

Best of luck and a jolly 48.

Your Life-saver,

(Name omitted.)

Letter—Certified true copy.

SCENE 1II.

Date—11-5-42.

Place—Mont Joli.

L.AC2 takes final long look at;
bills, copies the serial numbers, |
makes careful and very appropriate!

entry in Black Book and rather re-
luctantly seals envelope. Licks the
stamp and affixes it carefully. Mails
letter in mail box provided at door.
ACT IIL
SCENE I.
Date—14-5-42.
Place—R.C.AF. Station, Mountain
View Station H.Q’s D.R.O. Room,
Enter: Officer i/¢ Ranhges, Arma-
ment and Marine Sections. Reaches

for pad and in bold characters
writes:
“N.C.O. i/c. Please make this D.

R. O. entry—Number (censored),
name (censored), initials (censored).
M.B.C. “B” (H.Q) admitted Station
Hospital 14-5-42,

Exit: Officer i/c Ranges, Arma-
ment and Marine Section.

Curtain.

EPILOGUE:
Never a borrower or a lender be,
It only leads to misery.
For eight long days in bed I stay
Thinking of how I would repay
‘That thing, that hard cruel hearted

man
Who lent me two instead of ten.
THE END.

WRITE FOR
THE “VIEWPOINT”

STORIES,
PLAYS,
POEMS

BECOME
FAMOUS
OVERNIGHT

WE PAY
NOTHING —
ALL YOU GET
IS FAME (?)
AND DIRTY
LOOKS.

®
TRY ANYWAY

THE MODERN CAFE —
*

|

*
Come to THE STAR and enjoy ““The Best Meals in Picton”
at the most reasonable prices — dine well and live well.

. . . PHONE PICTON 370 . . .

THE STAR CAFE

WITH MODERN MEALS
*
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BAILEY
BROS.

FRESH

and
CURED MEATS

CANNED GOODS
Wellington, Ontario
Phone 8

RIFLE CLUB NEWS

From a pessimistic point of view
the bhiggest news concerning the club
is bad news. The club has lost its
secretary treasurer and at the same
time its most enthusiastic member
—W.0. Greenfield who was com-
missioned and posted to Plcton sev-
eral weeks ago.

In one sense it is double loss be-

cauise “George” was probably the
most consistent good shot in the
club, and it is almost certain that he
will be on Picton’s club team in com-

petition against this club when
inter-station competition gets
swinging. Nevertheless the club

wishes Flying Officer Greenfield suc-
cess in his work at Picton and high
scores in his shooting with his new
club.

On the other hand there is no
reason why we should dwell on the
dark side of the picture. P/O
Greenfield’s position in this club
will be very ably filled by W.O.
Yarrow who is also enthusiastic and
is no mean shot himself. Conse-
quently it is expected that, charge
or no charge, Picton and all the
other comers will be given a good
run for their money. Anyhow, as
F/O Knott suggests, George may
break an arm.

A large and impressive meeting of
the committee was held on August
4th and strangely enough several
pieces of information and some de-
cisions were wrung out.

W.O. Yarrow was officially placed
in office and may even be happy
about it. There are going to be new
sights for the guns very shortly.
These, together with the natural
comfort and accuracy of the moss~
bergs showed result in some good
scores for a change. Partly to make
up for such lavish spending and
partly because there have been so
few scores turned in for perfect
records. It was decided that there
would be no prize money until the
cooler weather peps up interest by
keeping the lads on the station at
night.

Of course everybody won’t be
pleased especlally G.I.S. Armament
which has put on record in the last
week or so, one target with a high
score of 97 and another with a
handicap score of 99. Suspension

of the competition will not, however,
cramp the efforts of members
having a go at the Canadian Small
Box Association award and shooting
for these can continue as usual.
Some results of the first claims to
be forwarded are expected shortly.

Several of the W.D.’s have fired at
the range already and the club waits
to see many more (gobs, in fact)
join up. Some of the best and keen~
est rifle shots are women, don't
forget. And to look after their in-
terests the club wants a member
on the committee. Who, among
your N.C.O.’s and senior N.C.O.’s is
going to volunteer.

The range is still available to day-
time shooting and this should be of
interest to such folks as work nights
or to trainees on sports parades. The
rule still holds, though, that shoot-
ers must be members and must be
accompanied by an N.C.O. The keys
and books are still available, day
and night at the Plotting Office,
Number 3 Hangar.

THE PITY OF IT ALL

Last month’s issue of the Mount-
ain View Point had numerous ar-!
ticles both fact and fiction, about
the terrible conditions under which
the non-flying officers of the R.C.
AF. are laboring. Most of us never
inew that such conditions existed i
in the Service and thought that it
was only in Quebec that such sweat
shop practices were tolerated. The
sad plight of these officers tore at
our heartl-strings, in fact even our
bowels were moved. We might have
all been able to close our eyes to
these things if only the chart com-
paring the wages of the senior N.
C.O.’s and the Officers hadn't
keen published. There is something
definite about a chart which can-
not be overlooked and there it was
in black and white, the horrible
facts of the situation. A. W. O. 2
with only 10 or 12 years of experi-
ence at his trade draws as much
money as a Flt/Lt. This certainly
isn’t right.

A commissioned officer has a
certain position to keep up and it
just can’t be done on the miserable
pittance dished out. They were
forced to take commissions when
they enlisted and were not allowed
to come in at $1.30 a day like the
average man in the airforce, and
we think that allowances should be
made. These feeble writings of ours
will in no way change the situation
at all but we just want to let the
world know that the sympathies of
the average airman are with the of-
ficers in their desperate plight. It
might be that something could be
arranged with the airmen’s Bene-
volent Society to give financial aid
until Air Force Headquarter’s gets
the matter straightened out. We
sincerely hope that the German
Propaganda Ministry does not get
hold of last month’s paper as it
would certainly give the morale of
the German people a great lft to

PLATT’S MARKETERIA

GROCERIES, MEATS, DRY GOODS, BOOTS and SHOES,
LADIES’ WEAR, WALLPAPER and PAINTS,
VEGETABLES and FRUITS IN SEASON

ONT.

WELLINGTON,

PHONE 70

GRAND ROTARY CLUB

CARNIVAL

*~—

VICTORIA PARK
BELLEVILLE

AUGUST 17-22

FLY LOW, LADS, AND PARK YOUR CRATES . . .
THERE'LL BE LOTS OF FUN, EVEN FOR
THE SERGEANT-MAJOR !

THERE'S PRIZES FOR ALL . . .

AND YOU'LL BE

HELPING THE CRiPPLED CHILDREN OF THE
DISTRICT AS WELL AS THE WAR PRO-
JECTS OF THE ROTARY CLUB !

DON'T MISS

know that such harrowing condi-
tions prevailed in Canada especially
with the price of whiskey what it
is. We trust however that proper
cognizance will be taken of the
situation and that in the end jus-
tice will prevail.

EDITOR’S NOTE

Last issue I personally did a lot
of the moaning about taxes and
other things but at least I signed
my name to it because I helieve
that when a person has what can
be considered a legitimate moan
that they should at least have the
personal courage to put their name
to it. However let that go for what
its worth, because I want to point
out a few things to this contribu-
tor.

In September 1939 I went to the
recruiting office  of the Black
Watch to join up, not as an offi-
cer, but as a private, and was very
politely told that people with a
technical degree could not be en-
listed except as officers. So that
was that. Then I tried the Engi~
neers and they said “So sorry but
you had no previous military ex-
perience” and that was that. Then
I went to the Air Force and they
said “Yes, we can use you but you
will have to join up as an AC2 and
take your own chances on where
you land” and that was that and so
I joined as an ACZ and eventually
landed where I am, where accord-
ing to the above I haven’t any right
to be. But by and large I still think

that as a Flight Lieutenant I am
worth more to the Service than a
WO2 and I shall keep right on
thinking so, and that is that. And
by the way I wasn't on relief when
I joined up.

Editor.

F/S PERKS AT SKEETER-
VILLE

The night was dark and hazy

The Flgt. was sick and owly

To Dennville he must go

To find the reason of no readings,

But back he came with bump and
hump,

For the mosquitoes sure did love

im,
Satisfied and itchy his duty he had
done,
But cussed the bugs that had him
on the run.

To Trenton next day he went,
To the grocers he did run,
Give me a dime’s worth of vine-
gar
To soothe my humps and bumps,
For the mosquitoes in Demorest-
ville
Sure are big as blimps.
* * %
Notice
If some of the Aircrew at Moun-
tain View would like a few point-
ers on-his fishing in Wellington,
see 1.A.C. Barnhart of the M. G.
who is inventing a fish hook that
bites the fish and hangs on.
She can best be described as hav~
ing a beautiful profile all the way
down.,
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CHARGES ON ALL

BERT HIGH, Prop.

CALLS REVERSED !

Consult US for Long Distance Trips !

(COURTEOUS — FONE—
ONEST
JECONOMICAL 755
CAREFUL -
TAXI KAB SERVICE of NlGHT
° ESTABLISHED

RELIABILITY smme

Office and Wamng Room: 27 Bridge St. E.

£ HEALTHFULLY AIR-CONDITIONED

APITOL

Mon., Tues, Wed. Aug. 17, 18, 19

" ALGIERS"
Iledy Lamarr, Charles Boyer

“BEHIND PRISON GATES”

Brian Donlevy, Jaqueline Wells

Thur., Fri, Sat., Aug. 20, 21, 22
“Gun Man From Bodie
Buck Jones, Tim McCoy

“SON OF FURY”

Tyrone Power, Gene Tierney

Thur., Fri., Sat, Aug. 27, 28, 29
“Night Train to Munich”
Rex Harrison, Margaret Lockwood
“SILVER STALLION"

David Sharpe

Mon., Tue., Wed., Aug. 31. Sept. 1, 2
“ATLANTIC FERRY”
Michael Redgrave, Valerie Hobson

""Too Many Husbands”
Jean Arthur, Melvyn Douglas

Thur., Fri, Sat, Sept. 3, 4, 5

“RISE AND SHINE"”
Jack Oakie, Linda Darnell

"YUKON PATROL"

Mon., Tue., Wed., Aug. 24, 25, 26

Captains of the Clouds

James Cagney, Brenda Marshall

Alan Lane, Robert Strange

@ Usc Our Smoking Loges at @
our Regular Popular Prices!
Midnight Show After 12:05

@ EVERY SUNDAY @

THE MARINE MAN’S QUEST

1 strive to find a mermaid kind;
T've searched Ontario Lake’s rock
shore
For five long years and more I vow
And I will search for many more.

A mermaid dear tho’ cold and queer
Should, could and would my mas-
ter be.
For in this life of toil and strife
Not one soul cares at all for me.

By boat and car I've travelled far,
I've set my nets in rain and shine.
My hook T've cast for hours on end,
But no such luck is ever mine.
The spells that bind their secret
kind;

That keep them out of sight and
sound,
Must surely leave some da.ys each
year
‘When they are not by duty bound

L
THEATRE .

BELLEVILLE, ONTARIO

Saturday - Monday Aug. 15 - 17
Wallace Beery — Marjoric Main

mn
"“JACKASS MAIL”
Also Lee Bowman and Joan Rogens
mn
“PACIFIC RENDEZVOUS”

Saturday - Monday August 22 - 24
Jackie Cooper and Bonita Granville

in
“SYNCOPATION"

Also Anton Walbruck and Sally Gray
in

“SUICIDE SQUADRON"

Coming Saturday August 29

Ray Milland — Paulette Goddard
in

"“REAP THE WILD WIND”

Continuous Show Every Saturday Starts
2 p.m.
If the BELLE Has It — It’s a Hit

Perchance in play some happy day,
Or while on a long forty-eight,
With tresses dark and shiny scales
Some mermalid dear will chance
her fate.

Will rise and swim e'en in disguise
Along the beach at Wellington.

Let me but once such view espy,
One last long look and I’ll be gone.

Her hand T’ll take, her fin I'll shake,
Il cling to her as down the blue
She guides me on to Mermaid Land

Where sience reigns and cares are
few,
Perhaps, who knows fortune
goes,
These mermaids might choose me
c.0.

as

What rank or pay I dare not say,
My D.R.O. will let you know!
--Your Water Reporter.

* Kk K

NOTE: Inventories, inventories,
why don’t we check them every
week? When your inventory is up to
par and returned to Accounts you
immediately feel the results. You
eat more, sleep well, enjoy life and
even forget about pay day. You rise
early, toil late, give up forty-eights
and overlook minor faults. We won-
der what it is to be short several
rather costly items?

AN AIRMAN’S PLEA

Did you ever stop to ponder
What the people think about
An airman’s reputation
Every time he steps out.

One can hardly help but notice,
Though one tries to act correct,
That the better class of civies
Fail to treat us with respect.

Would you like to know the reason
(For a reason there must be)

To disrespect the uniform

To this you must agree.

Some kids have
Force,
They are
teens;
They try to act like hard guys;
'Tis they that spill the beans,

joined the Air

just starting in their

They can smell an empty bottle
And stagger like they’re drunk;
That’s the reason hall the civies
Think the Alr Force is the bunk.

Our customers “stay with us”
quickly and to their satisfaction.
. no obligation.

JOB PRINTING

Seeking a Reliable Printer?

@ If you seek a fmc, reliable prmtmg service this is the place to come. . . .
because we never fail to turn out orders
Free estimates on any type of printing

@Ontarin Intelligenrcer

DEPARTMENT

Why must all the Air Force suffer,
For the sins of the guily few,

And lose their rights to social life,
For what others do.

Now I don’t claim to be an angel,
But I'm sticking to one rule;
That when I go out on a pass

I won’t act the fool.

And if all the men in uniform
Would try to do the same,
With this coming generation
We might save the Air Force name.
LAC. Lord J. J. R.C.AF.,
Switchhoard.

She—'Dhat do you mean by seas-
oned troops?”

Rookie—“They’re mustard by the
officers, and peppered by the
enemy.”

PICTURESQUE SPEECH

He was like the euator is — an
imaginary line.
* Kk %

Her face always looked like a win-
dow that had caught the sunset.
* *

He asked her where she didn't get
her bathing suit.
* *x %

In our generation the dominant
religion seems to be Confusionism.

Here is one for bhe ladles %0
“Not only does beauty fade but 1t
also leaves a record upon the face as
to what became of it.”

“She’s the image of her mother.”
“Yes ,a talking picture.”

He never knew what happiness
was until he got married—and then
it was too late.

MATINEE DAILY
2.30 p.m.
EVENINGS 7 - 9 P.M.

Monday, Aug. 17-18-19
"“GAMBLING LADY"
““Kennel Murder Case”

Thursday, Aug. 20-21-22
"’Private Buckaroos’’

““Tough As They Come”’

Monday, August 24 - 25

‘‘Escape From Hong Kong”

"Inside Fighting Chi

““Not a Ladies’ Man”’
na’’ (Short Subject)

Wednesday, Aug, 26-27
“SKY DEVILS”
“POISON PEN"

Friday, August 28-29
“JAILHOUSE BLUES"
“IN OLD CALIFORNIA™




