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Your Beer in Europe: 4, LUWE N B R K U o M U N I C H Bavaria’'s largest Brewery

Export to almost all countries of the world - Now also exported to Canada - Biggest seller among German Beers in the USA

All special brands on tap:

RESTAURANT MUNCHENER LOWENBRAU

BADE N-BADEN Gernsbacher Street 9 . Telephone 2311 - Excellent food
Since 1383 Management: OTTO BUHRLE, head-cook

MUNCHEN

Send Flowers to Canada

OPEL only DM 20. - (8 5) for this wonderful sur-
prise gift from

BLUMEN-ABEL, Baden-Baden

0@;;@5}&; Leopoldsplatz and Luisenstrasse 30

REKORD

An F.T.D. Florist

a General Motors Product at a factory price of 6.100 DM ($§ 1.450 approx.)

delivered at Risselsheim Ladies and Gentlemen!
AUTO HAUS BA D E N BA DEN G b H Do you know your Beauty Parlour and Barber Shop on the base, located
= o m- . B close to the Station Hospital?
ange Straf3e 98 Telephone 3348 We offer good service with the latest equipment, and at reasonable prices.
_ _ _ _ Opening Days; Monday to Friday from 0900 to 1800 hrs
Always a good selection of used automobiles - Car financing Saturday from 0900 to 1500 hrs

Quick-Service: Fresh Best Quality

Aa“”azv ﬁlfe Meats and Sausages
Metzgerei Wild - Huegelsheim

at Soellingen airfield on Monday, Wednesday and Friday

H’dﬂd THE FLORIST's OPTIA

Baden-Baden - Lichtentaler Str. 59 . Phone 4960 PHOTO A.ALBE RT' OPTICIAN

Baden-Baden, Lichtentalerstrasse 3

Flowers grown in our own greenhouses Telephone 2920

Bwy yowr Fovd only where you get Ford Service

. . PLEASE SEE, WRITE OR CALL
We give you on factory Export Prices  grenk- LINKENHEIL

| e ] . ) ) Ford-Dealers - PFORZHEIM
15°/. Military Discount plus S50 special Discount  burlacher Eck - Telephone 6666

Every Thursday at the air base fo give infor-
EXAMPLE: A Ford custom model from $1459.15 onwards F.A.S. New York mations and deal with anybody interested




8 | LETTERS TO THE EDITOR

This
Month's

Unterstmatt
by Mrs. M.T. Bauert

Unterstmatt is one of the many famous first class hotels
for winter sports and summer holidays, situated 3000 ft
up on the picturesque Schwarzwald-Hochstrasse — Black-
Forest Highroad. Driving up from Baden-Baden you pass
some of the equally famous hotels, such as Kurhaus
Bihlerhohe, Plattig, Sand and Hundseck, the latter of
which has just been sold to a private company. Kurhaus
— literally meaning cure-house — Unterstmatt is situated
right in the heart of the Black-Forest. It is a most inviting,
cosy and friendly place, unusually well furnished, and

this as well as deliciously prepared meals provide mental
and physical relaxation for everyone, looking for a peace-
ful and quiet spot.

You can enjoy walking for hours along even paths
through the silent, high, pine-clad forests without mee-
ting a soul. Benches for resting are placed at the most
intriguing spots with unique views across the Rhine-
Valley as far as Strassbourg and the French "Vogues”
Mountain range. Directly by the house you will find an
expansive lawn for lazying in a deck-chair, before en-

joying your afternoon tea, coffee and cake.

To the Editor,
Dear Sir,

Perhaps this is the wrong way of finding out, but I would -

like very much to know why it is that there is no show on
Saturday evenings.

It seems very peculiar to me that a theatre of the calibre of
the one on this station should not be able to draw some sort
of a paying crowd out of those of us who do not spend the
.majority of our spare time in a gasthaus, guzzling draught after
draught of beer. We should be able to spend our time in a
manner which we find enjoyable, and not be forced to adopt
ALL of the local customs.

Please let us see if we can't do something to improve an al-
ready good etablishment. AW.T.

Saturday evening shows were presented approxima-
tely 2 years ago; but the turn out was so small that it was
discontinued. However W/C Ball said he was willing
to have them again, if a crowd could be assured — but

how can that be done?
| L.S.C.

(Black < Fozest Flyez)

This magazine is published monthly as a Station Non
Public Fund Activity through the kind permission of
Group Captain B. E. Christmas CD, Commanding Officer
4 Fighter Wing, RCAF, Baden-Soellingen, Germany.

The magazine will appear on the 15th of each month;
deadline for articles is the 30th of the preceding month.
The Editor reserves the right to edit copy to suit the
needs of the magazine. Views expressed are those of the
individual contributor, unless credited to an ' official
source.
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Corporal F. Brucker
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Advertising Taken by: Kurt Priufer, Baden-Baden
Lange Strasse, Phone 47 44

A ski-slope and ski-lift provide ample fun for the sport
minded, and even skiing lessons are provided for. So up
the Black-Forest Mountain Road we go in search for the
“something a little different” from everyday life.

To the Editor,
Dear Sir,

In a hot, dusty room on this station there is an assortment of
broadcasting equipment strewn about in an extremely disorder-

ly fashion. Is this equipment still functioning as radio station
CRBS?

If it is, then how is it that one can never dial it on a receiver
in the evenings? If it is not, then does this mean that there are
no longer any interested personnel on the station who can bring
its delightful programs back to our ears?

A Radio station on an Air Force base makes the base one to
be envied by the many others who have no such institute.

Is the pride and joy of our fine establishment just growing
stagnant because of lack of interest or support, or is all the
equipment in an unserviceable and irreparable condition?

If you, kind sir, cannot give me an answer, then would any-
one reading this letter please answer me via next issue?

Perturbed . . .

Your perturbed state is soon to end. Again, W/C Ball
said a sum of $6000.00 has been allotted for this project.
AFN shall soon have competition.

L.S.C.



A German's Impressions of Canada

(ED. Note: The following letter was written by a German
national, a former employee at this Wing, who recently
emigrated to Canada. Our readers, might be interested
in a local imhabitant’'s viewpoint of our country.)

Dear Fellows,

It's about time that I let you hear from me, but I wan-
ted to wait awhile before telling you about my first im-
pressions of Canada. With the guidance and cooperation
of you all I have little difficulty in passing for an old-
timer. Of course there are quite a few differences in the
way of living compared with that of good old Germany.
But I couldn't say that I ever felt homesick. I do miss
the perfect countryside of the Schwarzwald that's true,
but there is no pain to go with it. I just miss it that's all.

As far as this city, Toronto, is concerned 1 guess I will
never like it. It might be a nice city in about 20 years
time, but right now it gives you the feeling that it grew
too fast. There is nothing like uniform city planning or
architecture. Everyone builds and seems to do what he
likes. And boy! — are the -Canadians ever sign crazy! 1
have never seen them as large in my life; what 1s as ama-
zing is the inexpensiveness of electric power. Even the
smallest store can afford a one-billion bulb advertisement.
The used car lots fight the night with ten times that
number.

At the present I am staying with my brother-in-law
who has a $15,000, five room bungalow. I guess I'll stay
there until I earn a down payment for one of my own.
Without too much trouble I found a job. I start with
$70.00 for a 37!/2 hour week, paid vacations and insurance,
pay guaranteed even if there is no work. For a brand new
immigrant that's pretty good pay, everyone tells me.
Compared to Germany living is very cheap. It is no
luxury to have meat every day or real coffee or a /2 1b
of butter daily. The Canadian citizens claim that the cost
of living is awiully high, but as for the immigrants, they
all have houses of their own, drive new cars and live well.
Something they could never have achieved back home.
Most of them go on a visit to Europe after about five
years and then they come back completely changed,
true Canadians. Everything seems so simple here. But
one thing is real important and that is to learn to speak
English. There are different Canadians; some were born
here, these are the native Canadians. Some speak with
an English accent, those are the good Canadians. Some
recognize your accent, having the same one, but answer
you in English; those are the better Canadians. Some re-
cognize your accent and answer you in your own lan-
guage, these are the homesick Canadians. In this city it
looks like first group are in the minority.

DAIMLER BENZ AL

BADEN-BADEN BRANCH
Rheinstrasse 99 . Telephone 4411

We offer You a wide choice of new and used cars.
First class service and repair shop facilities. We invite

You to visit us.
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Extract from the Masquerade Journal,
Baden-Oos Carnival 1957

BELOVED ROYAL AIR FORCE!

Walls, rooftops and people shaking;
Thunder roaring, lightning waking
you from glorious, heavenly slumber,
Tearing ear-durms, brains asunder,
Not for reasons ask, bewailing

Why jet-pilots don't go sailing.

Don’t you know that sweet repose

Is begot, produced by those

Gently, softly hﬁmming jets,
Synchronized and well tuned sets,
Whose pitch is lowered to suit your ear,
Remember, even should you hear
Slightly higher notes, my dear,

Not as German you appear!

The Dependents Driving School is operating as if geared
to perfection, the last course started on 18 Feb. 57. The
students are now in the process of learning the art of self-
preservation, namely “How to drive in Europe”.

Ever notice all the pedestrian husbands on camp lately.
Seems that once the little woman 1s taught to drive by the
Dependents Driving School, she figures the car is sup-
posed to go with her license. Don't feel bad fellows, most
of the instructors get “multi” miles on the shoes too.

Posting — 1itis has hit the section in epidemic pro-
portions due to approximately thirty of our personnel
returning to God's Country during 1957. Every second
person you see 1s comparing sailing dates and boats, also
a lucky few comparing Commands and Stations. Oh
Well! , .. About another year and I will be under the in-
fluence of Posting — itis!

The accident record board for PMC accidents is clim-
bing by leaps and bounds. Don't be a statistic on the
board. Dead people are awfully dull company and you
are dead a long time.

DRIVE CAREFULLY — LIVE LONGER.
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St. Patrick and His Day
by Ron Coulson

On the 17th of this month. Irishmen from the Bronx
to Belfast will be seen sporting a bit of green somewhere
in their attire to show the rest of the world that they
are Irish, and darned proud of it.

Ask anyone of these folks, and they will tell with
expanded chests that this is the day of their patron saint,
Patrick.

In many communities it is this date which finds various
church groups trying to outdo each other with socials,
and stage shows along a typically Irish theme, usually
sporting one or more of the Irishmen which acclaimed
so much fame as a real tough enforcer of the law.

Dances are held in honour of their favourite inter-
cessor in heaven, and radio waves are overflowing with
the beautiful ballads which have sprung from this land
of Killarney.

Just how many of these Sons of Erin realize how far
back into history their patron existed we have no way of
knowing, but we are sure that they are grateful to him
and the work he did for them no matter how long ago it
was done. Certainly very few saints have had the acclaim
afforded to Patrick.

Just when he was born is not known for certain, how-
ever it has been laid down in various sources that the
year was between 385 and 389 A. D. His young life was
little different from that of any other boy of his day. His
parents were Christians, and his father was a land-owner

of sorts. He spent most of his early years tending the

family herd of sheep high on the hills of Erin.

When he was sixteen years old he was captured by a
band of Irish marauders and carried off to Europe as
a slave. He laboured under their whips and curses for six
years before he managed an escape from their clutches
and wandered on foot through Europe for several more
years before he reached home again.

During this time he was considered dead by his family,
and when he came upon his village he discovered that
a grave change had come over them in that they were all
turning into pagans of the worst sort. Plundering of
smaller villages and farms was spreading throughout the
country with many landgrabbing tribal chieftans declaring
themselves kings, and clearing out kingdoms from their
fellowmen.

All of this was very distasteful to young Patrick, and
he decided that he should become a missionary and do

what he could to restore Christian teachings to his people.
He took leave of Ireland on his own this time, and for
some fourteen years he studied theology in Gaul and
Rome. |

All this time his sleep was troubled by visions of the
many thousands of his countrymen who were suffering
persecutions from pagan emperors and chieftans. They
called to him in dreams, beseeching him to come to them,
and save them from their fate.

In 432 he was consecrated bishop, and made his way
back home armed with the teachings of Christ. It was not
long before a chieftan he succeeded in converting, gran-
ted him a barn, which he in turn made his first place of
worship in Ireland.

He worked hard to conquer these pagan peoples, and

‘had many battles with chieftans who would have put him

to death except that they were finally won over to God
by his inspired tongue.

Another King's son donated an entire estate to be
converted into a church, and soon faith was firmly esta-
blished in Erin.

Many succeeding vyears were spent in battle with
royalty, and although multitiudes of hardships confron-
ted him at every turn, he never seemed to weaken. Stron-
ger and stronger became his words, until finally he had
won enough over to his side to be able to cope with the
rest of the country and establish many churches where
hitherto bloodshed had been the only means of power.

Now the word of God was the greatest power in the
country, and through this one man Ireland became what it
still 1s to this day, the most Christian country in the
world.

St. Patrick resigned as Bishop as soon as he was satis-
fied that his work was completed, and died in 461.

Yes, the Irish can rightly be proud of their patron saint,
for few men in history have left such a lasting monument
to their lite's work as the pride in the voices of the people
who hold March 17th as a special day.

A Scotchman’s Reply

Some day I'll come across the sea to Scotland,
If only at the closing of my day,

To see again the moonlight on Loch Lomond,
And to watch the sun go down on Cathkin Braes,

To see again the ripple on Loch Katrine,

The landgirls in the farmyard staking hay,

To sit beside the camp-fire in the gloaming,
And to watch Jock Tamson's bairns as they play,

The winds that blow across the sea from Scetland,

Are perfumed by the heather as they blow,

And the lads that fought and died for their great country,
Spoke a language that the English did not know,

They talk about the Shamrock of Killarney,

They speak about the lovely English Rose,

But there's nothing like the good old Scottish thistle,
And the land in which the Scottish thistle grows,

Now if there's going to be a life hereafter,

And somehow | feel there's going to be,

I will ask my God to let me make my heaven,
In that Scottish land that's aye sae dear tae me.



Canadian Carvent Affairs

NEWFOUNDLAND — A national hospital insurance plan
for Canada has moved one step closer to becoming a reali-
ty with the announcement that Newfoundland is ready to
join in the proposed scheme. The federal government's
offer to establish the plan rests on the stipulation that a
least six of the provinces representing more than half of
Canada's population indicate their willingness to parti-
cipate. One of these six provinces wiould have to be either
Ontario or Quebec because of the proportionately large
sizes of their populations.

MARRIAGE — The latest figures from Ottawa have poin-
ted a warning finger at the Canadian male. It seems that
there are 393 thousand more eligible men in the country
than there are women, and that's a statistic that can cause
a lot of trouble. To break it down even further, there are
more than and a half million unmarried men in Canada.
But the competition could become pretty fierce, because
there a just over a million single women available. Des-
pite the discrepancy,” nrarriages have declined slightly.

SABRES — The minister of trade, Mr. Howe, says that
Israel has cancelled its order with a Canadian aircraft
company for 24 Sabre jet fighter planes. The order, which
was valued at more than seven million dollars, was sus-
pended by the government last October when lsrael in-
vaded Egypt. Now, the Israel government has cancelled
the order completely, and Canadair, the Canadian firm
involved, has refunded two million dollars in deposits to
cover the construction of eight Sabres. The eight planes,
Mr. Howe said, would be turned over to the RCAF.

CANCER — Ontario will soon have the most modern
cancer centre in the country. The new institute opens in
Toronto this summer. In charge of the institute's depart-
ment of radiation physics will be Doctor Harold Johns,
the scientist who built one of the first two Cobalt bombs
to be produced in this country. Its most up to date piece
of equipment will be a new betatron, the first of its kind
in Canada. Doctor Johns explained that a betatron was a
source of even greater radioactive energy than the Co-
balt bomb. He expected that within next five years X-Ray
would be put aside, to be replaced either by Cobalt bombs
or cesium units. Doctor Johns estimated there were now
2 thousand Cobalt bombs in use throughout the world.

NATO — The minister of defence, Ralph Campney says
that Canada has no plans at present for altering the
strength of her forces now serving with the North Atlan-
tic Treaty Organization. Mr. Campney made the statement
in the House of Commons in reply to a question put by
the leader of the CCF party M. J. Coldwell. Mr. Coldwell
had noted that Britain was considering the possibility of
withdrawing some of her air and ground forces from the
European continent. And he asked if Canada was con-
templating any similar action. Mr. Campney said that
while he did not know what the final outcome of the
British plans would be, he did not expect any changes in
Canada's contribution to NATO.

POST OFFICES — Army headquarters in Ottawa has
announced that three new post offices will be opened this
week for Canadian forces serving in Europe. The post
offices will be Antwerp, Belgium, and at Zweibrucken
and Baden-Soellingen in West Germany. The Antwerp

post office will serve Canadian army units stationed in
Belgium and the German branches will be for the RCAF's
number three number four wings.

HIGH BIRTH RATE — More babies were born in Canada
in 1956 than in any other previous year. according to esti-
mates by the Dominion Bureau of Statistics offices. The
estimated total was 450,00 versus 443,000 in 1955. Birth
registrations in 1956 were greater in Newfoundland, New
Brunswick, Quebec, Ontario, Manitoba and British Co-
lumbia, but smaller in the other provinces .

FARMERS — Farmers in Saskatchewan are going to get
a break when it comes to paying taxes. The C. C. F.
member for Swift Current, E. I. Wood told the provin-

~ cial legislature that the government intended eliminating

a three per cent tax on farm fuels. The tax went toward
paying for education and hospitalization in the province
and it amounted only to ten dollars a year for each far-
mer. But even that small amount Mr. Wood said added
another burden to the farmers who were already suffering
much heardship.

TOURIST ACCOMMODATION — The Canadian Travel
Bureau reports that all across Canada tourist accommo-
dation was on the rise in 1956, with new motel and motor
courts springing up in most of the provinces. In Ontario
alone new construction included 127 motels, 28 cabin
establishments, 15 lodges, twio inns and 80 cottages.
Alberta added ten new motels, comprising 117 units, and
British Columbia reported 600 new accommodation units.
Fourteen new units were added to a Charlottetown, Prince
and 85 tourist camp or resort units. The motel building
Edward Island, motel. Manitoba hat 110 new motel units,
boom continued in Saskatchewan and extensive camp
building went on throughout the province, particularly
in northern fishing areas. New accommodation in Nova
Scotia included 105 motel units, 98 tourist home rooms
and 21 cabins, while New Brunswick reported 87 new
motel units. Newfoundland added 235 guest house, cabin
and motel units.

FAMILIARIZATION — Three officers of the German Air
Force visited RCAF training stations and discussed trai-
ning arrangements preparatory to the arrival of 360
German aircrew trainees in Canada. The three visiting
officers were Colonel Poetter, Director of Training for the
German Air Force; Colonel Hoffmann, Deputy for Tech-
nical Training, and Lieutenant Colonel Wehnelt, comman-
ding officer of the German Air Force station which will
first fly the Mark V Sabres given to Germany by Canada.
They arrived in Montreal by air from Germany and for

10 days visited RCAF training establishments in both

Eastern and Western Canada. In company with Colonel
F.C. Schlicting, the German air attaché in Ottawa, they
flew to the RCAF's Training Command headquarters at
Trenton, Ont., and then moved to Station Centralia, Ont,
home of the RCAF's Primary Flying Training School, and
Station London, where the Air Force's officer's School is
located. The group then flew to Winnipeg, where they vi-
sited 14 Training Group headquarters. Before returning to
Montreal they visited RCAF flying training establish-
ments at Moose Jaw, Sask., and Portage la Prairie, Mani-
toba. A visit to the RCAF's day-fighter Operational
Training Unit at Chatham, N. B. concluded the tour.




A History of a popular-risque wine name

At the inn “Ritter Gotz" at Krov
Translation by Elfriede Radetzki

In some vintager-villages on the Moselle river many
hotels are named after their most famous brand of wine.
For instance, at Piesport one can put up lodging in the
“Goldtropfchen” (golden drop), at Wehlen in the “Sonnen-
uhr” (sun dial) and at Urzig in the “Wirzgarten” At Erden
one can take a rest at the “Treppchen”, and at Zell it has
to be the “Schwarze Katz” (Black Cat). In the historical
wine-village of Krov, however, one takes lodgings at the
“Ritter Gotz"; this name is not a paraphrase of the most
popular wine-name of Krov, though; since this “imperial
inn” existed already some decades before one started
drinking the “Krover Nacktarsch” (literal translation:
naked backside).

This name, for which Krov is much envied by the other
wine-districts, owes its origin to a rather prosaic but
historically authentic fact. At the time when King Lud-
wig XIV had the left border of the Rhine under his occu-
‘pation, the vinyards of Krov were pledged to a monastery,
and the vintagers had to work in the vinyards for very
low wages. During the vintage-season, however, thev
got an extra — allowance in so far as they could also
pick grapes for their own needs for as long as a candle
required to burn down. When, in fall of 1711, the grapes
of the "Krov Paraside” vinyard were of a particularly
fine quality, the monks — who had a great liking for good
wine — did not want to give the vintagers their share.
So when the day came, where the vintagers could pick
grapes for their own use, the monks — in an effort to
reduce their share as much as possible — put laxatives In
the vintagers’' food hoping that this wiould keep them
“busy” otherwise so that they wouldn't be able to pick
many grapes. The Krov vintager people, however, were
not so easily outwitted. When the laxative started to

work, women- and menfolks, free and easy, uncovered
their bottoms right in the vinyard, so that they did not
have to interrput their picking. “Never mind the Padres
seeing our backsides”, they said, “it is more Important
that we get our grapes”.

And since the time that the brave Krov vintagers and
their womenfolks fought for their rights in such a drastic
manner, the vinyard "Krov Paradise” wias re-named into
"Krover Nacktarsch” — in honour of the vintagers and
as a mockery of the monks. The “Krover Nacktarsch”
wine, however, got its popularity more or less through the
tourists. Nowadays, nobody would come home from a
trip to the Moselle without stopping at the station Krov
of the "“Saufbahnle” (booze railway, connecting the
famous wine-villages) and crossing over to the 1200 years
old village on the other side. The Krov population have
not yet erected a monument to commemorate this histori-
cal event; they content themselves with giving an illu-
stration of their most popular wine-growth on the bottle
labels — although not in the historical version!

Just like in other wine villages, the large number of
inns at Krov can very oiften not accomodate the great
influx of tourists. The “place of pilgrimage”, one could
even say the “stronghold” of the Krover Nacktarsch is the
ancient imperial inn “ZUM RITTER GOTZ", which is one
of the most remarkable inns of Germany; the inn-keeper,
Mr. Matthie Junglen, is famous for his good sense of
humour and is on odd fellow. This old inn is full of expo-
sed body parts, not only on the wine-bottle labels, but
also on the stain-glass windows, murals, drawings and
photos covering the walls, and the pictures do not only
represent children, but also very seductive females. Mat-
thie Junglen, the innkeeper, in order to exonerate himself
from any possible wrong suspicion, has hung up among
those pictures a document on a decision made by the
Public Prosecutor of Hesse Province in 1933, which reads
as follows: “There is no sexual relation attached to the
picture of the human backside on the wine label in ques-
tion, so that the sense of decency and the ethic feelings
cannot be offended in this regard”. For those, who may
not quite agree to this “official judgement”, the following
inscription is displayed in the old inn:

You are at a historical place, so enjoy yourselt

You are at the source of “Krover Naked Bottom”

And if you think this word is too swinish—don't blame me
Translate it yourself into Latin — since I can't do it for
you!

And being in Krov, drinking the most famous wine of the
village, who wouldn't join in the merry-making! Let's
hope that the “Krover Nacktarsch” agrees with your
system just as well as with the four cld “worshipers of
Bacchus” who — totaling 345 years — had their picture
taken in a wine drinking mood and are now looking down
from the wall of “Ritter Gotz" encouraging the guests to
follow their example.

L. Gerstenmaier - Wholesaler « Buden-Buden e Jagdhausstrasse |

Car Sales - Customer service - Repair service - Phone 4933/34

VW Standard . . .
VW De Luxe Model .
VW Export Model
VW Convertible .

VW Micro-Bus. . .
PORSCHE Speedster.

. Factory Price 3790.00 DM

GHIA-Karman Coupé onVWchassis ~ ,,  7500.00 .,

i , 4600.00
2 i APLLIAY
a. 2700 4

’ v 097900
i . 2450.00 Dollars



Well, a few days will see the Sebring 12 Hours, second
of the major sports car races of the year, and one of the
most bitterly contested. This road and airfield circuit in
Florida last year saw only 24 cars still running at the
end, out of 60 starters. .

To follow up last month's promise (or threat) I'll worry
the subject of Formulae again — this time the most fa-
mous and controversial one of all, the pre-war 750 kilo
formula. Around the mid-thirties the FIA decided that
racing machines were getting altogether too hot and
should be cooled off. Their new formula, instead of speci-
fying a new engine size, merely decreed that the dry
weight of the car (i. e. sans gas, oil, water and driver)
should not exceed 750 kilograms. (1650 lbs) On the sur-
face, this was quite reasonable, as the weight of contem-
porary racing chassis didn't leave a great deal for engine.
- What the organizers could not foresee was the German
development of their brainchild. Mercedes-Benz and Auto-
Union, with the aid of huge subsidies from a Nazi govern-
ment which appreciated the propaganda value of a Ger-
man sweep of racing, developed light, immensely power-
ful supercharged engines mounted in murderously light
and flexible chassis. Power rose until 6!/2 litre superchar-
ged monsters were delivering 650 hp in a car 350 lbs
lighter than a tiny MG! To make things more complicated,
the Auto-Unions were built with the driver seated for-
ward of the engine, and their handling characteristics
were enough to make strong men blanch. It was found
easier to take motorcycle riders and train them {rom
scratch on Auto-Unions than to convert experienced ra-
cers, who missed having a long bonnet to sight down. The
great Bernd Rosemeyer was killed in one at the 508 km
stone (there's a memorial in the parkplatz) on the
Frankfurt—Darmstadt autobahn in 1938 when a puff of
wind blew him off the road in a record attempt. His records
for the standing kilometre and mile, set in 1937, still stand,
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at 1173 mph and 138.7 mph, respectively. Remember
these are the speeds he AVERAGED from a standing
start! The Mercedes of the same year could spin 1its
wheels on dry concrete in fifth gear. Perhaps it's just as
well this formula died, or we'd have no top drivers left
alive after a couple of seasons.

The local chapter of the ISCC has been reasonably
active this past month. They had a couple of entries in
the Rallye Schneefahrt at Weinheim, had a lively prac-
tice day on the station, and have had some terrific films.
Their next meeting will be at the Bahnhofskeller in
Baden-Baden on Thursday the 21st. Any and all intere-
sted types are invited to come out for a social evening

and some films.

For those people who just want a Sunday drive, here's
a couple of suggestions. In July there will be races at
both the Solitude Ring and the Schauinsland Renn-
strecke. Why not go over the course some quiet Sunday
and pick your vantage point?

The Solitude is just outside Stuttgart, so to find it,
take the Stuttgart autobahn as far as the turn-off for
Heilbronn, and then take the first turn-off to the right
from the Heilbronn autobahn. Continue right for 2 kms
and you'll be on the track by the pits. Take a drive
around and see a nice, tidy little circuit.

The Schauinsland Rennstrecke is a winding 12.5 kms
of mountain road with 173 curves and slopes up to 13%b.
It lies just outside Freiburg in lovely country and the
whole drive is worthwhile. Only one thing I would strong-
ly recommend for married readers — as Feiburg is a fair
—sized town with a large shopping centre, take the trip
on a Sunday — you'll find it much cheaper in the long
run.

After the wedding, the minister patted the groom on the
back and told him, “Son, God bless you. Youre at the end
of all your troubles”. A year or so later, the young hus-
band met the preacher and threatened to horsewhip him.
“What's the matter?” the preacher asked in astonishment.
“When you married me, you told me I was at the end of
all my troubles!” the young man cried. The minister
smiled. “Son, I just didn't tell you which end.”

A Businessman, asked if he liked intelligent girls,
replied, "I like a girl with a good head on my shoulder”.

oy————— TS Coupe-Isabella Convertible
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Onthe Rocks "?

Every day . . . more and
more people who know fine
whisky are discovering the

exquisite flavor of
“V.0. on the rocks™.*

Delightfully different and

satisfying, Seagram’s
V.O. 1s clean-tasting,
smooth and lig ht-bodled
with a superb flavor no
other whisky can match.

*Just put a few lumps of wce in an
““on the rocks” glass and pour in
a jigger of Seagram’s V.O.

o tagram’s

by “Newt”

After five long weeks on a Driving Course in London,
Eng., our boss has finally returned to the flock. When
asked how he enjoyed his stay, his only comment was,
“A smashing course, but ruddy horrid weather you
know".

Once again we extend the hand of welcome to some
new personnel who have arrived from across the Pond.
We welcome Sgt Rankin and family from Beaverbank,
NS; LAC Gribbon and family from MACHQ Halifax, NS.;
LAC Pollock and family from RCAF Station Namao; LAC
Blain from 6 RD Trenton, Ont., and LAC Haaheim from
5 SD Moncton NB.

The tear soaked hankerchief used for waving “Bon
Voyage"” is waving for LAC Clampitt who has decided to
have a try at civilian life. See our friendly bookie at the
Section and get the best odds on how long he will stay
out.

LAC Berube and family have also taken the Air Force
Special Atlantic Cruise. Guess no. 11 TSU at Montreal
will hear some thrilling tales of European duty.

LAC Coolen has left for MACHQ at Halifax even
though it took a day or two for him to get cleared thru’
Customs. His wife due to illness was taken home by Uncle
Sam's Airlines, she had her passport which also had the
names of the two children on it. When Coolen arrived at
Frankfurt Flughafen complete with baggage and two
children he ran into a little customs trouble. Seems he
didn't have any authority to take the children out of the
country. All misunderstandings were fixed up in a day
or two and Coolen complete with kids flew home via
Commercial Airlines.

The broomball game between the ME airmen and ME
NCOs was played on Saturday nite, Feb. 9. When the
final bell had sounded and all bruised and battered bodies
had been removed from the ice, the score board read 1—1.
Once again the airmen had been unsuccessful in their
attempt to humble the NCOs. True, they had tied the
game so maybe this was an omen of future wvictory.
(it was.)

Due to this omen the airmen gathered added confidence
and challenged the NCOs to a hockey game. This game
was played at 1800 hours on 16 Feb. Mainly due to the
sparkling goaltending of LAC (Sure Stop) Kirkpatrick
and their vast superiority in numbers (the airmen had at
least 20 players, the NCOs had 9) the airmen came out
on the winning end of an 8—2 score. Nuff said . . .

The big rush now at the section is to try and have
everyone finish their leave before the 31 March., With
so many personnel on leave it puts an added strain on
the few who are left to try and fulfill all committments.

The rumour making the rounds of the section is that
an ME Party 1s in the making. Such a party will ensure
a nite of fun and frolic for most people attending, plus
a morning of enormously enlarged heads for a selected
few. The hangover types are always conspicuous the next
morning by heavy ladened eye lids and the noticeable
wince at any sharp sound. Another symptom is the un-
willingness to talk also a very grouchy nature coupled
with an unquenchable thirst. It seems a competent hang-
over cure has not hit the consumer market as yet.

1000Day ClocKkS

only need winding every 3 years

Jeweled precision spring-
wound movement for
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accuracy
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The ’57 Ford

s R R R e

by Keith Douglas

Finally got a big one for you, thanks to Messrs Brenk
and Linkenheil, the Ford dealers of Pforzheim, who were
kind enough to rally round with a '57 Fordor Custom
sedan for test.

As usual, I took it away and parked, to have a crawl
over the machine and see exactly what I had. It turned
out to be one of the best-looking Fords in recent years,
with neat, slim lines and a pleasantly simple grill, marred
only by slightly pop-eyed headlights. The canted tail-
fins are a matter of taste, and in this case are certainly
less extreme than those on some of the other '57 models.
Finish is about average for an American product, with
traces of the usual Ford orange-peeling in the paint-
wiork. The only point that could definitely be faulted
wias the use of a soft putty-like plastic to finish off joints
on the rain gutters. This had been painted over, but the
paint had flaked off, and the gutters leaked badly.

The hood release is inside the car, and the hood itself.

is hinged at the front, for safety’'s sake. The particular
machine I tested had the ,Mileage-Maker” 6-cylinder
engine, and it's a model of accessibility. For those of us
who prefer to do our own maintenance, this is an ideal car.
The trunk, of course, is a cavernous hole, and will swal-
low all that the average airman can afford to put in it.

The instruments (speedometer/odometer, fuel gauge,
thermometer, and lights for generator and oil pressure)
are easily visible and easily read through the deeply
dished steering wheel. A row of three clearly labeled
switches on each side of the steering column governs
(reading from left to right) ignition cum starter, lights,
left air (demister), right air, wipers (vacuum operated),
and choke. Over in the dash centre are heater controls,
radio, and a neat clock which regulates itself by interpre-
ting re-settings as corrections in operating speed. A lo-
ckable glove box completes the console. Oops, almost
forget, the ash tray is in the centre, below the radio, con-
cealed by a spring-loaded door that can be awkward to
close.

Along about here I should pay the highest possible
tribute to the Ford Motor Company for being the only
manufacturer in America with the guts to engineer and
- talk in terms of safety. The others seem to shy away from
any suggestion that they should preach safety. Only Ford
have engineered impact-resistant door locks, recessed
steering wheels, cushioned visors, and swing-away mir-
rors into their machines and then talked it up-loudly. I'll
grant that other makes do have some of these features,
but they outwardly at least pretend that the problem
does not exist. It does, and more power to the Ford people
for betting that we, the public, won't be frightened away
from their machines by the tacit admission that cars do
sometimes get involved in prangs.

Stepping heavily down off my soap box, I'll continue
with a road test —

Visibility from the drivers seat out over the flattened
fenders is good, and whatever you think of the fins on
the rear fenders, they are quite visible through the huge
rear window, and with parking the problem it is in Baden-
Baden I was grateful for this aid in judging room. Pedal
spacing is good, and the feet are very soon “at home”.
The gearshift is one of the the best column shifts I've
used, with a minimum of lost motion and a fairly short
arc. I must go on record as quite impressed with the per-
formance of this wagon. I realize that the V-8 is the
punch performer of the family, but that lovely shift and a
really willing engine still gave me a quite respectable
0 to 60 indicated in 12.1 seconds. This same engine, inci-
dentally, is docile enough to lug happily down to below
ten in high gear and still walk smoothly away, so if your
wife doesn't like shifting gears, she’ll love this job. The
extra soft 7.50 X 14 tires contribute to a smooth ride at all
speeds, but why oh why has Ford put such small wheels
on a car this size? They'll support it, sure, but the brakes
then pose a problem. For ordinary usage they are quite
adequate,and infactare quite powerful, pulling down hard
and straight from almost any speed. But under repeated
hard application the lack of ventilation starts to tell, and
they fade rapidly. Admittedly the only time that the
brakes are likely to receive this kind of use (or abuse) is
in high-speed touring on mountain roads, but I'm afraid
that the 14 inch wheel cannot be hailed as an advance In
brake engineering.

Now for some brighter words of praise. The handling
of this Ford is a great improvement, and my favourite
stretch of winding road was taken with a minimum of
wallow and body roll, and even at unwise speeds the Ford
was still controllable in corners, though the distortion
through the corners of the wrap-around windshield was
distracting and even annoying when I was trying to set up
for a really tight corner.

The list of optional accesories for the Ford is as long
as this already over-long report, and ranges all the way
from a cigarette lighter to automatic everything, so 1
can't possibly do it justice. The car as described is avai-
lable delivered at Cologne for $2400, which includes
heavier shocks and springs for European roads, and the
labour costs involved in preparing the car for delivery
to the standard expected by the European customer. If
you've plenty of time, you can get one for $1900 delivered
in New York, and then make your own deal with Cana-
dian Home Lines for delivery at about $200. Here's the
rub — it may take about three months for delivery — to
Hamburg. It's up to you.

In any case, if you want a really roomy car, easy and
pleasant to drive, and one whose appearance will cause
heads to turn in any village you pass through, (at least
for one year) then this is your buy.




Cape of Goecd Hope and Table Mountain

We were cleared by customs, and our tickets inspected,
then the passengers for K.L.M. flight to South Africa were
ushered aboard. Within what seemed minutes we were
airborne, and heading south. Behind lay a cold Europe,
a seasonally foggy Rhine wvalley, and ahead lay an
experience the extent of which is hard to visualize this far
north. The intrigue of this continent which lies partially
south of the equator, its vastness, and its beauty combine
to make it one of the most fascinating holiday spots of
the world.

Our stops on the way down were to be few, and hur-
ried, so by the morning of the 3rd December, Rome, Italy;
and Kano, Nigeria, were far behind. Brazzaville in French
Equatorial Africa was to be the third and last stop before
Jan Smutts Field, near Johannesburg in the Transvaal.

Brazzaville is situated on the historic Congo river
which separates F.E.A. from the Belgian Congo. This third
leg had now made me a member of “crossing the equator
club” noticeable only by a little added perspiration. Now
we were oif again on the final leg to Johannesburg a bare
24 hours from Frankfurt with a distance covered of about
5000 miles.

In this short span of time, I had travelled from winter
to summer, from fog to brilliant sunlight; and with out
further ado began to investigate my surroundings. Pre-
toria, my home for the duration of my visit is the capital
of the Transvaal, and one of the four provinces which

comprise the Union of South Aifrica. Natal, Cape Province,

and the Orange Free State complete the foursome.

The Union has a governmental system basically the same
as our own. With two sittings of parliament, each of six
months duration, and held in Pretoria during the winter,
and Cape Town during the summer. The party at present
governing the Union is of Africaaner Nationalists group,
their policy being one of apartheid or complete segre-
gation. Where ever anyone goes you are reminded of
this by signs marking entrances, or areas saying —
“Europeans” or “Non-Europeans” and written in the two
official languages of the country Africaans and English.

The people they govern are many and varied. They
comprise roughly 8,000,000 natives or blacks; 2,000,000
whites; and approximately 1,000,000 Indians who are des-
cended from the laborers brought.to Natal a century ago
to work on the sugar plantations. The whites are com-
prised of mostly, the Africaaner or Boers of Dutch descent,
and the British. The blacks who hold the power of
numbers if nothing else, are descended from the old tribes,

Impressions

of
South Africa

by Evan Gill

the main ones being; the Zulus, Basuto, Ndebel, and
Swazi. Day by day all these people exist together in the
470,000 square miles of the Union, at one time so peace-
ful and congenial and at another, like a ripe volcano.

Its history, as a Union began shortly after the Boer war,
where the Boers rebelled against British rule. Finally in
1906 self government was instituted in the Transvaal, and
Orange Free State, then later in Natal. The establishment
of self government took place under Gen. Jan Smutts, the
Boer general who was the first, and most outstanding of
Aifricas leaders.

A Ndebele Woman and Son |



Basuto Tradesman Weaving a hat

As my first day dawned in Pretoria I had my initial
taste of South African weather with its brilliant sun
shinning in a cloudless sky and endless visibility. Under
these conditions we set out for a location outside Pretoria,
an area set aside strictly for the Native people. These
locations, or native residence surround every city, for due
to the government policy of segregation no native is per-
mitted to live in a city. They are government built areas,
and are strictly controlled as white people are not allo-
wed to enter these locations without a pass.

Once there, we proceeded to the small mission run by
the only two whites in the restricted area. These two
British spinsters with some help, look after and teach the
children, run a clinic for the location which they are often
required to open in the late hours, because of a stabbing
or accident and through this, have gained great respect
with the local people. Their children vary in age from
3—7 vyears, and have a gift for dancing and rhythm. This
rhythm which all native children have, both amazed and
fascinated me where ever I went. When led in a small
dance they gather about clapping their hands, and stam-
ping their feet all completely in time. This of course is
easily understood when one realises the important part
rhythms and dancing has played and does play in the life
of the African native.

A few days later I was on my way to the Mother city.
This 3 day visit to Cape Town began 3600 above Table
Bay. The time was early morning, with warm summer
temperatures, and a light breeze. I had struggled to my
feet early enough to catch the first cable car to the top
of Table Mountain, and there I stood in the beautifully
clear morning air, looking down at Cape Town huddled
at the foot of this unique and picturesque mountain. Every
where one looks is beauty and rugged grandeur. On one
hand the steep rodky sea coasts with bays and there white
sand beaches making Cape Town and area truly, a tourists
paradise. On the other hand the plain stretches away only
to disappear once again in the hilly region to the north,
and if we continued farther north through the plains and
rolling hills of the north cape we reach a plateau known
as the Great Karoo.

Cape Town is itself an old, and attractive city; a metro-
polis of white stately houses dating back to 1652 when
this city known as the “Tavern of the Seas” was a stop-
over for the early shipping, of both traveler, and trader;
now this historically famous old port town is the seat of
the Union Legislature. All this plus the sounds in the
streets, the English, the Africaans, Zulu, Xosa, and the
foreign merchant traveler, makes Cape Town as famously
international as it 1s.

Again its age may be seen at the Groot Constantia
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Vineyards where the large square buildings of Dutch
architecture, their white washed walls showing a brilliant
white in the sun light, stand out almost like a national
monument, with the rows of grape vines stretching to the
foot of Table Mountain. Below these old houses are the
cell like slave quarters, where once long ago the native
workers were locked at the end of a days work.

The last very pleasant visit was a trip around Table
Mountain, out to Cape Point and to complete the circle
back to Cape Town. This is an easy and singularly beauti-
ful drive of about 50 miles. The road followed the rocky
coast and we made our way with Table Mountain on our
right through the many old towns which cling to the steep
coastal slopes overlooking the Indian Ocean, the oldest
of which is perhaps Simmonstown, once a British naval
base, and then on to Cape Point. This barren rocky jut of
land is the dividing line between the Indian Ocean and
the Atlantic. The Cape Point light-house perched on 1its
weather beaten ridge stands sentinal to the history of
shipping which has passed by its guiding light. Straight
ahead there is nothing but water; that part of all the
oceans in the world so notorious to seamen who were not

considered such until they had sailed once around this

cape and south past this to the pole.

Our visit to the Cape completed, we were airborne
again next day and on the 1000 mile flight back to Pretoria.
The great raised plateau of South Africa which falls more
sharply to the sea on the east than on the west has a
climatic condition unequalled anywhere in the world. So
to return inland, and to Pretoria where its temperature 1is
tempered by its 5,700 foot altitude was not too uncom-
fortable. In summer it is the height which does not allow
the heat to become too unbearable and in winter the sun
beats down almost continually. Easily summed up by
saying, midsummer can be warm and robust, midwinter
is warm, sometimes cool but never cold.

- After our return, and a bit of golf and swimming I was
fortunate to have a chance to visit a diamond mine. These
mines are similar to our own, with the main head shaft
dominating the scene, except that the Premier Diamond
mine is surrounded by a fence. The area of the mine is
immaculate in appearance with closely cropped lawns and
flower beds bordering the roads. Only visible from above
are the huge shafts of about 1500 to 2000 feet deep and
800 feet in diameter. Below ground are found a network
of tunnels surrounding these great holes like the rim of
a wheel with spokes or minor tunnels protruding to the
walls of the pit beginning at about the 800—1000 ft. level
and continuing down every 50 feet for about two hundred

Bee Hive Huts, of the Zulus




feet. These tunnels which protrude into the main holes
are used to blast the rock away from the walls. This rock
falls to the floor of these excavations where it sinks
through openings, and is drawn off underground without
anyone appearing in the shaft itself.

The main tunnels of this mine are white washed and
spotless in appearance. The workers are made up almost
totally of blacks except for white engineers and super-
visors. As the stone is removed from the mine it 1s In-
spected and then goes through many different stages of
separating, crushing, and inspecting until its final stage
of the grease tables. Here a mixture of the crushed rock
up to /4 inch is washed over these tables, and as diamonds
have an affinity for grease they will stick to it. This is
considered fool proof and is the final stage; the waste is
then thrown out and the rough diamonds collected from
the melted down grease. The rough diamonds are then
sorted in a separate building which is kept locked at all
times. Here, white sorters work behind wire cages, and
when this stage is completed the diamonds are shipped
out to companies for cutting and commercial uses accoun-
ting for the staggering export of $50,000,000. a year.

The diamond export is second only to gold, which is the
largest export of the Union. They employ some 300,000
non-Europeans to work these mines of the Transvaal and
north Orange Free State. These areas covering more than
60 miles of regular gold deposits give South Africa the
astonishing production figure of $300,000,000. per year.
The Main Reef mines, some of which date back to 1836,
have reached a high standard of technical efficiency and
some mines are reaching depths approaching 10,000 teet.

The native mine workers are recruited from the Union,
and the Protectorates. These people come from the out-

lying districts and tribes of Basutoland, Bechuanaland and

Swaziland, to work and make money. Once recruited
they are not permitted to leave the mine, nor are they
allowed to bring their families with them. This period of
monastic labor is approximately 6 months and when the
period is finished and they have enough money, some
workers return to their families and tribes.

One Sunday we visited a mine in the Johannesburg
area. Johannesburg, the boom town of South Africa not
only riddled underground by mine shafts but eaten away
in every day life by crime and the tribulations which arise
from the extremes of wealth and poverty, from over-
crowding and too many people with not enough work.
This visit to the compound of the gold mine was to watch
the mine dances which are carried out as part of the re-
creation for the thousands of workers. These dances are
held often and on quite a large scale. The different tribal
people get together and do basically their own tribal
dances although slowly European influence is again In-
fecting another part of their life. These competitions are
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Tribal Dance at the Mine in Johannesburg

Zulu Warrior and his Wives

carried to inter-mine play-offs, so to speak, and great
prestige is gained by the winners.

A few days later we headed away from Pretoria again,
this time towards the north eastern Transvaal for a week
of sight seeing. Our route was to take us to Krugar
National Park and Swaziland. Our first stop as we drove
through the tremendous rolling country of the high veldt
where one travels without much notice of a climb to
8 000 feet was at a small fishing stream; although the fis-
hing was not good at the time we did manage a couple of
rainbow trout. Then our route continued down from the
cool high rolling veldt, to the low lands of the Krugar
National Park area. By late afternoon we were signing 1n
at the gate.

This, the largest of all game reserves had its beginning
in 1898 when the last president of the Transvaal Republic
— Paul Krugar set aside the area for the preservation of
wild life. In 1925 it was nationalized and parliament
decreed it would remain an unspoiled, unbarred, and un-
restricted haven for wild life. Its location is in the north
eastern Transvaal where its 8000 square miles lie In a
north south rectangular shape. Its rainfall of about 23
inches per year does not encourage much vegetation,
added to this the sun beats down and bakes the soil for
about 280 days of the year making the climate of the low
veldt hot and dry. Its vegetation is low bush and grass
with sparse population of trees, except by rivers where
the growth becomes quite thick and green. Generally the
scenery in this area is flat and monotonous but this lack
of beauty is overlooked when one sees the wonders and
excitment in a journey through the park.

From the gate we proceeded to the rest camp. There
we found our accomodations which are called Ronbavels
or extremely comfortable circular brick walled huts with
thatched roofs; these were our homes for 3 days. Then full
of enthusiasm we set out on one of the many roads which
form a network through-out the park and searched for
animals.

Rules of the park are simple; stay in your car, keep to
the roads, don't exceed 25 MPH, carry no fire arms and no
driving between 6 PM and 6 AM. Follow these rules and
the wonders of a lifetime are yours. One sign exists, and
that is “Beware of Elephants”.; this warning is understood
when you realise elephants do charge cars and can trave!
at speeds of 25 MPH. This is one time officials encourage
speeding. Also always being prepared to turn around and
go away is sound advice. The seeing of animals in their
natural habitat is a tremendous thrill. Although elephants
and snakes are the only animals which will cause serious
trouble it is wise to temper ones enthusiasm for wild lite
with a little bit of caution. In our two days in sweltering
temperatures we were lucky enough to see most animals
including, a green mamba, the most viscious of snakes,
a lion, giraffe, zebra, wildebeest, Kudu, impala, (who
multiply almost as rapidly as rabbits), sable antelope,
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Victoria Falls in Rhodesia

steenbuck, monkeys, baboons, warthog and cape buffalo.
Included with these are many others among them eagles
and vultures. Most animals are becoming accustomed to
automobiles and lions generally ignore them. Its not un-
usual to see a pride of 10—15 lions emerge from the bush,
and rest on the sandy roads holding up traffic for about
an hour.

On a satisfied note we left Krugar and headed the car
southward and back into the cool hills. Our destination
this time was the British Protectorate of Swaziland situ-
ated in, and almost completely surrounded by the Trans-
vaal. The purpose of our visit to this country known as
“the land of a thousand hills” was to witness the Swazi
tribal celebration of the Inquala, translated it means
1 — prayer for a good harvest, or the request for rain,
ceremony. We were to stay just outside the Swazi capitol
of Mbabane, and attend the rites when permitted at the
main Kraal or enclosure a few miles up the picturesque
valley in which we were staying.

The ceremony or celebration of which very little is
actually known, lasts from six to eight days. Many of the
tribe who can attend, journey from far and wide to wit-
ness or take part in the feasting, dancing and gaiety. These
tribal natives relatively uninfluenced by Europeans, dislike
liquor, but do drink their Kaffir beer; a corn beer, and
one which i1s extremely»good for them. They become a
little happy during the festivities, but I did not see any-
one obviously drunk, although some who do spike this
beer can become quite intoxicated. This is their time to
rejoice and they are gay, and happy. Part of the ceremony
is to initiate the young men thus making them warriors.
Besides many other feats during this period of their new
manhood, is the killing of the bull. This is done after the
bull, usually black, has been properly anointed and pre-
pared. It is then let out into the kraal where it is caught
bare-handed and pounded to death with their fists by the
many young men. During this killing no blood may be
shed, or it will be considered a bad omen. One does not
see the bull again because there are so many young war-
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riors the bull is hidden completely
from view, then dragged into a secret
kraal, at this point all Europeans must
leave.

The next afternoon we returned
for the official day, when everyone
would be present. Sabooca, the se-
cond, chief of the Swazi people and
an Oxford graduate, the Resident
Commissionar and his staff of District
Commissioners decked out in their
formal colonial office uniforms, also
present are the chief's wives, eighty-
three of them at the last count. The
practice of bigamy 1s very much a
part of the native life, each native
warrior has at least two wives. With
the chief'swives arehisfavorite daugh-
ters, dressed simply in a scanty bea-
ded skirt; besides these are all the
native Swazi spectators from far and
wide. In the kraal, not counting the
whites, were about 4000 natives. The
whites were only invited if they wis-
hed to come and witness the colorful events taking place.
The ceremony is strictly for the Swazi peoplie and has
been handed down from generation to generation. INo
white person has ever been allowed to attend the com-
plete ceremony. It is impossible to explain what they do
and why they do it for it is not entirely clear to anyone.
It's a ceremony partially religious but full of gaiety and
color.

Around his own home the tribal warrior is a personage
of great dignity and courtesy. They love jokes and laugh
easily but are a most sincere race; these are qualities
that if one lives with them endears the people to him.
Their simple logic can be seen from what one chief said
to me as he shook the feathers of his magnificent head-
dress taken from the long tailed “widow bird"”, “Are these
not beautiful, yet the police get me in trouble every time
I kill the bird to get the feathers; the bird does not do
any good and the feathers look so beautiful where they
are.,” |

Back to Pretoria, and this move more or less ended my
trip of 3!'/2 short weeks. This time with many regrets,
I climbed aboard the aircraft and headed north to Frank-
furt, regrets because I was leaving behind a very wonder-
ful country full of interest, beauty and excitement that
would take years to learn about and explore to the fullest
extent, regrets because of the people 1 had seen and met
who have such a different way of life; the blacks who in
their way have so much to offer, and the whites who
overflow with hospitality gave me a new concept of what
has been called the dark continent.

In Krugar National Park
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WHAT IS LENT FOR?

by F/L Gorieu, RC Chaplain

In a few days, a very special season in the liturgy of
the Church will have been ushered in: the season of Lent.
Properly understood and lived, it is one of the most inte-
resting periods of the year.

It is by no means a time for sad miens and long faces.
Those who would embrace it in that spirit would be
missing the point. It is a time of spiritual training, and
there is nothing sad about training in any field of endea-
vour if one has a worthwhile goal in mind.

The hockey player is able to perform smoothly only
1If he was conditioned his body to the exigencies of the
game; and the same is true of any other sport. The sur-
geon does not acquire over-night the skill which saves
lives on the operating table. The pilot likewise receives
his wings only after weeks and months of study training.
None of these hesitate to produce the required effort,
pecause they feel that the goal they are striving for is
something worthwhile.

Lent is a period of spiritual training, of conditioning
of the soul to enable the individual who takes it seriously
to move surely towards the one goal of life non can afford
to pass by: a strong, deep and purposeful love of God
which manifests itself daily through compliance with His
wall, expressed so simply and forcibly by Our Lord: “Thou
shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart and thy
neighbor as theyself.”

This spiritual growth is not without obstacles, as each
one's personal experience reveals. Our will is not always
successful in keeping our selfishness, our passions and
our disordinate appetites in line. Temptations repeatedly
find us weak, much weaker perhaps than we care to admit
we are. Habits have grown stronger over the months
and years, to the point where their hold on us is nothing
short of tyranny leading to one weakness after another.
A person in this state is really not his own boss, but the
victim of his own disordinate passions.

It would be sad if there was no way out; but there is
one. Christ clearly stated: “Unless you do penance, you
shall all perish.” In those few simple words is summed
up the whole purpose of Lent. The soul and the spiritual
life of the soul can be strangled by the disordinate appe-
lites of our bodies. The one who pampers himself and
ignores the word “self-denial” is seldom if ever ready to
face the test of God's judgement tomorrow, if the final
curtain should be suddenly drawn on his life.

So the purpose of Lent, of penance or mortification
and of self-denial, is simply to focus our attention at a
special time of the year on a problem which requires the
constant attention of the Christian. But the tempo is in-
creased during Lent, as a preparation to Holy Week,
during which we relive with the Church the mysteries of
Christ’'s death and suffering for our sins.

Without Good Friday, there would not have been an
Easter morning. Like-wise, no spiritual resurrection to a
deeper love of God and to a keener realisation of His
divine teachings in our lives, no breaking-away from the
many chains of sinful habits into self-mastery and true
freedom to do as we ought, is possible, without dying to
ourselves and to our earthly desires.

Penances are good for us if adopted intelligently and
practised energetically, because they train us to say “no"”
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to the satistaction of legitimate desires. Having made
that step, we have also learnt to say “no” to those ten-
dencies and desires which create havoc in our souls.

Lent is not only a time of Penance, it is also a time of
Prayer. And prayer is simply a raising of our minds and
hearts to God, practised more frequently and with more
generosity during Lent.

God continues to give us a an opportunity to serve ac-
cording to this programme contained in the prayer of
St. Francis:

'O Divine Master, grant that I may not

So much seek to be consoled as to console:

I'o be understood as to understand;

To be loved as to love;

For it is in giving that we receive;:

It is in pardoning that we are pardoned.

And it is in dying that we are born to eternal life.”

LENT 1957
by F/L C.H. White, Caplain (P)

What does “Lent” mean? What are we supposed to do
or not do during this season?

A Prayer used in many churches during the next few
weeks will give us some of the answer: O Lord, who for
our sake did fast forty days and forty nights: give us grace
to use such abstinence, that, our flesh being subdued to
the Spirit, we may ever obey thy godly motions in
righteousness and true holiness, to thy honor and glory;
who livest with the Father and the Holy Ghost, one God,
world without end. Amen.

Self-discipline is never easy, but it is necessary if one
is to keep his life under control. Sometimes we do things
Impulsively and try to justify ourselves by saying it was
merely self-expression. Really it was surrender to our
emotions of the moment. Will power is also part of self-
expression and any person who has even the slightest
desire for self-discipline will realize that there is need for
restraining and directing our emotional reactions. Of
course this means training and discipline. For those of us
who call ourselves Christians there are certain moral and
spiritual controls in which we must school ourselves. The
season of Lent is a means provided for this purpose. It

-may be difficult to tabulate the results of a well-kept

Lent, but the cumulative benefits of a period of Lenten
discipline year after year can hardly be questioned in the
building of a Christian life. There may be no particular
value in giving up something here and there, but there is
great virtue in learning to control one's desires and in
the positive exercise of one's spiritual faculties. Lent
consists in doing something, not merely in doing without
something.

Lent has none of the properties of magic. Prayer,
fasting, special devotions and regular Communions may
not be used, like Aladdin’s lamp, to place us in command
of God’s almight power. They are aids to spiritual growth.
Just as some of us know that a time spent on a diet is
good for digestion, so is Lenten observance good for one’'s
spiritual constitution. There must be self-denial, but there
must also be the postive quality of cleansing, strengthe-
ning and refreshing of our souls. We ought to be better
Christians at the end of Lent than we were at the be-
glnning.
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Soellingen Sally Reports
by Benny Bennett

Some people enjoy walking around the country — then
again others prefer the comforts of a motor car. Then too,
we find people who can appreciate a mixture of both.
Just walking — in the mud — you too can run out of gas
(and of all places). Next thing you know the starter won't
work — what say Barney Smith!!!

It all comes out in the wash or should we say from the
ground. It seems there is one among us who has "Horti-
cultural Talents”. If you are in need of this type of in-
formation I refer you to Marlene. However please bear
in mind that it is a species from France that is being

featured right now. A — get married, no more Tuesday
night clean-up — but it seems invariably there 1s one of
the married airwomen in room 16 — BB17B doing said

cleanup along with the Fancy Free on Tuesday nights.
Seems like the married airmen do a terrific job at a/c
guard, fire-picquet and the like!!! Want some Angel Food
cake (so it's only an inch and a half high) count your

blessings. You should have seen it while it was cooking

(burning). That's the rise and fall in life aye Robbie —
never mind it's the thought behind it that counts.

Two games of Broom-ball, both of them wins, have been
played since the last article. On Fri 8th Feb the Raider-
ettes played the TNT's with a big win of 3—0. The goals
for the evening are credited to Reggy with two and Jackie
with one. Then again on the 25th Feb the Raiderettes
played the Airmen’s wives with the game ending in a win
of 1—0. Once again Reggy smoked through with the win-
ning goal. Our other original “Bellivea” Beaubien was
busy Broom-balling in dear ole London. Way to fire team,
the rest of the troops are cheering for you, the only thi'n-g
the you'll have to take the bruises yourselves.

A candlelight service in the Protestant Chapel on 16
Feb 57 was the setting for the wedding of Alice Sauter
and Jim Stutt. Following the service a reception was held
in the mixed lounge where the bride and groom received
well wishes from their friends.

Ode to New Duties
(DAW — 23 Feb)
The bar was stocked for the night
with great care
In hopes that some of the troops
would be there
First crack at being DAW she was
filled with fright
With it being the first time
things had to go right
But this will jar you and start
you to thinking
Not one of the troops came over
for drinking
It's that time of the year that
is on strict ration
And they all had gone out to
enjoy some faschin’

We all wonder what it is that is making a certain air-
women (FtrCop) play it cool these days. You can't hide
the stars in your eyes can you Elaine?

It's really terrific to see the interest some people take
in extra duties — such as Barrack Senior. They do so much
to tire themselves out that they can't seem to wake up
in the morning when it's time to get up and do their
regular work!! Has anyone got an old Big Ben alarm clock
for Lonnie?

Bowling is still going strong and by the time you have
finished reading your copy of the Flieger (Sat. Morning)
we'll know who was top team after the final play-off
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games 15 Mar 57. And then of course comes the bowling
banquet which will probably merit a few lines in the April
edition. At this time of year a young woman's fancy
turns to “Spring Housecleaning” "“and that's just what
happened the night of 19 Feb in the lounge. It got the
face-lifting of the year and now that we are down to the
bare surface a Coat of Paint would just finish the ope-
ration.

Street-cars, neon-signs, big cars and snow — where
else can you have all these? Back from a tantalizing few
hours of TDY to Canada (Ontario natch) is Bernie to give
us all the latest gen on what to look forward to on our
return. By the way Bernie have you found the battery
in your new car yet???

LEAVE

Who says you have to go to Florida to acquire a tan
in the winter months? This fact has been definitely dis-
puted by three of the female members in the “brass”
section, namely F/O’s Terry McDonnel, “Andy"” Ander-
son and Miss Jessie McCarthy who have recently retur-
ned from a week of skiing in the Swiss Alps. After liste-
ning to F/O Anderson relate some of her experiences
during her stay in the village of Murren, I managed to
persuade her to let the rest of the Wing in on 1t; so here
we have Murren as seen through the eyes of our WP
Officer.

Murren is one of Switzerland's famous ski resorts nest-
led on the side of a mountain at the 4,950 foot level. To
reach this skier's paradise, we drove to Lauterbrunnen
and boarded the “Funicular”, a cable car that wound its
way almost perpendicular up the mountain side to a
junction point where we transferred to an electric train.
After gliding smoothly through a landscape carpeted with
glistening white snow, interpersed with tall pines and
and cosy chalets, we arrived at picturesque Murren. Here
winter sports are the main feature and a spacious outdoor
rink provides adequate facilities for figure skating and
curling. For the amatuer skier, the nursery slope located
directly behind our hotel provided plenty of speed on
the “hickory's” and ample snow to cushion the falls that
we knew were inevitable.

After renting ski equipment from one of the local
merchants we ventured forth for our first ski lesson.
Speedily gaining confidence in the two slats of wiood
clamped to our boots, we rapidly progressed to the point
where our instructor informed us we were ready to attack
the ski run from the 6,000 foot level. I must admit we
weren't quite as confident as he was. With shaking knees
we boarded the cable car that took us higher and higher
until we arrived at what we thought was the top of the
world. It wouldn't have taken too much persuasion to
have us quietly climb back on board the cable car and
retreat to the haven of our nice gentle nursery slopes.
Just as we were prepared to take the safe way down, a
class of children ranging in age from 3 to 8 laughingly
started on the downward trail. We sheepishly looked at
each other and decided that perhaps we might attempt to
follow. With grim determination we clamped on our skis,
took a firm hold on our poles and pushed off. There were
no traffic cops around and I don't think they wiould have
been able to stop us with anything short of a brick wall
once we started on our headlong flight. What a thrilling,
exciting run that was, with the scenery a blur of dazzling
white and green. Half way down a small chalet is very
conveniently located for those who wish to refresh them-
selves with a hot cup of coffee or gluhweine. Being in a
hurry we didn't stop but continued on our way and very
shortly arrived at our hotel.

All too soon our week was up, and we had to leave
beautiful Murren with its glacier covered mountains be-
hind and return to the spring-like atmosphere of Germany.




Castles of the /Mad King

by L.S. Coleman

In 1864 Ludwig II.,, then 18 years old, ascended the
throne of Bavaria. As a romanticist the world of medie-
val sagas, fired his imagination. But during the first years
of his reign his idealism suffered disappointment., among
which were his separation from the composer Richard
Wagner, of whom he was a patron and the distressed
situation of his country. The foundation of the German
Empire in 1871 was the end of Bavaria's sovereignty as
a kingdom. Ludwig fled from public life to the solitude
of nature. He withdrw to the mountains and there built
three spectacular castles:

Neuschwanstein, a romantic, medieval castle on a steep
crag, Linderhot, a fairy-like chateau in a lonely mountain
valley, and Herrenchiemsee, “Bavarian Versailles”, on
an island.

In 1886, declared insane, he was deposed, and taken
to Berg Castle. On June 14th of the same year,with his
attending doctor he met his death in the waters of the
Lake of Starnberg.

An escape from reality to a world of illusion can be had
through a 4 to 6 hour drive from Soellingen to any one of
these three castles. They are today as the King left them
at his death; furnishings, paintings and ornaments, all in-
tact. From reports the value today is inestimable; at that
time the estimated cost of Herrenchiemsee alone was 20
million marks.
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