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Editorial

HE ad-less “Gopher” makes its bow. It is
a thin creature, but you will find that

appearances _are ptive, and that
contains almost the same amount of reading
matter as its advertisement-padded predeces=
sors. We hope you will find it no less infer-
esting reading.

This is a memorable issue if only because
every Flight has rallied round and supplied us
with the inside gen on its goings-or during the past month, This we think is
a very good sign: we have been trying for some time to get a greater measure
of of you Flying Wing people, for
it is you who really constitute the Unit; the rest of us are lesser, presumably
niecessary adjuncts.

e want your suggestions for improvement in your magazine. Tell us
what you like and what you don’t like; if you know a chap who is a good car-
toonist, or who has anyfhing interesting to write about, persuade him to come
out of his shell, and if he wont come, let us know. his name. We have our
methods

Deadline for all copy will in future be the last day of the month. _This means
that everything topical will be at least two weeks old by the time it appears in
print. | We should, of course, prefer to serve it up warmer, but this is the best
We can do with the production arrangements at our disposal. And by the way,
\When we fix that deadline, we shall be very glad to have as much copy as you
Can give us before that date, to save us any last-minufe panic and excessive
overtime.
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We're sorry Flight Lieutenant Clarke  His views regarding prohibition,
k B

Prefers to leave you in the His most insistent inhibition .

Regarding his activities VeeaioT i “ ,,
egar tivities, gged for something for the “Gopher,
His likes, dislikes, prodiivitics, Bt i< all nele wrfte spitar

e

We can but guess what his excuse
Can be for hiding thus the truth.
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SOLOSPROGGY

(With apologies to Lewis Carroll)

“T'was flying, and the flaptious lac
Did tweek and puckle in his clogs.
The Gremlins lured, all ticipant,
And callous lurked instructor dogs.

Beware the Undercart, my son,

The horn that blows, the lights that gleam.
Beware the Earlycheck, and shun

All aircraft on the starboard beam.

He took the gripple stick in hand,

He gave her boost, the waspie roared,

Fine was the pitch, the mixture rich.

He squeaked “I'm airborne! Praise the Lord!”

And so he reached the down-wind leg,
His throttle back, his wheels came down.
The cross-wind tension, pilot grim,

And crying “Gumptf,” came whiffling in.

“The circuit's done, I haven't spun”.
The gripple stick no longer slack,
He slipped it in, and with a grin

He came taxifiing back.

“And hast thou flown the Harvard bird?
Come to my arms, my beamish boy!
O frabjous day! Soloo! Solay
He chortled in his joy-

“MOONSHINE.”

THE PADRE PONDERS

The subject upon which to ponder
is not difficult to discover at this time
of the year. For, by the time these
words are read we_shall have passed
into another year with all its hopes.
The question which will come to the
ps of many is “What has the new
year in store for us?”

I think that one of the best mottoes
fo carry with us into and through the
coming year is “Wise to resolve, and
patient to perform.” Surely our past
mistakes, our unwise choices, our im-
patience with places or people should
convince us (if we are to transform
obstacles into stepping stones) of the
fruitfulness of both wisdom and pati-
ence.

What, then, of the future? Please
God we shall ‘experience times of hap-

piness and joy, of peace and content-
ment, of encouragement and success.
For, with thise two weapons, wisdom
and patience, in our hands, sorrow and
loss, sicknes and suffering, disappoint-
ment and_disillusionment cannot de-
stroy the inward peace.

When we look back on the failures
of the past, let us remember that the
present is ours, out of which a brighter
future may be forge

If any lesson has been learned from
his little “pondering” let us practice it
in cur daily life; so that our own lives,
the fives of others, and the welfare of
our Station may be made sweeter by
our presence. Then will it be that
which | wish_you—“A Happy and
Blessed New Year.”

Sincerely,
THE PADRE.




OUR GRIPPING NEW SERIAL.

PRAIRIE PASSION

UR red-head heroine, Gardenia
Godlieb, intent in the pages of
her book, was lounging in a
rockingchai in the home of her par-
ents, Mr. and Mrs. Cyrus K. Godlieb,
Flﬂy-:evcnth and Tortoise, Pemmican,
Sask,, famed co-organisers of the Pem-
mican Parents’ Guild
Slim, saucy, Lherry-llppld Gardenia,
her gorgeous green arkling with
excitament. ehewed her pointed blood:
red fingernails feverishly as she read
the gripping tale of life in the Active
Air Force, a book lent her by her lat-
st beau, 'D'Arey Dwindleberty, a real
live LAC. who ran the ilying side
the nearby RA.F. No. 48 SE.T.S.
he telephone rang. With a snort
of disgust at the interruption and_ a
muttered “Blast!” Gardenia laid aside

e book, obligingly Jaying it with the
cover upperm hat we could see
e fitle, ARISmall wonder fhat she

was so absorbed in her reading, for
the ook was none other than a copy
of C.AP. 100.

“Hul-] 10,
an_admiring glance _at
pointed shoes. “Oh, hi-ya,
Veah, fine .. . Yeal they’ i uut
SN ing
mance? Oh 1s=t me
him last e 1 was

What, he it

S ticers A Pio Ofider? Not
a real Pilot Officer? What, me
jealous? Say, lookit here, Moytle, if
you think 0 ever be jealous of, @
Skinny little squoit like Aw
shucks! And say, lookn, Vil tell you
sump'n. How many rings does a Pilot
i Y only one?
Well, lookit here, I'll get to grips with
an officer with two rings on his_arm,
so there! . .. Yes, I betcha ... Why,
you skinny alle)-tat you tailless go-
pher, you . . . But Myrtle had evi-
dently rung off.

Returned_to her rocking-chair, our
heroine again took up the Pilot's Primer.
But she could not concentrate, and
even the visions conjured up by thal
gripping story could not hold her s
tention long.~ You, gentle reader, our

she said languidly, casting
et damty

My r
1 had to tell
't That Sort of

astute observer concealed behind the
Lhmume] could see her gorgeous green
gallivanting around, gazing unsee-
mu at the cuspidor, tastefully inscribed
‘A’ Present from_the ,” which
sat conveniently on top of the piano.
At last, with a determined snort she
jumped fo her feet, finging the Book
into a_corner. (Mark this well, Read-
er! This is sacrilege, the first sign
of the decadence of our Gardenia, There
will be other signs, for sure, but do
not despair—goodness will _triumph
over sinful impetuous youth. And
don't forget, folks, next time you pop
in at the },rocetena, buy a packet of
Gobbo Gingers-up the

Sixty-five cents a large pack-

(jloms.
et)

If we could but have entered into the
mind of Gardenia at this moment, set-
tling behind those gorgeous glitterin
areen eyes, we should have witnesse
the successive conception and rejection

ot



of a score of plans. Gardenia is a girl
of her word, and find that Flight Lieu-
tenant she will, or perish in the at-
tempt.

Cat-like she paced the floor, and
every time she passed the window it
was a full-time job for us o restrain
you, gentle Reader, from_jumping_ up
and spoiling the whole effect by fall-
ing on your knees and declaring your
love for the gorgeous Gardenia. ~For
the rays of the setting sun limned her
glorious coiffure, which seemed to leap
into flaming life at its touch. (Is your
hair becoming fo_you? If mot, you
had better be coming to Brer Rabbit's
Drug Store for a bottle of Hippo—
Hippo Helps the Hair Grow Gorgeous.)

At long last our heroine hit upon a
plan which scemed to satisfy her; she
stopped, and with a self-satistied smirk
which uffused her satin cheek she
cried “A-ha!” and hurried from the
room. This exclamation was fortun-
ate, coming when it did, for our Gar-
denia’s smirk revealed to us watchers
behind the chiffonier so perfect a set

Of pearly molars tiat we wilialicil 42 4=
ly in unison (Dentyne chewing gum,
Bentyne chewing gum. If you want
to keep fit chew a bit of it. Chew
Dentyne_chewing gum). But all is
well. Gardenia was too preoccupied
with her own plans to hear us.
Upstairs, propriety forbade us to fol-
low the lovely Miss Godlieb, but we
had not long fo wait. A moment later
she came racing down again, and we
turned aside to conceal our blushes as,
in the speed of her descert, an unduly
great proportion of her exquisitely
formed lower limbs was revealed fo
our-innocent gaze, She made for the
{eleptone, and asked for—the Legion
all!

.

there a dance on? . .. Are many
Air Force officers there? . . .” She
slammed back the receiver, and was
out of the house like a flash of glam-
orous greased lightning.

Quickly, Reader, let us follow her,
and pray that we may save her from
the consequences of her rash act, as
she enters the Den of Inquity.

(To be continued.)

PRAIRIE MADNESS

as no_bar:
The prairie st
Full length an

a majesty in space
als mountains’ weight . .
a frankness to a place

etches out and yields
d breadth of soil

Bearing swaying wheat in fields

Through which the giant combines toil.

But man must seek for priceless gems
And so must leave the highway,
Following a trail between the stems
Of wheat—past the stack of hay,

On to open prairie wild,

Where tumble-weeds bloom and die,

And crocuses are beguiled

To nestle the turf where they lie.
Past the farm, down to the slough,
Where wild ducks cry and trouble
The rush-fringed water, through
Each small pool and sodden stubble.

Nor does the charm pass with the day

As sunset reeks across the sky,
With warrior reds and stormy grey
. To paint a majesty of fury—
A storm of dust, a thunder clap,
A sudden flash, a fork of flame—
“Then part the clouds, and through the gap
Shines down the moon as if in shame.

5
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STOP!

caught
e asked

This is the result of bein
yaing one night by the Ed.
for it, and here it is.

I remember those early days well
—I'm going back nine or tén years now,
mind you—but | still remember them

1 have good reson to do so. The
first few days in uniform on the streets
of London you never forget. The par-
ticular yarn I'm going to spin you is
of something which happened in.my
first few weeks of beat duty. I was on
late turn (ie. 2 to 10 pm.). The time
was about 7.50 p.m, and it was dark,

Having not been long out of Peel
House, | was pretty full of everything,
and my craze at that particular time
as fof remembering e lst of stolen
cars. Things were quiet, and 1
doing no more than watch the ﬂow Of
traffic, catching as many numbers as
possible.  After a few minutes of this,
it happened. I repeated a number to
myself and suddenly leaped about three
feet into the air, and had my car list
out before touching ground again. Yes,
it was there—a Stolen Car!

saw a glorious future ahead—my
Great Chance—capture the car and the
thief—commendations — promotion—
and, witout delay 1 jumped info. the
way and stopped the nearest car.
e e running board, I yelled
to the driver “There's a carafiead I
want to catch—go like hell!”
he driver looked at me astonished
—a gleam came into his eye,
“You mean it?” he said. “Flat out?
No lights to stop me—no limits?”

I had time to nod, and then the fun
started. The dmer shot up the street
like a bat out of His car was a
8, art if certatoly < oaldimove
After thirty seconds I real\z&d that
1 was for it. 1 had one foot on the run-
ning board, and one hand on the door
handle—the rest of me was swinging
in the wind. The rush of air had me

POLICE!

speechless. 1 couldn't signal the driver
to stop before he had to. I think he
had dreamed of such a chance as this
all his driving life, and he certainly saw
to it that his dreams all came trie.

passed everything there was to pass on
the road, ignored traffic signals, drove
on either side of the road or the pave-
ment when there wasn't room, kept his
horn going steadily, and just kept flat

out.

I had just about reached the limit
of my endurance—my fingers were be-
ginning to lose their grip on the door
handle—when he leaned over to ask for
further instructions. 1 think from the
look on my face he saw [ rather wanted
to stop, and he started slowi
\x hen we were still doing a goud 20:30

m.p.h. I couldn’t hold on any longer,
and I went flat in the road, rolling over
and over, and finishing up in a not too
clean_gutter.

1 was :mmg on the kerb when he
came up to me—apologising for not
having been able to catch the car for
me—and all I could do was mumble
some thanks and get rid of
Ieft me there, and I was a sorry smht—
"rea(coa( torn, bruised, skinned and
filt]

n et e nites o nad my
helmet again. It cost me 2/6 for a taxi

k to my beat, and when I ;,m «hm
l !a\md 1 had missed a “ring i
took me another half hour to provxm
an_excuse for that, and I spent the
of the time till 10 p.m. getting my-
self clean,

That night after booking-in I retired

0 bed, a wiser and sadder man, realiz-
m” that in future when I saw a stolen
car it would be much easier and
couldn’t be less successful to carry out
the official instructions, simply _tele-
phone to the proper quarter at Scot-
land Yard, and leave the rest to the

squad cars.
EX-COPPER.

An airman in distant Ontario

Applied for a shift to the prairio.
at last he cot thario
And found all the prairio bar
He had a most hortible scario,
And ran all the way back to Ontario.

But oh! When

v

moral, we think, should be clario:

¢

he
1)nt1n0 s better than. prairio.

1BCC Digtsl Archive



BOW VALLEY




TAIL-END CHARLIE

The warm clad flyer shifts uneasily
in his narrow perch—these turrets are
not built for comfort; their's is a stern
purpose and the lives of others rest

his man’s shoulders. The restless,
searching eyes are never sill and the
trained ha ver far irom the
compact bt deadly Hitle gun.

He knows his responsibilities and
bears them with the confidence of a
man who has been in tight corners be-
fore and has won through by his skill
and coolness.

The keen eyes pause and narrow in
their questing sweep as a small dark
speck resolves in the haze of distance
and grovs, The speck becomes a
shape and the ﬁhape—an air but
still the eyes maintain their vigil, o
ning the seemingly innocent blue of
space; long and costly experience has
endowed extra sense that now
warns quietly but insistently that
danger threatens from another quar-
ter.” Away to the right a second wing-
«d ‘shape confirms this inner warning.

An_impatient hand slides to the
@un trigger with the ease borne of

PRAIRIE

The friendly flag at Weyburn is waving
in the breeze,

The hard-worked Duty Pilots are all
down on their knees;

We love to see it waving, its message
glad to tell,—

For do we want to fly, Sir?

Tl say
we do—like

And when they haul it down, Sir, our
tears we cannot hide;

‘We push the kites around, Sir, and if's
ten below outside;

“We start the censored engines, and they

ake a censored roar,

But if we had our way, Sir, we wouldn’t

ily no more.

practice while the cold eyes choose
the nearer of the two slim silhouettes
as the frst argct. The plane is nearer
10w, an atliis iy 11
ible 'in the ‘streamiined. cockplt, peer-
ing ahead, with deadly concentration
gauging fhe distance, Nearer yet, and

e longing finger tenses around the

y, steel projection that will send the
pmymchk speeding on its grim mis-

A convulsive jerk and the gun has
fired—the explosion is drowned in the
crescendo of the 5
angry red glare illuminates the Started
features of the young pilot in the ap-
proaching plane. He opens his throttle
and breaks away, his previous inten-
tions forgotten—he now has_troubles
of his own. The figure in the turret
shivers . . .

“It’s a bit of a bind being Aerodrome
Control Pilot in this weather!” mutters
the pupl, thrusting a fresh signal car-
tridge info his Very p the turret
on the yellow van

J.S. R H

LAMENT

We wave the chocks away, Sir, and we
leave the drome behind.

The censored hood comes over (an-
other censored bind!)

The gyro spins like fun, Sir, 'm feeling
cold and sick,

And P/O Prune up forward keeps
yanking on the stick.

At last we're back to earth, Sir, another
hour to book,

And all the P/O gives us is a should-
be-censored look;

But now we're past all caring, as any-

can see,
And the only thing worth living for is
Ops in *43.

1BCC Dol Avchive



-- No.
0.C. "SPARKS”

The C.0.? No, 'm sorry.

jutant?  No, not today
Leader Johnson is decorating
creation Hall . . . Willldo? Yes, the

Adjutant’s adjutant .

What's this, Corporal? A signal to
sign? Oh, it's airight by me if it's
alright with you .

Oh, Taylor, ask Greer if he's scen the
shorts we had on last week . .
can't find them? 1 mean i
ones—no, not cellophane, fathead!

You like my overshoes, Harrison?
What's that? ~Remind you of boats?
Don't mention that word to me!

What was that, Williams? You
don't know the meaning of the word.
Why, when I was in Jericho .

&@ih @H GZ@H @H&& . . .
Oh, s0 Sorry, | was speaking in cypher.

ere’s an easy one for you, anyway:

LLOR NO EHT TAOB.

YOUR MONEY

Very often we hear people saying “What happens to the P.S.I.
don't see what good we get from them?”
t month we told you a little of s
for you trom the Service Institute Fund
made from the Funds during the first year 3" the
acaurate to within a dollar o two either way.
iard Tables (4) and Equipment
Dance Band Instr
Military Band' |
Library Books
Pianos and Radios
Gramophone Records

funds? 1

which have been done
w the chief expenditures
ation. The figures ar

me uf (Iw things
We

1:241.00
1,316.00
150.00

. A Unit
Furnitu
Stage Props and Scernery, etc.
Skates
Sport
ashing Machines and E s
Extra Ns o year ended December, 16 42

11 addition t0.the above many |
1.5.1. accounts, which are open for
s connot e, We hope you are satis

grants and expenditure
cfion by anyone at any tir
4" now that your money s well

appear in the

n you have any regarding the
Institufe funds, we look to you to hand them on to any member of the Pbl
Committee,

9
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LOOKING BACK

Capt. Charles A. Greene
(Late Flight Lieut. RF.C,, RAF.)

Maurice Farmans, BE. 2 ¢'s, RE
D.H. 4's, DH. 10's and 11’s,
stolFighters—

-

ros, Snipes and

what devil is this man talking
about?” asks P.O. Prune.
Perhaps | had better explain. These

were some of our training and fighter
machines of the last war. If | had space
to draw them, then Prune would indeed
think he had had a hectic night in the
Mess the night before

Pictures of the Wright Brothers’ early
machines will convey the lines of most
of them and such dazzling spee

propulsion throug
doped linen and lots of
oured to keep body and soul together,
and although surprising, did so i
about 80 per cent. of our fighting craft,

ow were they to manipulate?” Well,
I can best describe them by a simile
Have you ever driven, say, a Morris
Cowley?

To seat me in a modern kite reminds
me of the Rolls Royce, and as explained
by quite a number of instructors, pro-
viding one still retains a good memory,
then flying is easier today.

o sit i

in one of the old buses—well,
it was like the Cowley—one definitely
had to drive it, and even at its best it
called for 100 per cent effort of con-
centration and real physical exertion
in order to get the best out of it,

Do not think for a moment that I am
old_fashi to the extent of being
prejudiced, as I realize only too fully
that what was to us a long ilight is
now only a testing flip, but from my
simile what I would convey to the mod-
ern pilot is that in the old buses one

id not get any automatic assistance
either from the machine or its instru-
ments, and that they were solely an
engine that had the habit of developing
all kinds of mannerisms unwanted in
the air, combined with a fuselage usual-
1y of thin wooden slats, doped canvas
and, as we called them, bits of string
to hold everything together.

Open_cockpits, of course, were the
order of the day, and no flying helmet

ss the weather was really atroci-

Parachutes were then in their infancy
1

and although we were equipped with
them, one never really wanted to join
“The Caterpillar Club,” as a good aver-
age for opening safely was about seven
out of ten, and one always feared that
he would be one of the three which
proved the rule.

Training?—well, 1 think it would
peal to you guys. Usually, if you were
lucky it took three months. One month
was occupied in getting absolutely per-
fectly physically fit, both in body and
mind—to_realize that for the first time
in your life you were alive. Don't mis-
understand or underestimate_the time
of training. It was called “intensive”
in official circles and by many other
names in other circles.

You were either made or broken and
always faced with RT.U. (Returned to
Unit). - It was a 5.30 a.m. to 8 p.m. day,
during which you were equipped as an
Infantryman, ~includi Tifle, and
underwent square training and plenty
of slow marching, whilst the C.S.M,
fired general knowledge questions at

ou, such as: “Where are you facing?”
and “What was the chief icem of war
news this morning?” Failure to regi
ter usually brought the retort: “Fancy,
you are going to be an officer and a
Zentleman and yet your mind does not
Work above the dsill you are at
present performing.” You are supposed
to be drilling automatically, leaving
your mind clear for any emergency that
may arise.

Interlaced with squad drill was a
form of compass bearings on foot,
which combined compass readings with
a route march, inasmuch as, given a
humber of bearings, one tramped the
countryside to the given intersection
and reported. Failure to report on
several occasions would bring the in-
evitable R.T.U.

Rigging, engines (theoretical and
practical), cameras, bombs and general
aeronautics all found their allotted place
in the syllabus.

From there on to your Flying School,
where from the first few on a
Maurice Farman (a_pusher type) one
progressed to a dual control on Avros.
What a sensation when, unknown fo

yourself, the plane was landed and your
0
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ructor told you that you had done
it “all by your little self.” I believe it
was from that proud moment that one
developed a “wing” chest and strode
forward with an exaggerated thrust of
the left shoulder. _Fifteen hours of dual,
and then your first solo. The sensa-
tions of this, your first solo, need no
description from me. You have all ex-
perienced them and Anno Domini has
not changed.

From then onwards, fear of RT.U.
became more distant, especially as the
call for more p(lo(; at that period
strained the R.AF. to its utmost.

Fifteen hours of fairly good solo
flights, comprising bombing, aerobatics,
ete. and you were booked for the “other
side” or_perhaps more c
training for “lighter than air”
Often when one had finished and had
that urge for a first encounter, one had
to be content and have ano(her three
to four weeks’ training to fit one for a
“Blimp” or a semi-rigid ship which was

used very often in the last show for
convoy wor

However, looking back, this had its
brighter side, as one was pretty sure
of surviving if on the “lighter than air”
¢ of flying, whereas flying a heavier
chine during this period was
ys a risk, even in the Mother Coun-
try, owing to the lack of knowledge and
exercise by our designers and also
rushed and short training.
think I am belittling our designers as
this would be an unforgivable crime,
but only years of development and
wars can bring to almost finality the
type of craft which we use today:

Good machines and lengthy instruc-
tion can bring only one result, and that
is air supremacy; so, when the training
seems long and you are itching to take
your place among our front fine men,
remember tl try to realize that
When your training is complete, you are
a 100 per cent. pilot and have every
chance of coming out on top.

GROUND SCHOOL GOSSIP

'd much rather write “X” Fh”ht
I\umumn et down the doings o those
eir days in adem
Py Well,in i
there is so little difference between one
month, and another and secondly, whil
the still possesses many “good
pes there is A fendency with every
HBinie in our staft for the Schools pei-
sonnel to become less colourfull  How-
ever, full of remorse and Canadian ho
pitalty_(in he reverse order) I, aith-
ful stooge that I am, again bring you
the hvghh"h(\ nf kh( school's new news
as furn D.R.0’s., Pupils Stand-
ing Orde
Prior (U H\Q Christmas holiday, the
CG.I gathered the staff together to
wish them “All the Best”” A pupil,
peeking through the door of the lecture
room during the nm(eedm'“ \vdc heard
to remark “Oh Boy, if the Devil would
e
Returned from the festivities 1 de-
cided that it might be of inferest if |
could find out how our
passed ther leisure duing fans
break. Possibly I started a little
e interview
ing the Chief Gun Man, 1 was greeted
with a nasty scowl. “How did you en-
Joy Christmass” 1 asked. “xk —

11

11 Oh my head—Get Out!” The Nav.
In~(ruuor§ were next “Bed at three in
morning and up again at twelve”
e ;wt from this section.
“That's not news” I thought rec-mmn
that they had all been to Regina (Q. o
P.). Sat. F. E. Carr was abrupt but

i e nothing wrong” was all he
would say. WOPerational Sgt. Black-
lock had little to say and the Onl\' state-
ment he would make was “What with
one thing and another, not to mtnﬂl)n
Command, | hardly noticed anything.”
hege was nothing being away
by Sgt. lock. He said, do the
same in Moose Jav a5 they 40 in most

pla
So now perhaps you _see what I
mean. These people are NOT NEWS

and yet “The Gopher” cries for more.

ANSWERS TO PUPILS’ QUERIES

Q. 1 was playing cards with three
sergeants and at one time there were
B
I did not say anything. But is this
rare?—PUZZLED.

A. Yes and No. The ordinary civi-
lian pack, except in race trains, efc.,
contains four aces only. But these
things occur. You were quite right to
make no comment.
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Ao CANADIAN
CHRISTMAS

Canadian Christmas, 1942, now belongs to memory.

For a few days many of us escaped in some measure from the clutches of
Service thought and routine, became warmly flesh and blood again, satiated the
inner man, purged the spirit, and returned invigorated to camp to work and
grouse harder than before. How we behaved or misbehaved, what we did and
what we should not have done, belongs not to these pages but to the pages of
memory

“Those of us who stayed in W
In the homes of our friends most of us spent at least a part of the Day, and we
found there that cheerful friendship which has endeared you Canadians to us,
only it now appeared in even increase ce. We became members of your
tamilies, and the Christmas we Ln]uytd wnh you proved a very good second best
10 those we remember in previous s on the other side of the Atlanf

On the following Sunday our \erv «rood friends of the Hostess Club p\e us
4 most enjoyable evening, and to them too, we are grateful

Many of us left the camp, and in New York, Vancouver, Regina, Winnipet,
Chicago, Saskatoon, Calgary, aneapol!s Toronto, Milestone, Lang, Ceylo
Minot, and many other places we found ourselves again. To all who helped m
any measure, by a cheery greeting, a card, a gift, a smile, we say “Than

CHRISTMAS IN CAMP

Christmas or not, the war goes on, and many of us had to spend our Christ-
mas in and around the camp. Our Christmas was none the less a festive season,
however, and on later pages we reproduce some of the photographs taken by
cur photographer a5 he wandered around the camp.

istmas Spirit_came really into evidence on December 22nd. True,
Groartoe past we had been denied access to No. 2 Dining Hall, and coloured
lights showing through its windows conspired with Christmas trees placed
sirategically about the camp to prove that the calendar wasn't lying, and that it
really was the eve of Christma t the Pantomime really brought this home
to us, for to us from the Old i e very word Pantomime has a Christmas
Ting.

yburn will not easily forget this Christmas.

If you saw the Panto, we think our photographs will remind you of it better
than any write-up in these pages; if you missed it the loss is yours, and noth.
ing we can write will atone for it. But a word of thanks would not be out of
place fo Tlight Lieutenant Whiteside, the producer, LAC. Wedd, writer of the
lyrics, Len Churton, who attended to the musical side, and to all members of the
cast and stage staft on a really splendid show

“hristmas Day brought the lmdmolml Chmtmas Dinner,
triumph "for the cookhouse staff, headed t. To its

taken without major disaster by the ORte =k s ria NG Tue, the
Padre’s fingers looked milky, and we saw F/Lt. Whiteside with his hands fiter-
ally full of pudding, but these were minor mishaps. We have it on reliable au-
ihorty that Sister Johnson was issuing LO.Us, there being 2 deplorable absence
of mistle general issue of the latest of late passes brought a memor-
able day o a close.
m December 19th a special show had been organised in Weyburn for the
Jocal CHIdsér and & week later on Boging Day a large mimber of thildren were
mcenamcu to a party in the camp, where fun and games a-plenty were the order
of the

ts production a
rving under-
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The handful of unfortunates who
were compelled to spend thur Lhn:t—
mas in Sick Quarters were for-
gotten. On Christmas Eve, members
of the concert party put on a show
for their benefit, and Christmas Day
itself was fully planned, from a visit
by Father Christmas, suitably loaded,
and a program of carols in the morn-
ing to a quizz and entertainment in
the afternoon, and a film show in the
evening.

We would rather have been at
home, of course, but we think that our
Christmas on the prairies could not
casily be improved upon, and we of-
fer our thanks to all those from C.0.
and S/L. “A” to AC2 C & B who con-
tributed in any way to our enjoyment.

A Merry Christmas in the Sickery.
13
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OFFICERS’ MESS (1)

BuLhm P/O Jones (EL),
ett, P/O Hearn (Old (.nun(ry mem-
ber), P/O Butt.

Who are the Rats?

Which three girls were recently
chosen “Miss Weyburn—1943"2

Too good for words—F/O. Large
Kate-ing on thin ice—Fickle F/O.
Frank.

Once upon a short time it was all
BUTT—now we hear it is all but over.

We understand that F/O Wheeler
rmvrsd Larly at the Mess Formal. Luck-
il “Snake” St. John was standing
Y. nd standing IN at the Pantomime
a few evenings la

We think F/O Hirsch gets wirsch and
wirsch.

F/O Rutledge is seeing things from
the ground—and singly for a few days.

Delightful, d’lovely Delaney reap-
peared recently and was seen “flashing”
at the Panto aiter a terrific reception.

F/

After the last formal danc
“Jonah” walked straight to his quar-
Surprising.

Heard at the “formal’”
one wears a moustache.
/Ldr. “Uppards” Greenwood was a
recent winner at the Sergeants’ Draw.
They closed the Draw before P/O
Caneycould win the Bar Stools,
Johnson recently held
\dmn promotion party.
/Ldr. recently declared, quote:

“No, the real

a

nr\,tl\m" matters now — including
ictory.

at the Formal Dance, P/O

arce, F/O. Dick Clancey and

P/O (Bm\uuoh) Bumr P/

Jones contented himself with “Local

formal” was a great success—
brought their ladies and

Churton

pranced around fo “Swinger”
and Company
$/Ldr. Thomas was fortunately in

town for the event. He departed for an
unknown destination (by air, of course)
at dawn the next morning.

Doc. Halson (Did you recognize
him?) almost neglected F/Lt. Stealey's
and F/O Miller’s partners.

K. H. “Line-Shoot” Ledbrook leit to
entertain a new audience in New Y

Searchers for post-Formal i
ment rendezvoused at stately down-
town McKinnon block. There seemed
to be a shortage of taxis from Weyburn
city that morning.

Nev\ Motto: “Careless Talk

—\ﬂtr a wet evumw at the Sergeants’
P/O Riby is writing a new book

P/O Carruthers' recent stay in Station
Hospital was brightened by 2 frequent
charming visitor. Interviewed,
Wheeler-and Reade and P/Os Webster
and Parkin each said “What can I do

about it?” Hart-less, we think.
Laidler-Whiteside scored a great
success with his Station Panto. We

understand he is working on a special
Officers’ Panto, entitled “Doc and the
Mess talk.”

F/Lt. Morris wishes to thank all offi-
cers who recently presented him with
a new best blue barathea.

1943 Saying—“Where there’s Hope,
there’s Life.”

“Uncle Tom” Isaac is due back any
day from a trip to “lil ol” New York.
He just_could not believe all those
stories Dick Clancey, Doc Halson and
Lionel Wheeler had fold fim

Heard at the Forma\—A“No No, that
one’s her husband.”

Decorating Dixon helped to make the
Mess bright for the festivities.

He himself was well lit at the dance.

Which Medical Officer did NOT re-
ceive a greeting card from the local
undertaker?

Which Officer—uninvited to Hawaiian
party in McKinnon block—attempted to
forceland on the doorstep during night
flying? Sarong thing to

F/O Wheeler was found asleep in the

s at mldm"ht mcnﬂy, (cnnlrary to
‘O.M. Regs. and C.0. N . Dreaming
of a White Shristmase

[nu dently C.O. No. 14 was to our

introduced the very day
Henley departed on Christmas
leave for a date with the stork.

An Officer BELIEVED fo b F/Lt.
Collingwood was recently seen in the

e

pti
% F|d:h

(ot et o totipage 10
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CORRESPONDENCE

I'0: O.C. Works and Bricks
From: L.A.C. F—.
sir,

1 beg to submit this my

be avoided, which latter are
30th December, 1942
At-4.49 p.m. B-U-L-
proceeding on my lawful way
quantity
(colour), which was er
and Airmen'’s Mes:

report on a collision with one of your vehicles, together
with my suggestions as to the way in which repetition of this a
submitted in accordance with DR

ent may best
0. No. 510, dated

)-V-A Bulova Watch Time on December 30th, whilst

about the camp | was made the recipient of a large

5t snow, blown info the air by a large moving object, yellow in color

ngaged in clearing the road running between the Drill Hall

i ine is, | gather, known as a Snow Blower, and in
Gperation it attempts fo remove hard-caked snow from the camp roads by

pick-

{4 it up by means of a form of scoop and blowing it backward through’a bent

chimney.
5. But I do not wish,
present time, so | will continue with m:

Sir, to question the efficacy of
account of the collision.

device at the
s I turned into

the road on which the collision occurred, 1 walked into the cloud of snow. blown

back from the blower. 1 was,

of course, fotally unaware
2 machine, and, believing myself caught in a blizzard,

that it originated from
took appropriate action,

lowering my head, placing my hands in the pockets of my greatcoat, and pro-
ceeding in small stumbling paces, cursing vehemently between clenched teeth.

4. As | proceeded in this manner, head well down, flaps
my groundspeed evidently was greater than that of the

that | came into collision with the rear of the said machine.

your machine nor myself sustained serious injury,

of snow deposited upon my person,

and purposes able to continue unaffected on my i

cidents of this sort, from which the airman con-

y escape unscathed, may be prevented, I beg

a signal hooter be affixed to the machine to indicate its presence

the same road as the machine, i

of having a large quantity

5. In order that further
cerned will not always of necessit
to suggest that
to anyone traversing

down too (20 cents),
blower, with the result
Fortunately neither
and apart from the inconvenience
1 was to all intents
way to my billet.

Failing this, |

uggest that

2 suitably colored or coloured dye be injected into the snow’ before it is expelled

from the machine, in order

that personnel may be able readil
tween a blizzard and the handiwork of the snow blower.

to distinguish be-
It is observed that

even in Canada a maroon blizzard is something of a rarity).

6. | submit, Sir, that until some such precautionary measures are taken this
aforesaid Snow Blower constitutes a serious hazard to the life and limb of many
an innocent airman, and should be withdrawn from service.

1 am, etc.,

We are pleased to record that S/Ldr.
Cox has had no further Safe trouble.
Even P/O Eills put up a new decor-
ation for Christmas.
oes Germain_ really
Station Orderly Officer Duties?
F/O Thomass car and a tractor re-
cently made Weyburn city.
the Formal, when someone asked
Stealey for the loan of his part-

like

At
F/Lt.

R W.F,

ner for a_dance, Stealey looked quite
Stealey—if you know what we mean.
Showers—even when greatcoats @
worn—are to be taken only in acc
ance with DR.O. 303
21/12/42.
Is P/O Whitfield Prim and Proper?
Heard after the Formal—Doc. Halson’s
remark: “I feel like a million dollars—
overdraft.”
15
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A SHORT HISTORY OF B FLIGHT

sion of our impending
niversary as a flight, we
are, without any apology, about
to reminisce.

ally remembered that
R me was in existence even before
the first course started flying, for the
purpose of getting our five Kites into
the air, equipped with two parachute
held together thanks to Mrs Hancocks
foresight in  provid the C.I with
cquipment t0 overcome nfualities,
and also to struc-
tors. We nﬂd LL( a( (Ila( hme three

Gréenhalgh, all of whom had the glori-
ous total of 30 hours on type, and three
who were in need of conversion, hav-
ing nil hours, to wit F/O Provenzano,
ex Eagle Sqmdmn, and our first
graduate to the my Air Corps,
Sat. de Roeck, now a P/0 i Kingston,
and Sgt. Easterman, now Flight Ser-
geant, and of course F/Sgt. Rowlands
(now W/0), who managed miracles of
maintenance’ with approximately one
screwdriver.

During the first three weeks of fly-
ing, which also were probably the finest
fhree weeks of ilyng weather we
have yet experience eyburn, some
S e S
departed to commence instruction of the
never-to-be-forgotten 30 Course. F/O
(“When 1 w; ‘ops’”) Provenzano

vas still Flight Commander, F/0 (now
and the Boss) Bennett had joined
and the remainder were F/O’ Stea-

EVERY

Once more the festive season is past,
together with its usual complement of
full stomachs and hangovers, and re-
gretfully the Accounts Wallahs realize
that they must put their noses to_ the
grindstone_once more and keep their
pencils well sharpened. It is with feel-
ings of great trepidation that we look
forward to the New Year, with Pay
Accounts wondering how many more
procedures are to be thrust upon H\em
and_equipment living in dread of the
Auditors’ fOrUlCOmm“ descent to dis-
turb their somnolent calm.

At the time of writing, most of the
staff have not returned from their Xmas.
leave and it occurs to us who are left

16

ey, P/O Greenhalgh, P/O Large (alias

P/O Prune), and F/Sgt. “Tubby Seb-
astian” Earp (“I'm tired of flying”).
. with. the beginnirig of No:
Course began also our efforts to fing
heat, and our curiously coincident
movement from hangar to hangar. Thus
every few days we were bundled into a
new hangar, there to huddle together
in the Flight Commander's office, wear-
ing greatcoats, flying clothing, and
newly acquired winter hats, with flaps
dnwn into, across, and duwn wind.
pite of it all, though, and in spite

o et etk e chequered
flag became more and more familiar,
No. 56 Course began to go solo, and
everyone started learnm;z about our
flying machine. “Chiefy” Rowlands be-
gan fo acquire more tools, and in their
spare time the ground crew—Molloy,
ardst taﬁe ‘Thompson and Allm,
supervised by Corporals Tom:
W Estwood o nsfeutied Chocks ortiust
used blocks of wood. Bradiord even
went to sleep over his chart

o e ey ‘Buttress.
On the F. 175 appeared the magic words
“From Buttress — to Buttress,” and
Ansons took off with staggering loads
of potential pilots. The most remark-
able things were done at Weyburn and
at Buttress to keep the aucraft service-
able, and words cannot describe the ex-
traordinary way in which “Chiefy”
Rowlands and “Robby” did their splen-
did jobs of work. The telephone work-
ed overtime, the ground crew worked
overtime, and the aircrew sometimes
got stuck. But of Buttress more in the
next issue. The whole episode deserves
a magazine to itself.

DEBIT

to wonder what sort of a line our “Rush
—this is for a soldier’ A/G. has been
shooting to his_ tootsie from Brooklyn,
whether our res rkeley Square
has really got himself married in Leth-
bridge, how many girls in Minneapolis
now llavL broken hearts over those two
gallant heroes of the skies Cpls. Luf
man and Warren; whether Cpl. Long-
atafte really did fell the folks in Chi-
cago that his “A” only means Auxiliary.
and whether Cpl. Drewery has_been
“nipping around smartly” in spite of
his “Blighty” feet. However all our
questions and - many more. will be
answered in a few days and so we sink
back into our lethargy with the inevit-
able cry “Roll on the Boat.

Fx
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SERGEANTS'

Many farewells this month. At last
“Chicfy" Brockington js onfhe boat
and he has taken with him Sgt
“Blondie” Brock had a great
send off from the gang and no doubt he
will remember the Mess-on-the-prairies
for many years to come.

We shall miss Tom va Tom has
now received his commission and_his
departure from our Mess to the Offi-
cers' coincided with
Ryckman on posting to Winoio

. Doug Campbell who has been

R e MR
in New Brun ick Thus most of the
Sergeants’ Concert Party left us
in one d'\y t only leaves Hal Jones

and Frank Hanmll and rumour has it
that Hal Jones is also sweating on the
boat and may be away shorty.

The Quiz programme on Saturday
nights has “caught on” and the “Oscar”
(now worth $6) has not yet been won.

Menbsre o stayed in camp over
Xmas were treated to a very unusual
sight for someone shaved half of Flight
geant Harrison’s moustache off, He
was very proud of his half moustache
until he woke up on Boxing Day morn-
ing and looked in the mirror.

MESS NOTES

Visitor to the Mess W.0.
Sowerby who paid us a call from Pen-
hold; af the request of Lofty Rainey hc
did his celebrated settee act. A fabl
of four sat up till the early hours bmd—
ing about the past.

S
The Xmas Draw was a W

Over $200 in prizes were d!slnbuted
during the evening and Mrs. Hancocks

and yres presided over the draw,
ngst fhe winiers were e Group
Cap ain, S/L. “A”, Wing Commander

Hancocks, an(l the fwo gem prizes went
to y who won a Bottle and
a Cockiail Se

~\ packet of ExLax was won by F/Lt

it RS

And, in_ conclusion, enq
whether “Tubby” Earp has buit that
Yot Trom Estevan fo Froude?.. .
Flight | Sergeant e e
RO.s It Bob Betts can do
A CP By remote control from Regina?
Who smacked the geranium at
Ron Gee’s house? . . . Is Dick Rich-
ardson teally posted to Servicing? . .
Was Sgt. Blacklock playing fn an or-
chestra 4t Comman

STORES

Amidst masses of inventories, vouch-
ers, CAPs., and all the other para-
phérmaiia. connected with our job, and
faced with the pleasant prospect of five
days absence from it all ahead of us,
we are attempting to contribute our
monthly effort to this month’s
“Gopher.”

Our building has recently ben caged
in and put outside the camp gates.
There have been several rumors float-
ing around as to why this has been
done, but we can assure you that it
wasn't done to keep you out—we can
never hope to do that, it seems! We
are pleased to observe, however, that
with the aid of Station Standing Orders,
DR.Os., our prominent notice board,
and umpteen verbal instructions, people
as generally getting to know our hours

business.

GOSSIP

A -year or so ago we were Housed
temporarily in No. 5 Hangar, trying to
post vouchers with one “gloved hand
and tend a smoking stove with the
other—and thinking of home. Tousy
we are permanently setfled within our
cage, working in comparative comfort

0 one leaves the door open!)—and
still thinking of home. Who knows, fo-
morrow may see_our dreams coming
true—and pigs might fly!

At the moment we are looking for-
ward, like everyone else, to a well-
earned rest, and—curse if! there goes
that bell. s, Sy, the Padre’s nven-
tory is read: . Sir, there are 1o
Siokiing. paraiisa fodhyes . Vees Sir
the paper worlds almost up (0

. Er, can [ have an early chit, Sir’

Look out, Winnipeg, here I come!
17

i



SPORTS

BOXING

The major sporting event of the
month was the first Station Boxing
Tournament, held in the Drill Hall
on December 15th, A very good even-
ing’s entertainment was énjoyed by a
large crowd. Several of the Contestam:
seemed rather short of training, but
mc standard of boxing was generally

The results were as follows:
(LA)C Thompson beat LAC. Jones

LAC. Walters beat Cpl. Tate
points,

LAC. Marshall beat AC. Howard on
points

Cpl. Farley beat LAC. Harris in the
second round.

LAC. Willi AC.

. Roberts beat LAC. Adams on

on

beat Annear on

poin
points.

IAC Recile beat LAC. Taylor on
nts.

LAC Stokes beat AC. Scott on pomts
During the interval a_mock "
bout was fought to a bitter and sur-

prising end. It togk the form of a
challenge ~match betwi ayed
eton Hartmei-andTommado~ Rabe

inson. The former, in spite of a flag-
rant disregard of the training rules re-
garding smoking (he entered the ring
betind an outsize cigan) administered
the k.o. wit paralyzing. effect
tilat it was 1ot kil fie al of

streteher that his opponent fell to the

floo
Anmller boxing munmmem is plan-
ned for 17th February. There is plenty
of time between now and tha( dﬂL for
training. There must be many people
on the camp who have sufficient know-
ledge of boxing at least to make a
showing. We hope that they will come
along, and thereby encourage others
o take part. Pilot Officer Ryley, who
organized the first tournament, has
several assistants, of whom are
cager and willng fo instruct and help
you in any way they can. ad-
vantage of their knowledge, e
up to the practices in the Drill Hall.

BASKETBALL

Most of us are very much beginners
at this game, and in order to help us
the Weyburn Collegiate team have of-
fered to come uP to the camp and show
us how. We have already met them
once in Weyburn, when
was be1tsn during extra time
points to 26. This s a pretty good ef-
fort wr our first e, but the result
e e o pnm{ What mat-
tered most was that those who played
saw their mistakes, lurmd something
about tactics, particularly the zone de-
Teice wiioh e ento alien oL
able barrier. The Collegiate team will
be visiting the camp shortly to give
us another game, and we hope that as
many of you as possible will come
along to take advantage of this oppor-
tunity of seeing the game.

A drunk in Manitoba

him,

Thought he sang like Tauba.
His neighbors talked it
And shot him dead—and soba.

H-e moral, then, is woha

de drunk or

Who sings like Ru.hard 'I auba
And lives in Manitob:

18
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THAT CHRISTMAS DINNER
AT YOUR SERVICE

1BCC Digtal Archive



Around the

Hangars

H

We wrote the most brilliant notes
ever for the December issue, but like
so many of our ace pupes on cross-
countries, they got lost for no appar-
ent reason. month, however, we
are rather at a loss, as there has been
s little flying that the pupes have had
little chance to do anything very
Prune-like: no ground-loops, no prangs,
no nothing . . . Or can it be because
we are so efficient?

First let us congratulate Flight Lieu-
tenant Walker on his elevation to the
Temple as Examin fficer. How-
ever, we also sympathise, as owing to
e size of the courses he will hd\e to
te himself info the back seats

sed buzz-boxes rather more
often than he would wish.

We also extend a_welcome to our
new Skipper, F/O. Griffiths, who has
already made his presence félt by sub-
letting all the awkward jobs to cach
and every one of his stooges. We
haven't seen F/O. Miller L
garden with his pick and s

Have any flights evolved new for-
mulae for the “Kours flown” charts? If
0, please give us the gen, as the ever-

2 red sector is demoralising
y5 e CaRce fiap s et reg-
ularly that our_fimekeeper hasn't a
chance to use his abundant supply of
sharp pencils.

We cannot be accused of lack of
keenness, as our skipper is always off
to Lang before daylight to examine
the weather from all angles—has the
per month anything to
And what else but our
enthusiasm can have caused the flare
path party to ask for danger money?

20

G

Since we last wrote, some changes
have taken place in the Flight, notably:
. Stevenson is carrying the whip
around for Chief Ledbrook, who is vis-
iting happier hunting grounds.

P/0. Nairn is growing a moustache
to confuse his pupils.

P/0. Jones became of age!

And P/O. Gerdes has become a to-
tal abstainer since becoming a victim
of a savage attack by hordes of pink
elephants.

Sergeant Evans  was suddenly
snatched from us and posted far ayay,
together with Bevan and Snag
Allen.  Although the Backbone of the
Flight has gone, we hide our tears as
best we can and carry on. At least
we have now two vacant chairs, and
can sleep in comparative peace. We
take this opportunity of welcoming
Set. Patton and AC.s Meara and Bell-
amy, and would like them to_know
that if things ever become complicated
poison can’ be obtained from Watts
at a cost of two cents.

On behalf of the ground crew we
wish to thank Mr. Stevenson and the
other instructors for so kindly remem-
bering them at Christmas, and can as-
sure them that from now on their en-
gines will fire on all cylinders.

LAC. Staines was so good in the Pan-
tomime that we have asked him to put
on a floor show in the _instructors’

gSomoral Bryan, with the kind
permission of the boys, is doing
part; he has promised fo swallow
broken glass, followed by two pints
of liquid cemen

Doctor Watkinson, having enjoyed a
White Christmas, is now ready fo re-
sume His advice (o those contemplat-
ing marria I such advice is free,
S et et sts guaranteed.

1BCC Diptal Avchive.



A

Christmas fills the mind of everyone,
and those not in the process of being
blackmailed are busy blackmailing.

Here are some gems we have picked
up whilst passing through Pete’s han-
gar:

“In only five days I spent $1.50. Ex-
pensive places, these farms!”

“Pli send you a mink coat, several
diamond rings, and a box of Kleenex.”
(The Kleenex has arrived.)

“Remember the wizard blonde and
that brunette, like Lamarr, and that
redhead—gosh, that redhead!” Heard
three carriages away on the train: “1
don't worry, Vll be home by April!”

Enough of that! Let's switch on the
microphone concealed in  the  pupils’
room . - -

One of our pupils seems very for-

{unate in his allocation of instructors:
it seems he struck a_pri
When asked what his
of a Harvard was like,
I wouldn't say they
what shook me was
ity.

rima donna.
first experience
he replied “Well,
were quiet, but
their vocal abil-

I looked up to ask my instructor
ere the music came from over the
inter-comm, but I decided against it
when all I could see in the rear vision
irror was a set of gleaming teeth and
a quivering moustache.”

We seem to be blessed with a bril-
liant pair of financiers amongst the “A”
Flight ground-crews; rumour has it that
Birch and Love can turn a five dollar
bill into a hundred quarters. We envy
them.

They say our Ledbury is flying high
these “days. Perhaps those pyjamas
have gone to his head.

Our ex-boy, Blondie, seems to have
the real Service spirit, always opens
his eyes at Reveille, picks up a paper,
lights a cigarette, and lies back fo reap
the benef his early morning Work.
He must enjoy listening to the Austra-
fian vernacular, or perhaps he’s only
young, and wants to learn to swear.

Heard a Certain Sergeant talking
about a Kiwi from Aotearoa. Seems
{his Kiwi took an unholy delight in
demonstrating_advanced aerobatics to
@ certain pupil of his who had been
partaking of the holiday spirit. But why
the blazes turn round and ask with a
cynical smile “Did you like that last
SYe?" You have to be polite in war
time, more’s the pity.

They tell me the Calgary air IS ¥ty
bracing these days, and “is an_ ideal

Tace for war-weary tourists to regain
their lost vitality. i
saw there the other day,
they discovered didn't leave them wi
thai Vitamin A look. But it might
have been Vitamin E . .

It seems a certain Squad,
was once a Navy man.
think it's quite the thing to whistle
“Anchors Aweigh” when he calls at 6
am, These “wallabies” certainly have
queer habits.

We, the “boys,” and the Boss him-
self would like to take this opportunity
of wishing one and all the very best
of New Years.

Back fo the old grind now? Let's do
that, eh?

F

Amid a fanfare of gosports in har-
mony, “F" Flight, No. 64 Course, pas
©s from grim reality to colourful mem-
ory. | When jet-propelled _stratocrait
are landing at Weyburn airport, senile
areasemonkeys will foregather o re=
fate how, back in '42, they helped to
pull the chocks away for the Flight
that set up the all-time day-flying re-
ord. U/t riggers of future autogyro
Timousines will listen in awe fo an 0cto-
enarian propswinger telling of how
they set the night-flying record at 41
SETS. Nor will the tale of E and
¥ Fiights’ joint night-flying figures lose
anything in the telling.

Hark ye, pupes of 1043, to the times
set up by the last of the 1042 courses
", . (Deleted by censor).

Such an achievement can only
celebrated in one manner. To the ac
companiment of the whirling drone of
prope in fully fine, a virgin aircraft,
Pneullied by pupes, was wheeled forth
from the immediate reserve. Three-

Commander
we don't

be

two i 8

X brave and seliless piiot stood forth
fo perform the ceremony. Amid much
Walling and lamentation he took the
plane forth to Lang and dashed it
headlong into_the ground.
dedication.

up and used as gremiin charms. (N.B.
Chuirses to follow please note that this
ceremony only be satisfactorily
performed by a ginger-headed airman.)
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But though the letters of loved ones
ﬂowed mm the nmcers mess some
days e the Wings de,
bers of |he Flgh( feei (hey have iauled
lamentably, Despite all their efforts,
P/0. Hopeful still tries to land his kite
as though it were fitted with skis.
Sergeant Netherlands’ acquaintance
with accommodating duty pilots_has
improved faster than his flying. P/O.
Sedge still insists upon practising aero-
batics long after the chequered flag
has gone up.

Stoogepilots Twister and Deadly
were of course beyond hope when they
came here, and it would take more
than a hurricane to drag W/O. Bles-
semall from his bed before noon.

We have done our best, but there
was too much for one course to do.
Training the C.I to lower the under-
cart and not the flaps is a job for fu-
ture courses. To them we hand over
the controls, in the earnest hope that
they in their turn will leave their in-
strictors a little better than they find
them.

And so, with a flourish of chequered
flags, the last of the 1942 courses

lts me agane, Joc. They avt found
im yet (Willy Prangit i mene).
e

meries): Cuddent fell yew ware e wos
(Willy) on akownt of no wun to re-
leave im (the F.C) on y. He
opes to ave is tail reddy by nex munths
gofer,

December was wot they call Instruk-
ters Paradice they rushed into the krew
room shouting Bagzerclamp and Wer-
/U»u’ evry day and after droring lots

&= oo ad fo b the e nent
s ol Pl e
we ad to clene the kites long after
every wun ad gorn. lts the same the
ole wurld over as they say. Cor thares
that sarjint agane he biads us rigid
orl day. “Yor Lite as bin_down
minits . e egzaminin nfﬁcer
s mashin in_arfanour”

wonts
“Wossermarrer wiv 72" . . . Push’
umin pushumout pushumin. %26 mis-
ter Ros a
Why. dhdnt 1 foin the army?
Appy 100 yer.
Joe.

22
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It is now two months since “C” Flight
last contributed to these columns, but
in a general glow of benevolence en-

gendered by the prospect of five days
buckshee leave, we are prompted to
ask a few questions:

Which u/t always takes an unopened
packet of English Players with him to

ink?

Which instructors will become of
age next month? And will they then
really be allowed m 2o up without a
pupe s safety pilof

a u/t drops hls pencil on a Cross
Cm.mry Willie slow roll to recover it?

‘Who caught the clock on Christmas
Eve?

Does No. — always fly with a side
panel off?

Is there a future in 0.0., or is it just
for old times sake?

There are a lot more things we want
to know, but the tram e due in any
time now,

Hopot New eas ool ol

E

We must apologise 1nr mlssm;{ mlt
on last month’s Flight Not
the “Gopher” sales mdm dmp H
badly.

nce more another course of dash-
ing aviators has come and gone. The

st of luck and Happy Landings to
No. 64 Course!
li\"lLy Cpl. Cooper, “D”" Flight!
Ple. over your chief gremlin
catcher. lwo of your pets are tying
knots in our aileron Lontml cables.
ome to Cpl. s, who has
foined us from Ma]ors They say he
went away at Chns(mas and came
back with"a cute bride. Connramla—
tions, Cpl. and Mrs. Cocks, and Best
Wishes from the Flight.

Congratulations to P/O. Riby on ob-
taining his commission.

Before we leave our crew room and
2o off on our New Years g
cast an eye at nm Sur\meablllty oy
We are most sed to see that all
aireraft ﬂre :erv!ce'xble’

all investigation at any
other time, but we've got fo run like
mad 10r lhat train, although it’s bolmd
to
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After_having disposed of No. 62
Course in the usual manner, we turned,
1ot without a twinge of uneasiness (of
was it remorse?) to the purveying of
gen to No. 70 Course, who eventually
took to the air after waiting nearly a
week for the notorious Canadian win
ter to demonstrate to what lengths it
would go in order to keep them on
the ground. (“Oh, yes, in Canada
there are 360 flying days each year.”)

Meanwhile Sgt. Dakeyne went into
retirement, recovering from mumps,
Going on sick leave, filling up clearance
certificates, pushing out the boat, buy=
ing a uniform, and eventually emerged
a Pilot Officér, complete with Ilofty
winfer cap. He is now hovering uncer-
tainly_between Minneapolis, Weyburn,
and Calgary, and is the recipient of our
most_sincere congra hay-
ing at last vacated S pmmnn of “Joe,”
the occupation of which is now un-
dispute

“The Boss's” time is now taken o
with trying fo think of things to el
Cpl. Lambeth to invent, and with m
@ “What a beautiful chart; naE
a mark on itl” whereas P/0. Dixon is
e s  busy as anything, drawing,

mptory instructions, and

Sontriputing areaty to the growth of
 hair on Sgt. Tomes' head by put-

fine unserviceable any. aeroplane. e
lays eyes on. Flight Sergeant Plum-
mer gets so disturbed about it that he

sometimes puts the other leg up on
the tal

We have lost two of the
crew, LAC. Mark and AC. Huck, due
& adedtitity o bosrd: the Boaf
While we are sorry to see them go,
we cannot commiserate with them. We
are'more than envious.

Hitler has no advantages over Fly-
ing Wing Headquarters when it comes
to New Orders. They are so prolific
that P/O. Knowles takes them up and
down the tow-line with i, He says
they take his mind off things.

D

Great news! LAC. Birkhead has at
last _caught The Boat, after sweating
on the top line for several months past.
When the news was broken to him,

cround

he sighed and said he didn't want to
go, and they had to escort him round
the camp fo make sure he got his
clearance certificate signed.

Ve welcome to_the Flight Col
mpson. He takes the place of Cpl.
s et
Moose Jaw, to judge from recent re-
ports.
ince one of our pupes, LAC. Marshall,
won his bout in the recent Boxing
Tournament LAC. Steele has been fan-
cying his chances as a_professional
Thanks to the excellent advice of LAC.
Morley, he can now beat up his own

F/O. Rutledge is getting rather wor-
tied over one of his pupes, tall, dark
and handsome Romeo Marriott, who is
now wandering around with a far-
Zway look in those “come-hither eyes
of hie. We wonder who it can be this
oui S

The whole Flight was amazed the
other day at the sight of “Flash” Har-
is, told to deliver a message to F/O
tephen. the weather was cold,
“Flash" " quickened s siep almost o
runming pace. - Amid great applase
from. fhe. lads he charged dow
formde past. /Lt Mari bighiof wes
so surprised that he dropped his para-
chute, and at last reached the brave
Sir Galahad of the skies. “Dual only,
Sir?” he panted, and then turned around
and thundered back into the hangar.

LAC. Horrocks claims ~the entire
credit for this amazing occurrence. And
we must agree that his cocoa is a most
dangerous brew.

B

You know, getting out this magazine
i print light stuff,
are silly.

we

If we don't, they say we are too
serious.

If we clip things from other maga-
zines, we are t0o lazy to write our-
selves,

If we don’t, we are too fond of our
own stuff.

I we domt print contributions, we
don’t appreciate real geni

If we do print them, the magazine
is full of junk.

What would you do, chum?
25
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WOPPORTUNISM

have discovered a secret weapon. that drops from the lips of that clan
No, ot that sort of Secret Weap- Of paragons, the Wireless Ops, o wider
spheres of experience? = For, instance;
on the Ground School instructors $PREres o Bxperience? ror. i
1l you is a deadly secref, and no p € 3
tell’ y g 3 (,an( you just hear those ex-brats be—
telling tales out of School, yet which i YOUNGS AL HHOSC, e "heen i
every magazine you read makes a point  §11"0E L How, wher youve
g mevesling ol Sl 00 DY Presmile, - Just pluin s nl
Secret Weapon is the fully aerobaic timately you find they've about as
gopher. h much service (and a fellow who can find
In this game of Commish. Last pothing more to boast about than the
week my light Commander taxied length of time he has been in the R.A.F.
into the kite 1 was trying to start "l! is nearer the lunatic asylum than those
He didn’t noticeably damage it. There fellows who put on skates and “crack
I'was.  And there was he.. 1 knew he the whip" there)—about as much ser-
couldn’t make it, and he knew I knew yice, | say, as the fellow I met at Grove
e couldnt make it, but he wasn't go- Court. He had just learned to say
ing to call out a joe to yan “brassed” with the correct slant, and
wheel round with a pupc as audlence was Lomplammw hmuly of life in the
I felt a sudden push, and he swung RAF. him how long he had
gaily into position. That, e iy e R duy ! be pepiens
The Walrus and the Carpenter were
walking to and fro’;
ThLv binded rigidly o see such quan-

And_it very nearly was. But, my
dear Sir, not quite. ~For there comes.
a day when the editor of any station
maga: es into a flat spin. That
oy is, knawn {0 the initiated as the
day of going to press. Pat him on
the back and hand him a manuscrip
right then, and he'll "rab the vilest
piece of b]atkmall as “cop

, 1S it Commish? Or  “How the heck would | know .
e e And anyway, who cares,” said Chips,

So much for the preamble. Did it who always was a cantankerous old

ever occur to you to apply the gen codger.

THERE IS A “FUTURE” IN IT

At the Christmas dinner the Com- criticism is usually the fellow who is
manding Officer congratulated the Unit ~good at that very job himself, or who
on the way in which everyone on the at least has ideas which would be much
Station had worked together to make more valuable if they were presented
the Unit a happy one. before the show or whatever it is

Here at Weyburn we have probably Which is being put on. There is no
as full a program of recreational, social place at this Unit for the back seat
and entertainment events as an drive
Station, but in most cases all the work  Shall we see fo it ihat during ihis
is doné by a handful of enthsiasts, second year of No. 41 each of us finds
who give up much more of their time 4 job to do in which he really can play
and energy than we should reasonably  his part in promoting the happiness of
expect of them. his fellows. The Bands, the Concert

It is very easy to criticise destruct- Party, the Dramatic Society, the Male
ively, but destructive criticism is Chords, and—yes, you guessed it!—this
generally valueless. The only person magazine, will be especially glad of
qualified to engage in constructive your assis

“If seven erks wily seven brooms should

veep for half a year,

Do )nu suppose,” the Walrus said,
They'd then please Sergeant

‘The Flying Gopher is published on the 15th of each mon(h by and for the
entertainment of the personnel of No. F.) at Weyburn, Sask-
atchewan, Canada. Printed for the Pubhshers y The Weyburn "Review.
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