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EDEFO-R AL

HRISTMAS has always been known as the Children’s Festival and
yet it has a far more reaching application than that. True to-day
there is a tendency to play on the emotions of childhood and commer-
cialize our finer sentiments yet Christmas has a message of hope and
joy for each individual.

The “Christ-Mass” brings its ageless message of: ‘Peace on Earth
to Men of Good-will.” And if our hearts are atune, we like the Shepherds
of old may still hear the glorious angelic song above the din of battle
and the confusion of every-day life.

Christmas brings the eternal message of the Fatherhood of God and
the Brotherhood of Man. Only in the fulfilment of that Divine precept
can humanity realize its destiny. All the petty philosophies of in-
dividuals become dwarfed and so inferior when measured by the
Philosophy and Way of Life that the first Christmas brought to the
world. How little even after two thousand years we really grasp the
implications of the Christmas Message.

A CHRISTMAS EVE PRAYER

O Lord, there sit apart in lonely places,
On this the gladdest night of all the year,
Some stricken ones with sad and weary faces
To whom the thought of Christmas brings no cheer.
For these, O Father, our petition hear,
And send the pitying Christ-Child very near.

And there be tempted souls this night still waging
 Such desperate warfare with all evil powers;

Anthems of peace, while the fierce strife is raging,

_ Sound but a mockery through their midnight hours;

For these, O Father, our petition hear,

And send Thy tempted Christ-Child very near.

Lord, some sit by lonely heartstones, sobbing,
Who feel this night all earthly love denied,
Who hear but dirges in the loud bells throbbing
For loved ones lost who blessed last Christmastide.
For these, O Father, our petition hear,
And send the loving Christ-Child very near.
—Selected.

TO ALL OUR READERS AND FRIENDS WE EXTEND THE WISH -
FOR A HAPPY AND BLESSED CHRISTMAS AND IN THE
NEW YEAR FOR PEACE.

—“THE EbITORS”
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Ether Drippings

By R. W. Hicks

FTER a few months of idleness, convalescence and a little face lifting
the guys and ga]s from behind white walls are getting out of the old
wheel chair and getting back into the limelight, hence the following
contributions of poetry, bouquets and cracks, wise and in some cases
perhaps unwise.
The items in this column have been contributed by personnel from
not the biggest section but beyond a doubt the most popular on the
station—that’s right folks it’s the hospital, so here we go.

This was overheard in the treatment room a short while ago and I
think it shows the spirit of this man’s army even when they are sick.

A certain L.A.C. went on sick parade with a head cold and the M.O.
prescribed steam inhalations for him. The treatment room orderly fixed
up the inhalation and proceeded in the usual manner by placing a
sheet over the patients head and the inhalator. While under the sheet
this L.A.C. suddenly shouted; “Help I can’t see.” Another Airman wait-
ing for treatment heard him and rushing over to him said “Why what’s
the matter?” “I’ve got my eyes closed, stupid” was the reply from our

sick L.A.C.
Hail and Farewell

The Hospital Staff bade farewell to S/L Racicot this month, along
with F/LT. MacDonald. They were both very popular men and our
loss is another stations gain. We wish them the very best at their new
station.

We had the pleasure of welcoming F/LT. MacGougan to our hos-
pital this month. He has proven himself a very fine and likeable officer
in the short time we have known him and we hope that his stay with
us will be a long and happy one.

We welcome the new Nursing Sisters Paddison, Sleeth and Mac
Lellan.

By the time this issue gets to press our congratulations to F/S
Gillan of the dispensary on his recent vow of “for better or for worse”
will be a little late but here they are anyway Gil.

If any of you girls of the W.D. section are going to the next
Sergeant’s dance and happen to meet a certain F/S from the Hospital
orderly room don’t send him for a cup of tea because it seems that
this particular lad is a little absent minded about coming back. I think
from here on, George, we will let Rosie take it up.

From the department that handles those mysterious X-Rays we are
expecting some interesting developments. In that department a certain
young lady was very recently ‘filed’ away. Imagine finding you in
position like that Miss Kennedy. Could it be that you are blushing?

To get back to something a little more serious we offer for your
approval a poem written for the GANDER by a very versatile young man
from the treatment room L.A.C. Thomas,
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Some folks are always grousing,
It’s a shame to hear them rave,
If they would spend more time working,
Think of the time it would save.

Work isn’t so bad if you do it and grin,
It really makes life worth while,

So the next time you feel like grousing,
Just hold up your head and smile.

Our column wouldn’t be complete without something from the
girls in white who are always around with a charming smile and a few
words of encouragement to the boys who are flat on their back when
they need it most. The following is an incident that took place a short
while - ago:

One of the W.D. Hospital Assistants was looking after a very sick
patient in one of our private wards. On this particular morning our
trim little assistant was carrying out part of the patients treatment by
taking in his early morning glass of milk. On entering the room which
had not yet become very light she walked to the bed and gently put
her hand under his head to raise him up and said “Be a good boy, wake
up and take your milk.” Only when the patient had partly sat up in bed
did our little assistant realize that this was not her patient. It seems
that during the night her patient had been moved to another ward and
in his place was a high ranking Naval officer. It could be called your
most embarrassing moment, couldn’t it Miss Hamilton?

—OKHWH.

What prominent young lady from the hospital kitchen was reported
_ to have been seen at the Rec. Hall with her ‘Father’(?) At least you

could have told us about it Jeanie.

It is rumored that the bearded and lengthy locked hermit from the
same department has suddenly come out into the bright lights after a
“short illness. That visit to the wards certainly did something to this
shy, quiet individual, for he has suddenly developed a flare for the
limelight. Almost any evening you can see this bearded Swami tripping
the light fantastic or heading for the American ‘Opry House’ with one
or more of those desireable, rosy cheeked W.D’s. How about letting
your hair down and giving us the straight dope on the situation Penny!

To our young lady of the nimble feet we would like to ask a
question: How do you keep those five guys from tearing each others
hair out Winnie? e

The guys and gals around this section are a little amazed at the
actions of a certain corporal who has recently arrived from No. 8
S.F.T.S He has suddenly become allergic to our fair W.D’s. Could it
be that he was wronged at some time or other by someone from that

articular section or on the other hand does pretty Marion in Toronto
still hold all the cards? Why keep the gang guessing Norm!

Before ending our column we would like to extend a welcome back
to L.A.W. Purvis after her long period of illness. Now that you’ve
returned to our fair Metropolis we hope that you will enjoy nothing
but the best of health from here on.
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SIX MONTHS IN GANDER
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The Women’s Division-—

Then and Now

PART - I—CIVILIAN

MornING—Gets up about 8 a.m., decides to wear new sweater 1o work.
Listens to radio before going to work and arrived ten minutes late.
When Boss comes in asks for afternoon off in order to shop for new
formal for firm annual ball next evening.

NooN—Decides to go easy on lunch, remembers old waist line, orders
calad. Gets hair done like Veronica Lakes because he admires her.
Can’t decide whether to buy lipstick and nail polish to match at hair-
dresser’s, but does finally, expects raise at first of month.

AFTERNOON—Shops, can’t decide between jersey dinner dress and black
evening dress with sequin jacket. Gets both still depending on forth-

coming of raise.

Evening—Takes good hot bath and takes time getting ready for date,
decides to keep him waiting a while, as it is about time he had a talk
with parents. Can’t decide whether to wear sweater and skirt or silk
jersey dress. The sweater has its points, but decides to wear dress.
Unable to go in car because of gas rationing but decides to wear high
heels anyway, they do more for self. Feels she hurt his feelings by
neglecting to notice his shiny buttons—how was she to know he cared

about the darn things.

At DancE—Wishes had worn sweater and skirt, feels overdressed in
jersey number. Feels self-conscious becauset of small run in nylons.
Danced with all services, but conersation was over head unless centered
on self. When stringing favorite line was told “off the beam,” puzzled,
but doesn’t think it a compliment. Danced with five officers, they look
wonderful in their uniforms which are softer to lean on but their

dancing is stiff unless they are.

ArrivaL HomEe—Wishes Dad would not drop shoes so loudly so often,
most embarrassed when Mother asks if he is gone yet. Asks if he would
like a lunch, then wishes he’d said no because she hates to make lunches.
Wishes he would say goodnight and mean it, for a change. Tells him
he has to work hard next day, and needs sleep. Thanks him for lovely
time and when door closes behind him kicks off shoes and wishes feet
could be screwed off and left to soak overnight. Tries to finish True

Confession novel, but falls asleep with lights on.

PART II—R.C.A.F. (W.D.)

Morninc—Rises at 0630 hours, (or is supposed to rise), shines,
polishes, washes, sweeps floor, makes bed, dashes to mess-hall for 5
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minute breakfast and arrives at work at 0800. Makes out pass for 2330
hours and gives it to Corporal to give to Sergeant to get signed by W.D.
Officer. Settles down to a hard days’ work, wondering who is to get
all the “JOE” jobs this day, knowing full well it will probably be her.
Noon—Leaves the office and dashes madly for the post office for the
mail that hasn’t arrived yet—T.C.A. grounded again. Eventually arrives
at the Mess-Hall, hungry as a bear, thinks of waistline, but passes by
steam-table, emerging with the whole business in her arms—having
concluded that most of the other girls are fatter than she is anyway.
Why aren’t there handles on the cups? During dinner gossips with
other girls that she ate too much as usual, but is going to have a daily
round at badminton or bowling every day to make up for it.
AFTERNOON—Tossed for chocolate bars and lost, so had to borrow two
bucks till pay-day. Tells herself that she must quit eating candy any-
way, knowing that this is a most foolish pledge, with Christmas just
around the corner. Remembers that she has to bowl at 1700 hours,
wonders how in h they expect her to work till 1700, bowl at 1700,
eat at 1700, and change into her bowling togs at 1700, all at once, and
still be there on time. Always manages to make it though. Puts on
shorts for bowling, looks in mirror and scurries back into slacks re-
membering that there will probably be some airmen there to heckle.
EveniNG—Bowling over, broke a 100 for the first time, tears back to
barracks, takes quick shower before all the hot water is used up, shines,
polishes and presses. Scrambles through locker, emerging with clean
shirt, only to find that Sergeant Major Rudd has stripped off all the
buttons (while it was in the Laundry). Frantically shouts the length of
the barrack room for some safety pins. Ah! ready at last. The Corporal
enters the room, just as she is about to leave. Hopefully stands by as
the Corporal’s eyes rest on that non-issue shirt, wishes she were a
Sergeant and could tell that Cpl. off. Ends up changing shirts, Rushes
out to Chestnut Boulevard, and finds her gallant airman among the
crowd, holding up a tree.

At THE THEATRE—Glares at escort for enjoying his gum so much
when she can’t do likewise in public. Looks daggers at the party gigling
behind them during the show. Saw show six months ago, but the three
of them (him, her, and his rifle) are enjoying it again. Gets separated
from escort during mad rush to get out of theatre, stumblees on the
rocks outside, as he dashes madly up to her. Saunter home the long
way—up the Receiver Road, come back faster than they went up.
Glances nervously at watch at 2328, at 2329 tells him that holding hands
and loitering in front of barracks just isn’t done, Makes door of B.B.
110 at 2331, only to meet duty N.C.O. as she sprints up the stairs—
smiles trustingly as she passed and keeps on going.

Tip toes up to her own bunk, starts whispering to the other girls
about the show, only to hear a stern “Settle-down” from the direction
of the Room Corporals bed. Gets into dressing gown and disappears
into washroom. Rinses off make up, and tries to get into the room
again quietly, but wind bangs door shut and rouses the ’ire of Cpl.
Westcott again. Hurries past and climbs into top bunk, falling sound
asleep before realizing that the pillow is lumpy and hard.
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“Post Office Chatter”

ELL folks, here we are again to give you a few tidbits from the in-
side of the Post Office. Lately Caroline, (Soapy to us) has been
busy knitting, we wonder what from the shape its taking, it ain’t for
Britain, but we think it has something to do with the King’s Regulations;
of course we don’t blame her, its pretty cold these nights down by the
railroad tracks. Nancy, the innocent member of our staff has been
going around singing, “Somebody else is taking my place”, could it be
that that certain charming member of the hospital staff took some one
else out???? Joy, when you are standing gazing into space, what are
you thinking of? Wonder if it could have something to do with a
certain C.P.C. from No. 2. We understand the skating on Dead Man’s

COMEON . . _
GIMC SOME MAll ..0R ELsE

is good, even during a blizzard. By the way we wonder who the W.D.
is that the “Ladies Man’ of our Corp has been trying to date? His efforts
are obvious but so are the results, obviously nil. Maybe you had better
change your technique George. Enough said about No. 2 Glamour Boy,
here’s to No. 1, Hank, Gander’s gift to the W.D’s, he’s still evading or
maybe he is thinking of the girl back home, home being a little place
on the outskirts of Hamilton known as “London.” Be elusive Hank,
show her you don’t care and give us a break. Last but not least there’s
our Sgt. who hails from a small town called Edmonton. Say you East-
erners what do you mean small. He must be tired of telling us the rates
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and otherwise helping us prepare for Trade Tests, but he’s as glad as
we are when its all over. Sgt. spent a few days in the hospital not so
long ago, and we hear that he was well taken care of. Well we always
knew our hospital assistants were well taken care of.

We of the P.O. Staff have our troubles just like any other section,
main difficulty this month was the day the girls heard they could take
their trade test and remuster to P.O. Clerks, but happy was the day we
all passed. Our greatest dread is the days there’s no boat mail and
T.C.A. informs us that the ceiling is Zero and flying is washed out. Now
being merely.Postal Clerks we don’t understand all that technical lan-
guage. Maybe Soapy could explain, she spends most of her time talking
with a certain Sgt. Aircrew to learn all the terms.

Early in December construction was begun on the “Walls of
Jericho.” Confusion reigned supreme, Hammers, Nails and Boards and
Airmail dont exactly mix so don’t be surprised if some of your folks
write and want to know why the heck they received a hunk of ply board
instead of the usual letter. Our new theme song by the way is “He’s
only a bird in a Gilded Cage.” And if it weren’t for our number one
Scrounger Scottie, we’d all no doubt starve. That’s O.K. Scottie more
power to you, all contributions thankfully received. Just one word
about Jeanie, our efficient driver. We wonder if a certain Sgt. is as
dreamy as she is, how about it Len???? As for the Airmen and Air-
women we serve, we want to thank you all for your patience and
courtesy. We know you get discouraged at times when we continually
shake our heads and mutter those final words, ““Nothing To-day,” but
nine times out of ten you smile and thank us. That takes courage to be
polite when you really are disappointed and worried about not hearing
from home. So to all of you a “Merry Christmas and a Happy New
Year” from all of us Postal Scruff.

Famous Last Words
- Sgt. Buckingham:—Isn’t there a letter from Corner Brook for me
to-day?

Scotty:—Nancy will you please clean my shoes to-night, I have
to meet him after work.

All of Us:—When do we eat? and who goes first?

An QOutsider Looks at tﬁe
Post Office

coT to thinking the other night about just how important our Post

Office is to this Station. Can you imagine what would happen if we
should suddenly find ourselves without a Post Office and incidently,
without any mail. Did I say incidently? That’s putting it mildly. There
would be no more scanning of skies for good old T.C.A. Good weather
or bad weather wouldn’t mean a thing any more and this thing called
morale would take a sudden nose dive. As for land mail, that mon
strosity we fondly call the Newfie Express isn’t good for much of any-
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thing except to bring our parcels in to us so the railroad would probably
go bankrupt or something. If that ever happens, I hope it is the’ or
something! And last but by no means least, there’d be no more Scottie,
which would take the heart right out of the Station. Am I right, Buck?
Anyway, you can see that this lack of mail is leading straight to catas-
trophe. But is it that ' way now? No, Sir! Day in and day out we troop
into the Post Office for the “tie that binds” and the service with a smile
that goes with it.

I've yet to figure out just how they all stay as cheerful and pleasant
as they do. It doesn’t seem to matter how rushed they are or how many
times a day they are practically called a liar and a dope when they have
had to tell someone that there was no mail for them or whether they
feel good or bad—the pleasant atmosphere stays put—and is that
something.

Of course there is the social angle too. Lots of fellows somehow
or other seem to get sidetracked into some convenient corner with a
W.D.—and what corner isn’t convenient—with a date for that night as
the net result, but so what—you_ have to keep romance alive somehow
and it is getting a little chilly out these days.

_ Lots of times too, you run into someone there that you haven’t seen
for sometime and you sort of get together and discuss the situation and
if there isn’t any situation to discuss—well, who cares—it’s fun anyway.

So to all those swell guys and gals in the Post Office who hang out
on the other side of the wicket, may I say—more power to you and
long may you stay with us—without you we just ain’t.

iThe Discipline of Sport

REAL sport is an antidote to fatalism;.the deep objective of games is

really to train one’s reflex of purpose, to develop a habit of
keeping steadily at something you want to do until it is done. The
rules of the game and the opposition of other players are devices to
put obstacles in your way. The winner must keep everlastingly after
his objective with intensity and continuity of purpose.

Wilfred Trotter, the famous English surgeon and philosopher,
once remarked: “I think the great contribution the English have made
to the valuable things of world culture is this: an interest in struggling
for an unpredictable goal. As you go eastward from the British Isles,
you run into cultures of gradually increasing susceptibility to fatalism.
The Englishman’s games have made him less fatalistic, and as a result
of the discipline of sport he will keep struggling even though his in-
tellect would indicate his cause to be lost.”

An American soldier in Newfoundland was giving some illustra-
tions of the size of his country. “You can board a train in the state of
Texas at dawn,” he said impressively, “and twenty-four hours later
you’ll still be in Texas.”

“Yes, said one of his listeners, with feeling, “we’ve got trains like
that here too.”
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A LONELY AIRMAN’S LETTER TO HIS SWEETHEART

Dear Sweetie:

I was getting pretty tired of Gander so told the C.O. I was quitting
and headed for Glenwood; a small village. Not AWOL, just on pass.
Am staying at a place where one gets lots of sleep and very muchee
good good. Oh, man, cream and strawberries are Heaven after eating
that Air Force food. This place has all the comforts of home. Soft
chairs, sofas, clean towels and linen (for a change) and the people are
very hospitable. My daily routine is different that on the station where
one gets up at seven o’clock (?), dashes madly to the mess hall for
breakfast, then makes a fancy spurt to the parade ground for 8 o’clock
parade. After that little ceremony. our airmen do something all morn-
ing which some call work and others call “swinging the lead.” At the
first stroke of twelve noon, our happy airmen prance merrily to the
aforesaid mess-hall and partake of what passes for dinner. Make a
complaint to the 0.0. about the meal and you wash dishes, so we
meekly keep silent. From then on, you have the choice of improving
your mind by reading, improving your beauty by sleeping, or improving
your pocket-book by playing crap or poker. However, I must be stupid
because I never win and yet all the boys continually brag about how
fat their roll is getting.

Then comes 1.30 p.m. again and we all troop out on the parade
ground with pleased looks on our silly faces, happy at the thought of
going back to work (?). The afternoon passes fast enough if we talk
to each other on such important topics as the war, girls, current events,
girls, witch craft, girls, Bob Hope, and, oh yes, I nearly forgot, girls.
About 4.30 in the afternoon, everyone has developed a peculiar habit
of turning one’s head in the general direction of the clock. The clock
has protested against this practice on several occasions but apparently
has given it up as a bad job. I personally believe it was getting self-
conscious. Anyway, when Mr. Clock decides that it is 5 p.m., there is
another general stampede for the mess-hall just to see how things are
in those parts. Once again, our happy warriors exercise their bridge-
work on a particularly appetizing section of cow’s tail which somehow
passed into this country under the title of beef. The cows in Canada
must be turning cart-wheels lately for the beef on one’s plate looks as
if it might join in the table conversation, too. (That last line doesn’t
make sense but I could never make sense since I came to Gander).

Then begins the evening’s round of fun. Would you like to dance,
go to a show, or go to a concert? If it’s dancing, then wait until Friday
night for the airmen’s dance, providing the officers don’t have a
priority on the band. On such occasions our brow beaten airmen have
to turn on their most pleasing personalities and woo a female in
uniform of all things. However, they are women under the uniform, I
guess. Trying to shag or do the routine with Air Force boots is some-
thing like an ostrich going through a ballet dance number. And when
a brother airman cuts in on your partner, just smile sweetly and kick
him on the knee so that he is out of action for the rest of the evening.
He may growl at you the next morning but just tell him all’s fair in





































































