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Rare species of Ganderia Wogosid commonly found sliding down radio
beams or riding to work on a megacycle.—The mascot of the
Gander Signal Section.
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Editorial-Who Is “ Joe ” ?

HAS anybody here seen Joe? Joe, with the general duties complex?

Now, don’t you say, “Yes, I know Joe”, because your Joe is not
the Joe I mean. I mean the Joe who can be an officer, a C.C.0., an
Airman, a wise man or a fool. You can’t distinguish him by the stripes
on his sleeve, nor by the rings under his eyes. He just looks like other
folks except for a little “shelepish” grin sitting around the corners of
his mouth. You can’t tell him from a guy that’s all made up for a dance,
except that a fellow when he’s Joe stays at home and winds the clock
and puts out the cat while the rest of the gang go howling,

Joe is not usually a very pious fellow. You often find him swearing
softly under his breath, muttering vindictive threats that he doesn’t really
mean against the Service. Joe gets up at night sometimes when all the
rest are sleeping. He doesn’t want to get up and he doesn’t get up to
attend to the requirements of the natural man. He rises because of some
irritating little trouble that has occurred in the small hours. An Airman
has torn his pants crawling through the fence, and the rip of the cloth
on the wire has aroused a corporal and an arrest is made and Joe is told
about it. Joe would have been just as glad if the Airman had got stuck
unnoticed on the fence all night and let decent people sleep. But Joe
commends the corporal in his duty and goes back to bed.

Joe is usually a good-hearted fellow. He works for nothing, not
because he wants to work for nothing, but because His Majesty’s Service
requires that he does. And Jog makes a virtue out of a necessity. He
sympathizes with himself and thinks how he’s doing his little extra bit
for King and Country, and how well he’ll have earned a good down-
sitting after the show is over, and a drink when the cock crows in the
morning.

Joe has a funny habit of changing his name and appearance. You
can be certain that Joe is always going to be around, but you never can
tell just what new name he’s going to take or what new facial characteris-
tics he’ll assume. We know Joes who are old and have been in other
shows and know many comrades and have stories to tell. Then again, Joe
will impersonate somebody who has just come in. A lad with down on
his face, his pants freshly pressed, and saluting at every opportunity.

Joe has a way of causing general good humour. Other people laugh
when they see Joe. They don’t laugh with him; they laugh at him. They
smile good-humouredly to think they are not Joe. But as they leave him
they are soberdd by the thought that some day soon they will be Joe.
But then there always has to be a Joe—just like there’s always going to
be an England. Everybody has to be Joe sometimes or other. Everybody
except the Padres or maybe, just maybe, they are Joe all the time.

—“THE ATIRCRAFTMAN”
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The Reader’s Editorial

HIS is an editorial written, not as opinions of an individual but as the
opinions of many, the opinions, not just of an editorial staff seek-
ing to fill space in a magazine, but of the readers themselves. Often, in
many publications, the editorial page is made use of in such a manner
as to lose sight of its true purpose, that of discussing matters in which
the readers themselves are interested. These things do not always deal
with high sounding topics nor concern discussions about theoretical
problems, on the contrary they are often of an every-day type. It is
with such as these that we intend to write of . . . yourideas . . . your
suggestions . . . .. your gditorial.

An important problem on this station is that of recreation. Much
has been accomplished and there is a good deal being planned for the
future but here is a small, easily carried out suggestion that quite a few
have thought of and considered. Impromptu dances have proved so
popular in the “rec” hall that it seems that more of them would be
very much in line. The main problem of course is suitable music and
a very simple solution has been offered . . . . the purchase or rental of
what is commonly called, a nickleodian. This could be used at any time
of the day by any number of individuals and would likely pay for itself
in a very short time . .. . can someone do something about this
suggestion, it seems like a commendable one?

The main topic on the station of late concerns the airmen’s canteen.
It seems too bad that an airman has to resort to the repeated use of
service canteens other than their own for the purchase of many things
that should be for sale in their own canteen. It is admitted that con-
ditions here make it extremely difficult to sustain plentiful stock of
any sort but when other canteens seem to overcome any difficulties,
there can be few if any reasons why our own can not accomplish the
same. Airmen have now been chosen to take part on various committees
including the canteen committee, it is hoped that thesa men will take
advantage of the opportunity offered them and do all they can te assist
in solving any problems there may be.

Concerning the canteen: it has also been sugggested that regular
reports of the uses of the canteen funds be posted at intervals in detail.
It is the custom on many stations to post these monthly and there are
many here¢ at Gander who would like to see this carried out on their
own station. After all, it is the individual who supplies this fund and
it is surely right that this individual should know just where his money
is being used and to what extent, There is much room for improvement
along this line and now that we have a special committee to attend to
these affairs we are looking forward to seeing a marked difference.

Another minor item that many are complaining about is the some-
what thoughtless use of electric razors at such times when radios are
usually in use. Dinah Shore and the hum of the razor do not sound
particularly harmonizing at any time so a little consideration might hel
fellows. -
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“Exchanges”

NUMBER of magazines put out by other R.C.A\F. Stations have
reached us.

“Depot Digest” shows us what they are doing at No. 4 Repair
Depot, Scoudouc, N.B., in the way of a Service paper. It is published
monthly and the second edition, for June, has reached us. It’s columns
are well written and interesting, and the enterprise of its Editors is
shown in the inclusion of a section in the French language for its
French speaking personnel. This is possible only where the type for the
accented letters is available and where compositors accustomed to
setting up French “copy” are to be found. It is interesting to note in
passing that this section includes a translation in verse of Kipling’s
“If”, and a note that in a recent class receiving their “Wings” at St.
Hubert, first place was taken by a French Canadian pilot, Jacques

Thibault, of Hull.

This paper also contains a friendly and regretful farewell to
Squadron Leader Wickwire who was leaving Scoudouc to come to
Gander. Since he has come to us he has become as strongly intrenched
in our goodwill as in theirs.

Another Repair Depot paper is The Sixardee which as its name
suggests is published by Number 0 R.D., Trenton, Ontario. Its fitting
slogan is “You bend ’em—we mend “em.” This interesting paper is a
weekly, and the edition in hand is the sixteenth.

Still going West, we have The Chinook of No. 8 Bombing and
Gunnery School, Lethbridge, Alberta. Its third monthly edition has
reached us. It contains a long article setting out in simple language
the organization and functioning of Station H.Q., an article on the work
being done by the newly-arrived airwomen, an enthusiastic article on
fishing opportunities in the District, and so on. This paper is well on
its way.

Coming back to New Brunswick, we find The Eastern Provider,
published by the personnel of No. 5 Equipment Depot, Moncton, and
now in its seventh month. This seems to have all the components of a
popular station paper—especially lots of those short breezy personals
that readers of a station paper look for.

And last, but not least, we welcome the first edition of The Slipway,
published by our near R.C.A.F. neighbours at Botwood. Publishing a
paper where facilities are limited is not without its difficulties, as we
well know, and we greet with best wishes our newest contemporary,
with its messages from all sections of Botwood Station. The launching
is the hardest, and “The Slipway” we feel sure, will continue with

providing strength.
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How We Feel

FHOM the Slipstream published at Macleod, Alberta, we quote:

“A few of the girls are going off to Gander, Newfoundland. They
have been called practically everything from ‘goofy’ to ‘crazy’— (the
other words won’t be mentioned), but they’re still determined to go. 1
wonder what their boy friends said to them. ‘They ain’t telling by golly!”
The nearest wisecrack they’ve heard so far about the Gander posting was
from a certain runner on the station; to quote: ‘When you geese go
down to Gander watch the feather’s fly! “Tsk’ Tsk!”

So you see fellows, we weren’t the only ones who took a ribbing.
That is if it is any consolation to you.

The feathers haven'’t started to fly but many voluntary changes
have been noted around the station, For instance who would have
thought of shining brass before going out at night; or shaving again at
night or pressing baggy trousers? It’s being done now though. We
wonder why? ? ?

The boys at the mess were at one time pitied by the rest of us. But
not any more. They’re envied now.

When even the Padre at a Sunday morning church parade at-
tributed his large audience to the fact that the “WD’s” were on the
station. How about it fellows! ! ! !

Say, that “WD’S” brings up a little matter that might save you a
little trouble at some time or other. These gals don’t like to be called
“Waafs.” They say that they are “WD’S” (R.C.A.F. Women’s Division).
So a word to the wise is sufficient.

At present we just stand and stare and murmur to ourselves, “Gosh,
women on the station; what, a change.”

Someone said that the Airforce boys were slow. It appears that way.
It was brought to note that the Army boys ran away with the gals and
held a dance the day after they arrived. What's the matter? ? ?

A few weeks ago a newspaper reporter travelling through Gander
wrote that if a Broadway chorus girl was to wander through the streets
here, she would be surrounded by a hundred admirers before she could
get her shoes dusty (or muddy). But not any more. It looks as though
we’ll have to find something else to grouse about, now.

This may not have happened but then again it might.

“Hello?” said he nervously to a maiden who had just come out
of the mess hall.

“Hello” said she with a shy little quiver.

“How about - - - - er .. er, how are you? he stammered.

“Why I'm fine, How are you? And lovely weather isn’t it?” she
reassured him.

Thereupon the bashful airman groping around for something to
say found his topic . . . the weather. From here we leave them to
discuss the pros and cons of whether the weather of Gander is livable.

A half hour later coming back along the same road brings us to
the same two standing talking but not about the weather. By this time
the airman living up to the Airforce standards has found out the gals
history along with her home telephone number.
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“How about going for a walk? says he, “and I'll show you
Gander.”
“Fine,” says the maiden fair, “I’d like to see it.”

So they see all the sights of the station, and end up at the “rec.
hall flickers.” The show over he takes her back to her barracks thinking
himself a lucky guy that he got a girl. -

Yep, it sure is strange the influence women have over us men.
We've all heard stories of what we’ll call “embarrassing situations”
since the gals arrived.

The one we like best is the one about the befuddled airman who
while getting his dinner in the messhall picked up his dessert (cake
and sauce) and moving along the counter stopped to admire one of
the “WD’s.” He was so taken up with the girl that he walked off.
picking up his cake in his fingers and leaving the dish sitting on the
counter. What a life!

And then there is the one about the sleepy airman who claimed
the reason for his condition was because he had spent so many nights
at the station during the “WD’s” long-awaited arrival.

SINCE THE W.D.S INVADED GANDER

'Gander is not Gander any more—Flight Lieutenant E. J. Verrier.

@ L/

Everything’s fine so far—but I'll be able to tell you better in a year
or so.—Flight Lieutenant Marchand.

/3 /4 ;

In my opinion W.D’s on the station are a great asset. They have
removed that feeling of isolation and have made Gander the best
R.C.AF. Station in existence.—Flying Officer H. T. Bourne.

@ @

Since the advent of the W.D’s, this Station has improved 100%
in morale, efficiency, appearance and entertainment.—Flight Sergeant
Ormandy.

o @ o
I am more than satisfied with the able manner in which they dis-
charge their duties. The W.D’s. certainly put the Airmen’s Mess and
Kitchen in “tip-top” shape.—Flight Sergeant Moorby. :
@ °
They are a fine bunch of girls and have contributed largely to
Station entertainment, dances, etc. In work, they assume responsibility
as capably as men.—Mr. Corbett, President of the Y.M.C.A.
L/ @

Ah Gee! The W.D’s. have spoiled all our fun. We chn’t even swear
anymore, . . dammit! !—AC2 Cursem.
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@  Grend Falls

EING called upon to write an article for our local gazette is hardly

my line of work but it seems I am supposed to qualify. Our

Assistant-Assistant Editor conjured that after learning of my recent
visits to our nearest metropolis, Grand Falls.

The information contained in the following is meant only for new-
comers to our fair station.

Seeing that our education in Canadian schools has been sadly
neglected, where Newfoundland is concerned, I will give you a very
brief review before going further.

The climate, as most of us are led to believe, is not one of fog and
cold. Rather it is a bracing one or what is known as a cool temperate
climate. Another common mistake is to think that the only industry is
fishing, although cod fishing is the main one. Pulp and paper manu-
facturing, also mining are major industries. One of the largest pulp
and paper mills in the world is located right at Grand Falls. Another
point of interest to any of you who have attempted to hike in the woods,
is the fact that neary one third of the island is covered with water or
swamp-land. (I wonder if that explains our Gander mud? ),

No doubt there are a few “first” impressions of Newfoundland
which need correcting. Gander is definitely not an example of what the
whole island is like. Have you ever tried to find a few blades of grass
around the station?—(passing up the “green pastures” around the
“admin” building of course). In contrast notice the scenery along the
railway on your next trip out. Some. of the villages along the way,
remind you of the summer resorts by the river back home,

But I'm afraid I'm wandering, let’s go to Grand Falls. There is not
much left to be said about the modes of transportation as most of you
arrived on the Overland Limited—the one and only. It leaves here
Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays in the wee sma’ hours o’ the morn.
Around seven a.m. after a sleepless night’s travel, the conductor parades
through shouting “Windsor next stop.” Of course you don’t hear what
he said but you are ready to get off regardless of where you are. But
this is your destination, the train does not go through Grand Falls. The
final mile is traversed by taxi. Note—it’s a fifteen minute walk just
in case you are financially embarrassed on the return trip.

The taxi will deliver you to the door of anyone of the three hotels,
or the hostel. For those who wish to live in luxury, three room suites
may be obtained at a reasonable price. The familiar “double room
please” is often heard, singles may also be had. Boarding house style
is quite popular, with the usual row as to who is going to shave first.
Not wishing to break away from your daily routine you will find a
comfortable bunk at the “Sally Ann.” Two of the hotels are located
downtown, with the other hotel and the hostel a short walk from there.

The pulp and paper mill is the only industry in the town. It is
owned by the Anglo-Newfoundland Development Co., with headquarters
in Great Britain. As a result the town itself is controlled by the company

and many of its customs tend to be along English rather than American
lines.
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One of the first things you notice are the wickerwork lunch baskets.
carried by the men working in the mill. You never see a lunch kit. It
reminds me of the Sunday afternoon picnics in the woods back home.
The streets seem to be the proper place to walk in Grand Falls, at least
that is where you find the majority of the pedestrians. I always meant
to find out what the sidewalks were for. Of course no one is going to
grumble about the blackout. though those streets are too dark to walk
down alone at night—(but why walk alone).

A surprise to the majority of us was the number of new cars seen
around town. In fact you never see any old square covered models. Of
course you’ll also notice that the left side of the road is popular with
the motorists. With the steering wheel on the left you find it doubly
hard driving. If you should decide to go cycling don’t forget that
English wheels have no coaster brake. Hitch hiking is not a common
practice in Newfoundland as we found out. Several cars had gone by
when we noticed that all the drivers were glancing at us then staring up
the road to see what we were pointing at. ;

Regardless of all these customs which we find amusing, I can
truthfully say that I have never felt so much at home, away from home,
as I have on my visits there, You will never find people more friendly
and hospitable. A good many of the boys now stay at private homes
which they would not exchange for anything.

If by chance, you were lucky enough to get your pass for a week
end, you will find plenty to do. There is always a dance at the K. of C.
of Friday nights. These usually last until one thirty or two and are well
attended. The atmosphere is very friendly so you will have no trouble
getting acquainted. As it has been a long time (much too long) since
I’ve set foot in a dance hall in our native land, I cannot remember thera
being any difference to the ones here. Of course you realize that its not
like spending an evening at the Normandie Roof in Montreal. Personally
I prefer the Saturday night dances which quit at twelve o’clock; these
are held upstairs in the Parish Hall. All dances are scheduled to start
at nine thirty so they are usually in full swing shortly after ten. Although
Grand Falls is what is known as a “dry” town you see numerous beam-
ing countenances at the dance hall. Sorry fellows, I. can’t explain
further.

Seeing that passes only come once a month you find it rather hard
to get to bed at night. Getting up at noon therefore does not leave you
much time for sightseeing. If you are ambitious a very interesting morn-
ing can be spent touring the paper mill. Permission must first be
obtained from one of the mill supervisors.

Swimming is very popular during the very short summer. Besides
the river, there is an outdoor pool. The river is probably the best;
when the logs are not coming down. For those of you who prefer golf,
there is a marvellous golf course a short way from town. The tennis
courts are always in use and it is no trouble to get a few games of mixed
doubles. Badminton is a favorite winter sport along with basket-ball.
The feminine sex really hold up their end of the sport parade. You see
them all the way from the basket-ball gym to the swimming pool. (Is
that why you see so many fellows sitting on the rocks down by the river,
or waiting anxiously around in a pair of swimming trunks?)
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I could go on to describe all the million and one other pleasures
such as having a huge steak and French dried or that, oh so rare, glass
of ice cold milk, perhaps even a sundae. But as that would prove more
boring than the preceding notes I suggest that you spend your next pass
in Grand Falls to find out for yourself.

Bishop’s Falls, situated on the same river, is a nine mile drive from
Grand Falls. It is somewhat smaller mn size but is well worth seeing.
Perhaps you may meet the same people who made your stay there so
enjoyable. Dances are usually held on Wednesday nights. The falls
here are also worth seeing. And for the enthusiastic fisherman this is a
perfect spot for reeling in the salmon (but don’t forget that fishing
license)'.

There is something definitely wrong with you if a week-end pass
spent in Grand Falls and vicinity is not a very enjoyable one. Enter-
tainment can be found regardless of your likes and dislikes.

—N. W. B.

PER ARDUA AD ASTRA

“Through adversity to the stars”:—
The theme of those who roam the sky,
Who cast aside all mortal bars

That bind them to this earth to fly;
Then, spreading gleaming pinions wide,
They set their course for highest goal
And ’cross the spacious heavens ride,
Avengeance deep in heart and soul.

Ten with the flaming sword of wrath
They strike down Satan’s awesome might
Though obstacles impede their path
And Death attends them in their flight;
And if the earthly goal is lost,
Outnumbered in their fight with Mars,
They still fight on,—count not the cost,—
And rise in glory to the Stars!

—J. R. M.

A young lady went for a swim in a secluded spot, but forgot to take
along a towel. She had come out on the bank, and was allowing Nature’s
balmy breezes to dry her, when she happened to hear rustlings in the
bushes nearby. “Who'’s there?’ she asked.

“Willie.” '

“How old are you, Willie?”

“Seventy-nine, dammit.”
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From The Orderly Room

It’s the soldiers’ right to grumble
When in billet or in line,

When the raid becomes a fumble

Or when things are going fine;

But you’ve heard so many stories

Of their life where danger lurks
That, for once, we’ll hear the wailings

Of a poor O.R. Staff Clerk.

We have heard about the sniper
Calling down the Heaven’s wrath;
Of the bomber and the piper
Making fun of Heinie’s staff,

Yet, these heroes all do tremble
When F.O.’s act the “Turk,”

But it’s cursings of Group Captains

On a poor O.R. Staff Clerk.

Though the C.T. may be narrow

And each shell hole filled with rain,

Yet the narrowness of Brass Hats

Sends a Staff Clerk quite insane.

For it’s “Type this.” “Check my figures.”™
“What'’s the strength of men at Kirk?”
“Order bombs.” “Phone Signals.” “Damn it! !
You're a poor Staff Clerk.”

While they never take staff courses,
They must know the Martial Law,
Quote K.R. (Air) on horses
And ten thousand items more:
.D.R.0’s and Ancient History
They can tell you with a jerk;
For the Modus Operandi

" Ask a poor O.R. Staff Clerk.

When the guns have ceased to thunder
And the front line is no more;

When Hitler sees his blunder

And they stop this bloody war,

What a life will be the private’s . . .
Lots of fun and little work!

But they’ll still be wanting statements
From a poor O.R. Staff Clerk.
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When we’ve gained the last objective
Of this life and get above
Where the pilots stop their scrapping
And do nought but sing of love
Then their faithfulness to duty

- And the jobs they did not shirk
Will be entered in the Good Book,
By a poor O. R. Staff Clerk.

A GUARD’S LIFE

Out here in old Newfie

I think T’ll go goofy

Just one thing my young life has marred.
I enlisted one day, but they sent me away
As a noble Security Guard.

Ten months I did duty

In the land of much beauty

At Dauphin way out in the West

But before, I was through, I felt mighty blue
And sadly in need of a rest.

Then to Trenton my billing.

To improve my darling

They sent me for twenty-one days

They said that my trooping would get my “C” grouping.
About that I’'m still in a haze.

We are known to the nation

The eyes of the station

Not one bit of glory is barred.

They sing out our fame in Recruiting Lane

The boys of the Security Guard.

When this war is over

And we're pushing clover

Or the daisies that bloom in the yard.
The slap- happy dough boys

The air-forces “joe” boys

Make us proud of the Security Guard
—LAC DAVIS, F.E. (Sec. Guard)

It Costs Money to Travel

An Englishman had lost his way, tramping in the Highlands. After
rambling for hours, he spied a shepherd.

“Hey!” he shouted, “I’'m lost.”

“Is there any reward offered for ye?” inquired the Scot.

“Course not,” was the reply.

“Well,” said the Scot, “ye are still lost.”
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