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Naval Aircrew — Flying Hours

In order to maintain the highest
possible standard of flying proficiency
and safety in the RCN, all officers
qualified as pilots and observers are to
complete a minimum of four hours
flying each month and a minimum of
fifty hours each year. At least 20 per
cent of the total time in each flying
period should be used for instrument
or night flying practice. The flying,
when possible, should be spread over
the whole period and not normally
undertalen in one exercise.

Rental Allowance

Members of the Canadian Naval
Forces serving outside Canada, who
are not provided with accommodation
at public expense, shall be eligible to
claim reimbursement for the Govern-
ment’s share of any rental paid in
accordance with Table of Rental

Allowance (see below) subject to the
Commanding Officer certifying that
the premises are not beyond the
requirements of the member on the
basis of his status and that the rental
conforms to the rates currently pre-
vailing in the locality.

Engineer Officer’s Writer

A course in training for the duties
of Engineer Officer’s Writer will com-
mence in the Mechanical Training
Establishment, HMCS ‘‘Naden,” on
October 10, 1949,

Approximately ten volunteers from
the Stoker Mechanic Branch will be
required each year. Leading Seamen
passed for Petty Officer and Petty
Officers, 2nd class, are eligible to apply
for this course. Preference will be
given to men who have prior know-
ledge of typing or the duties of an
Engineer Officer’s Writer.

Table of Rental Allowance

Gross Amount
of Government's
Rank/Rating Monithly Rental Member's Share Share
Captain and $180.00 or less — |  $90. or the gross rental, which- A
above ever is the lesser.
over $180.00 $90. plus 109, of excess over
$180.00
Commander $150. or less ‘$75. or the gross rental, which-
ever is the lesser.
over $150, $75. plus 109, of excess over $150,
Lieut, Commander $130. or less $65. or the gross rental, which-
ever is the lesser.
over $130. $65. plus 109, of excess over $130.
— — - Bal
Lieutenant $120. or less $60. or the gross rental, which- aafnce
ever is the lesser. 0
over $120. $60. plus 109, of excess over $120. Rental
Other Officers $100. or less $50. or the gross rental, which-
and Chief Petty ever is the lesser.
Officers 1/c over $100. $50. plus 109, of excess over $109.
Chief Petty $80. or less $40. or the gross rental, which-
Officers 2/c ever is the less-r,
over $80. $40. plus 109, of excess over $80.
Petty Officers $60. or less $30. or the gross rental, which-
1/c and below ever is the lesser.
over $60. $30. plus 109, of excess over $60. ’
N
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The scheme of complement for
HMCS “Magnificent”’, HMC cruisers
and HMC destroyers is being
amended to include an Engineer
Officer’'s Writer.

Binders for Naval General Orders

Permanent binders for General
Orders and Confidential General
Orders are in the course of distri-
bution. These binders are being sup-
plied in the following numbers, Gen-
eral Orders Part I, two binders, Gen-
eral Orders Part 11, two binders, and
Confidential General Orders Parts [
and II, one binder. These binders are
similar to the binder supplied for
K.R.C.N. and each one is of a differ-
ent colour for easy identification.

Taller And Leaner

Does the average new entry lose or
gain weight during his initial weeks of
naval training ?

The medical department at HMCS
“Cornwallis'” came up with a fairly
reliable answer to this question re-
cently when it performed an experiment
with a class of recruits. A test group of
18 men of assorted sizes and shapes was
selected. They were carefully weighed
and measured immediately upon ar-
rival, then allowed to continue normal
training routine as laid down for the
sailor on entry.

Four weeks later, the 18 trooped back
to the sick bay for the tale of the tape
and the scale. It stacked up this way:

Six men gained an average of 484

pounds apiece.

Two men neither gained nor lost.

The remaining 10 lost an average of
214 pounds per man, “but”, adds the
medical officer’s report, ‘“‘most of these
men were well over-weight'' originally,

In the matter of height, all but one
of the test group gained from one-
quarter to seven-eights of an inch in
stature.
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Babes In The Woods

by J.A.B.

Dishes done, T took off my shoes,
propped my chair on its hind legs,
stuck my feet in the oven and settled
down to read the March issue of The
“Crowsnest.”

I laughed at the jokes, chortled over
the cartoons and took a delight in
reading about chums on the other
coast. But what really toock my eye
was the short article, entitled “Ham-
mers and Saws,”’ by L.W.T. That was
my inspiration. I read it once, read it
again, then handed it to the Mrs, She
read it and said, “So what ?"

By her tone I could see she didn't
get the same inspiration I had.

Here we had been living in an
ancient dungeon for the past two
years. The owners called it an apart-

ment house. But who ever heard of a .

house made of stone, with windows all
of two feet square, to say nothing of
the bars? At night the wind used the
iron rungs to croon us to sleep. Still,
they insisted upon calling the place
an apartment.

That night, while the wind moaned
a soft dirge, one word kept turning
over in my mind: Build! build! build!
... Why not ? Of course I knew I was
far from being an expert, but if others,
as mentioned by L.W.T., could do it,
so could I.

I dug my wife in the ribs to let her
in on my imaginary construction
plans. In answer came an inspiring
snort. As I fell under the spell of
Morpheus, visions of boards, shingles
and cement passed in review before
me.

My first step in getting the dream
house underway was to buy a lot.
This doesn't sound difficult, but have
you ever tried it ? After seeing in the

neighborhood of 200 chunks of pro-

perty, some under water, others
which should have been, we bought
our estate. It wasn’t bad. The only
drawback was that a small forest
happened to be right smack in the
vicinity of our future kitchen.
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Paul Bunyan would have taken
this forest in his stride. Being neither
lumberman nor beaver, I just sat and
gazed at those tall marvels of the
Canadian forest. It was at this point
that my wife arrived on our tandem
bicycle (can't afford gas for the scooter)
to take charge of operations.

Without further ado 1 picked up
the axe and began slugging the first
tree within reach. Now, I know it
sounds fantastic, but I'll lay two to
one this tree discovered America at
least 500 years ahead of Columbus. It
was the toughest thing I've tackled
since I tried one of the canteen's
sandwiches. The head of the axe went
into the trunk right up to the hilt, and
I glared with satisfaction at my watch-
ing wife. On trying to release the axe
from the tree, I found it wouldn't
budge. T pulled, tugged, kicked and
swore, still it wouldn't come free,
so I left it stuck in the bark of the big
stick hoping some professor would
stumble on it about two years hence
and claim it to be a relic of the ironage.

Nattering like ten squirrels, I
grabbed the saw and vigorously
attacked a second stalwart citizen of
the jungle. I sawed, and sawed, then
sawed some more. With a creaking and
a groaning it began to sway. In the
best lumberman style, I bellowed
“TIM-BER!’ and down she came.

It wasn’t in my plans at all to drop
this gigantic log across the road —
especially atop a parked Austin, to
say nothing of ripping asunder a few
high tension and telephone wires, but
my Patron Saint must have Dbeen
playing hookey, or perhaps was at a
ball game, because with a squooshing
thump the little car disappeared
among the green branches. Fractured
high tension wires coiled and struck
in every direction like a family of
angry cobras.

The car’s owner proved to be a man
without a sense of humour. He was out
to sue me, shoot me, and have all my
relations shovelling coal in the here-

after, What an obnoxious character,

So if LW.T". wouldn’t mind sending
me a few pieces of the “long green” to
help pay for a '49 Austin, and to
soothe the financial nerves of the
Power and Telephone Company, I'l]
be glad to give him my acreage of
virgin timber — plus a rusty axe
head,

In any case, 1 wish he would cease
writing articles of that type,.

“NONSUCH” OFFICERS
IN RESCUE EFFORT

Lieut. R, H. Leir, RCN, staff
oficer at HMCS “Nonsuch,” the
naval division at Edmonton, and

Mr. F. C. Short, Gunner RCN, who
had been transferred to “Nonsuch”
from the west coast a week before,
were instrumental in saving five
persons from drowning in ILake
Wabamun July 24,

The two officers were inspecting the
naval summer camp at the lake when
a man came running down the beach
shouting that five persons were
drowning. The only boat in the water
was a flat-bottomed one, without
oars. Two paddles were located and
Lieut. Leir and Mr. Short headed
their craft for the unfortunate group,
who were clinging to an overturned
canoe and shouting for help.

The officers hauled four persons into
their boat and, on searching for a
ffth, found him under the canoe,
drowned. On reaching shore, artificial
respiration was applied to the
drowned man by R.C.M.P. officers
but without success.

Outside of a bad scare and an
overdose of water, the others were
none the worse for their experience.
Their less fortunate companion was
a German displaced person who had
been in Canada less than six weeks.

CADETS PUBLISH PAPER

Cadets, RCN(R), at HMCS
“'Stadacona” have a newspaper, en-
titled the “Gunroom Gazette', which
reports activities of interest to the
sub-lieutenants, midshipmen and
cadets who make up the gunroom
membership. The first edition of this
weekly publication came out on July
23 and contained news, reports of
social activities and a sports round-up.



New Entry Report ofi'
Proceedings (Chap. II)

by Ord. Sea. R. I. (OSCMS)

Dear Jim,—

I guess you've been wondering why
I haven’t written you for a spell, Well,
I've been busy — really busy.

It all started about a month ago
when my PO in ““Naden” said I was
going to Halifax. That's where I am
now.

When I first arrived they said I had
to work on Manual for a week till my
course started. Well, this Manual
turns out to be a job and it sure wasn’t
no picnic. Every time I went to work
they sent some guy with me. He
didn't do nothing, just stood and
watched me. I figured it was my
turn to watch after a while and I
stood and watched him. He watched
me and I watched him. I looked at
him and he looked at me. I noticed his
face was getting a little red and finally
he said he had a surprise for me. It
_ turned out that I had No. 11. Some
surprise.

This communications course I'm
taking is a doozer. Me and the rest of
the fellows go to a big school. Instead
of a teacher like Miss Oglethorpe we
got a Petty Officer. His name is
Mulrooney or something. I can’t ever
remember it right but it ought to be
Patience and Fortitude — what he
puts up with from us guys!

The first day in school we all sat
down to a desk with a typewriter and
earphones. The PO said he was going
to send a message and for us to copy

it down on the machine. I put on my-

earphones but couldn’t hear no mess-
age — just a lot of static. I told the
Instructor about the noises and he
came and listened. He looked at me
with a funny expression on his face.
Then he asked me how long I was gone
from the farm. He sure is smart to
know I'm from a farm, eh ? He even
said T must be from Manitoba. I think
somebody must have told him.

They got a new game here, I don’t
know the name of it, but they won’t
let just anybody play it. There was
some guys walking around a field
carrying flags with a PO shouting at
them. When he shouted they'd all
wave their flags and turn to go off in
another direction. It looked like fun. I
asked one of the guys what they were
doing. He said it was a game and did I
want to play.

He gave me a flag on a stick and told
me what side I was on. Before I could
go to my side he said to rua up to the
PO and say “I'm late!"” Well, that
isn’t my name, but I told him, anyway.
The PO, who must have been the
referee, didn’t like it much and bawled
me out and told me to get in line. He
yelled-“Corpen 9"’ and 9 Turn” and
stuff like that, which didn’t mean

much to me, but I waved my flag and
followed the other guys. I ended up
running around in circles waving my
flag until I decided I didn't like the
game. He told me to report to the
CPO in the school. I did and ended up
scrubbing floors, 1 mean decks.

One day the PO gave us a pep-talk
and said we'd all have to study harder.
He told one guy he’d have to do extra
studying. He came to me and smiled
and said it wouldn't do me any good
to study. I guess he figures I'm smarter
than the rest of them.

Today he asked me to come back
to the school for some help so I gotta
go now. He seemed awful anxious for
me to come and give him a hand.

Your pal,
Clem.

Page thirly-one









OTTAWA
EpmoNDp CLOUTIER
Printer to the King's Most Excellent Majesly

1949

7,000—9-49
K.P, 19987
575-176

N.D.





