Here's to & long lifey and & merry oney
A quick deeth, end a painless oney

A pretty girly, end a loving one,

‘A cold bottley, end enother one,

I,uy Flach veporter fell back aghast at
this ready response from F/0 'Bill' Armour,
in the Accounts sectiony to our querys

"That is your secret embition in the
"Air forcs?"

We sat in his stuffy office in gre&t\k
emezement as he rolled his eyes in that §
*some hither menner', wetted his lips wi
his tongue, and slowly, almost fervently
repeated the last two liness

."A pretty girl, end a loving one,

A cold bottle, and another one,"

"Mr, Ammours" we ventured to ask after -
he hed recovered his composure, "would you
minrd telli:iz tho readers of Flash some=
thirg of the arduous duties of en Accounts
Officer?"

"7ell now" begen the serious reply,"“the
duties are quite invelved -- sey, tell mey
dicyvou henr 1l those girls at the ball
grue the other night celling out 'Hello
Low'?" "Yos," we enswered,"but vhat about

e Accounts section?"

"Oh yecs, now as I was saying the work
of en Accounts Officer covers every rart
of the stotion activities =~ sey, did you
ever see thoese girls down in thp bowling
Alley, thot used to bowl just before the
stetion toems? Swell crowd of girls thosel

"But what sbout thes.." "Yesy now as I
was saying it is necessary to make = deily
4trip to the bank to deposit the various
funds == have you ever seen the girls thet
work in that baxnk? And heve you ever notic
ed the cute little one that comes in overy
dey from Kresge's to meke deposits?"

“3ut, pleesw tell me something ebout.,"
"Well I o o{reid this is going to be too
much trovule," sighed the Acc.0ff,"Its
almost 12 o'clocke Time I was leaving for
dinner, ther a sun bath, Tf there is any=
thing mors you want to knov see Cpls

Loeving the office we reflected it must
be quito a break to leave off travelling
from Hemilton, to Toronto, to Montreal,
for the Dell Telephone Compeny, and sett=
1ing down to covering the redius bounded
by %the Recreeaiion Alleys
ths Trienon, the Bank of Montreel, the
Horse shoe pits, and Room 217 of the 0ffic
ers quarters,

We found ourselves mutterings:

"p pratty girl, end a loving oney

A cold hottle, and another one.”

Oh %o ve en Accounts Officery
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*dering when he would get those hooks,

LR AIRCREW
B CREA

Well,ladsy we're going to £ill this
column with e short story to-dey instced
of the usuel news items which were few
and far between this weeke It's obout a
guy who joined the pirforce as groundcrew
end remustered to sircrew,

Ho'd been on flying stetions for three
yeors and enjoyed his work, until the drone

% of motors overhead steeped in his blood an

ntemse desire to fly. He hadn't enough
Wucetion st the time to remuster but one .
dey an smendment ceme out theat allowed en
piraen to enter a pre-asircrew training
course which simed to bring his education
up to I,J.5. stendards, For twelve weeks
they pumped his brain full of more meth=
emertics fthan he ever imegined existed.

He was ‘now ready for I.T.S.

One dey while he was having a beer down-
town, & Sgte pilot came in end sat down at
the seme table, After their conversation
had progressed, the esirmem esked the Sgt,
the Ger, on this aircrew busiresse~ esp-
ecially the Gen, on ITS, which hed him a
1little worried, The Sgte pilot ordered
two more beers eand seid "I.T.S.? You have
#t got & thing to worry sbout, It's a cinchi

The eirmen finelly errived et I.T.S.
along with 30 other re-musters, He hadn't
béen there three weeks before he began
wishing he hed never seen the pl ace, This
wasn't like the old lifes In those days
-ho vould finish work at five, get cleaned
end buzz off downtown= meybe on e datey
end the only time he steyed on the station
wes when he was on duty wetch, end even
then there was nothing to prevent him from
sitting in the centeen, shooting the geuff
with the boys over a beer or two, end won-
But
this eircrew stuff was getting him down,

Roberts He'd work like a slave on Navigation ard

Mathy and little silhouettes of ME1L09's and
Mecchis would dogfight with Spitfires then
merge into e Hempden, ceusing his slumber
to be greatly disturbed, After the 5-'clock
siren had wailed and he had hed supper,

the Park Pavilionythey would deteil him for berrack cleenup,

duty flight, or some Joe jabe If he
wesn't pushing e levmmower or washing floas
or cleening windows, he was picking up
cigerette butts out in the gress. Ten weeks
of this? How could he stand it? Work till
your brein is fegged. Study, work, eet,
joed for this or thety study some morse try
to sleep with those demned little silhou
ettes darting in and out of his mind, sweet
through en airmenship exemy drink a coke
in the centeen and then out on the driil
square,

Well he stood it ell right, and in a few
more weeks which seemed no time at ally he
saluted smartly before en Air Commodore
who pinned e pair of embroidered wings on
his tunic,

(Concluded on page 3 ).




