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THE I.T.S FORMAL

Moy we ziv)y you two versions of .the Dance hold? at tho I.T.@
Drill dall on April I4vn.Cne of the young ladies who was Proesent
at the danecc has given us her version,and an airman has depicted his
feclinzs of the _jzu.xburue,so read thaen and take your choice,

By Marjory Cook = .
Turn backward,turn backward,0 Time in thy flight That's

Just. what happeniey -~ fo. Just as in the good old days of "when

you and I were young wmegrie," at 7,30 with the setting sun,we

trooped fcrth ir e gayest and best.For the past week,this dance

had besen the topic o ¢inversation,and everyone who was anyone was

50ing to tha "sob =22sgion® to weer a sad farewell on the remaining 'Y

(ana willine) chouldery of our renaining Crew-cut s.The tine set /

for tha flour show was 8+30,and at 8.30 it was.On with the show,

and what 2 ghow § WLoare does Kingston hide its talent ? The army will

never tell vou.One aimman 8suid,these must be the girls who stay

howe every aighi with Mompa,, Lut confiduntially -~ don't believe

overything ,ou hear.iny-who it was supcr entertaimnont, even if we Qé

did have to give Up Lac spot light for the first part of the c¢ven-

ingeTho Six h.l'.2rchestra (who else but?) announced daneing in no

uncertain terms,rny by that tirg everyone knew oeveryone else(if

you didn't my syryathies)And we didn and March,but we

had it any way,beesusgs after all it was a Drill Hall,and you know

how the kids just love %0 Arill (Ugh-Ugh- = or is that the way you

spell it ?) After thres dance s, some yelled "Chocolate Cake™ and

the rush was on,What Lunch so "sson 2 Horrors i The dance was »

practically over,=o we thought then - byt by 2,00 AM,-w-g=]<]~

or havs you an iron constitution ? Lunch was worth fighting For.

and believe me we .ad Yo fight It seemed like New Year's all over

again ~ Pane™ hat 3,colQurcd streamers,prizes',wonderfgl nwusic,

chocolate cake(we

and more jrizes#

CeO4 was ri-nt

oye -~ at leas

wasn't really

dances until

no nothing at.all,

eginning of a geries of last
he idea of no I.T.S.,no love, .))

By an Aimman -
Having huard much tr umpet blowing,and drum beating about

"the most sauetional Ball:!= formal - ever to be held at No.5 or

Belleville for that aacter,I polishod Up everything from steol

»
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‘lefts,fo tie pin,and went to See the kill -

Kill is right,for if I hadn't rough ridden in maagy an open
wagon, six—shooting rodeo out West, I would never have survived that
Buffalo stampede, :

Thére was one guy who looked liks a divinity student (Div,-
from "Dive" not Divinity) struggling with a mawl,two- ching taller
than himself,whod¥ bave been fr howling, screeching
dive bomber, I manoevereg i n airman rocently
arrived from the ‘or a dance,.she appare
ently allergic to individuals who. indulge in the pleasureg of the grape
replied, "You look like a poor airman to me," He Tesponded, "{hy mny face

ds my i‘ortune",and being no slouch the gal came back with, "Well,your1l

ave to' .show me more collateral." The airman was Strugsling for reoply,
and unable to wateh his .painful ex

Saw a stunning blonde,.andn.laimed,"'I’hut's what I eall a g0lden
opprtunity", asked her to dance.I didn't count on the Havy whdch mas

.tanding near by- one of those guys &ot her.- what do they have that

WG cannot gat in g hurry ?

Ly next dance was with a eross between a Maltese poodle and g
Pack-horse.Wish she had removeg her horse shoesg= any way I'll be unfit
for .P.T.for a month ‘= happy thought , ’

The last Waltz was with beauty itself,but as as beautv is only

skin d&ep,I had to skin her- pleasant task.What a wonderful evaning,
I should have stayed in bed,

= X=X X Xom X Ko Ko X=X -x—x; X=X~ XX~

After ﬁhc Dance,On Parade - ‘

"A guy can make a day's pay picking up all those empty bottles,m
"That breath vcorrodas."

"L in files,I mean turn,I mean columns of bunches,I moan we—n
& Tine lot &f bodies,"

nd us back to bed."~You saig it,Bud t

F/0 Cuttriss, ™ his building has been incorrectly labelled, 'Drill Halyt,
From now on it is going to be called what it 'looks like now, 'Cuttrigs?

Cotton Ciup,"




