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WE SALUTE the Men and Women of the 

RCAF 

ROYAL CANADIAN AIR FORCE 

Born in the turmoil of World War I, the Royal 

Canadian Air Force attains its 20
th

 birthday 

as World War 2 approaches its grim climax. 

Today the gallant men and women of the Air 

Force carry on in the glorious tradition of 

Barker, Bishop and other heroes of 

yesteryear… serving us – serving all 

humanity… gallantly and unselfishly. They 

fly that all men in all lands may live out their 

lives in freedom from fear and want. 

Men and women of the R.C.A.F. proudly we 

salute you! 

THERE’S A JOB for YOU and YOU! 

Every man jack of us… and woman, too… 

has a job to do in the war. It’s not only a 

duty… it’s a challenge. 

Our brave Canadian flyers who did such a 

magnificent job with the Royal Air Force 

fighting off the Luftwaffe in the perilous days 

of the Battle of Britain have shown us an 

example to emulate. At Dieppe… in North 

Africa and in Sicily our boys are in the thick 

of it… giving their all. We can’t let them 

down! 

Red-blooded young Canadians must step 

forward now to keep the vast air training 

plan running at full speed. You are needed 

now… to help hammer the axis to defeat. 

Men 17 ½ to 33 apply now…don’t put it off 

another day. Women are Needed, Too… 

There are 40 different jobs that women can 

do in the R.C.A.F…. important work they 

can do as well as men. Girls 18 to 45 are 

needed to release men for other duties. 

RCAF 

ROYAL CANADIAN AIR FORCE 
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Pictured on our front cover is a recruiting ad for the RCAF from 

the August 31 1943 issue of the Winnipeg Evening Tribune. 

Undoubtedly, 

this ad was 

published 

many times in 

most of the 

newspapers 

in Canada. 

This one, as 

the corporate 

sponsorship 

indicates, was 

part of a 

multi-page 

section in the 

paper with an 

RCAF 

recruitment 

theme. 

 

Our feature 
story on 
pages four 
and five 
comes from 
the July 2 
1941 issue of 
the 
Georgetown 
(Ontario) 
Herald. 
Entitled `` The 

British Commonwealth Air Training Plan’’ it is one of a series of 
articles written especially for Weekly Newspapers by Hugh 
Templin, Editor of the Fergus New-Record. Although it seems 
to be a little contrived and simple in spots, it does give an 
accurate description of what a young man, or woman, might 
expect to experience at the RCAF Recruiting Centre. 
 
On page eleven, 

we present a 

number of images 

lifted from a 

promotional booklet 

distributed to 

customers of the 

Gutta Per-cha & 

Rubber Limited. 

The booklet 

features pictures of 

the 100 plus 

insignias (badges) 

used by the three 

branches of the 

Canadian Armed 

Forces 
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A Week in the Life of No. 3 Wireless  

School in Winnipeg Manitoba 

The following is from the From the Commonwealth 

Air Training Museum Daily Station Report project. 

Daily station reports from BCATP schools are being 

transcribed to searchable PDF files. These reports 

chronicle the activities at the schools for full time 

they were open.  So far reports for 20 schools have 

been completed and can be accessed on the 

museum’s web site at: 

http://www.airmuseum.ca/BCATPsearch/  

 

 March 16 /43 The blizzard has continued 

and it will take several days to resume normal 

routine. The Bi-monthly Officers' Mess Dinner was 

held at 1930 hours in the Officers' Mess. Cocktails 

were served at 1900 hours and the guest of honour 

for the evening was G/C H. H. Ashton, of No. 2 

Training Command. A very enjoyable evening was 

held - the party finally breaking up at 0300 hours.  

 March 17 /43 The Flying Squadron have 

lost a total of 3 days flying time to date this week. 

The blizzard was abated somewhat, but runways 

and tarmac are still unserviceable, due to drifting 

snow.  

 March 18 /43 Graduation of the 51st Entry. 

A Graduation parade for the 51st Entry was held at 

1600 hours in the Drill Hall, following which the 

Station was open to visitors until 1800 hours. Only 

54 members of the 51st Squadron graduated, this 

being one of the smallest graduating classes at this 

Unit. The awards to the top ranking three men of 

the class were made by W/C T.R. Michelson, and 

wireless badges were presented by W/C T.R. 

Michelson and the Acting Chief Instructor, F/L. D.H. 

Leitch. Following the graduation ceremony, a 

banquet and dance was held in the Fort Garry 

Hotel, and proved to be one of the most 

successfully held to date.  

 March 19 /43 Station Standing Orders have 

been republished and are now available for 

distribution. Preparations have been proceeding 

during the past few days for dances to be held this 

evening. The Drill Hall has been decorated in a St. 

Patrick's Day motif, and the airmen of the Unit are 

organizing their own dance. Due to the weather 

conditions, a smaller number than usually attended 

the Airmen's dance in the Drill Hall.  However, a 

wonderful time was had by all who attended and a 

fine program of entertainment had been arranged. 

The stage in the Drill Hall has now been completed 

and the whole appearance was a great 

improvement over anything previously held. 

Dances were also held in the Officers' and N.C.O.'s 

Messes.  

 March 20 /43 Normal Saturday Routine 

carried out. Disposition of the 51st Entry was as 

follows:- 19 graduates to No. 7 Bombing and 

Gunnery School, Paulson, Manitoba; 18 graduates 

to No. 8 Bombing and Gunnery School, Lethbridge, 

Alberta; 16 graduates to No. 2 Bombing and 

Gunnery School, Mossbank, Sask. 1 graduate - 

posting delayed due to hospitalization.  

 March 21 /43 Both the Protestant and 

Roman Catholic Services held under the direction 

of the Station Chaplain. F/L M.S. Lynch (C4159), 

the new Roman Catholic Chaplain taking part in his 

first Church Service on the Station.  

 March 22 /43 Fleet Fort Aircraft No. 3637, 

piloted by Sgt. McArthur, nosed over on landing at 

Stevenson's Airport after wheel hit snow on edge of 

runway. There were no injuries to personnel.  

 March 23 /43 The third fatal accident of the 

history of No. 3 Wireless School occurred at 1630 

hours today. Fleet Fort Aircraft No. 3611, (Dual) 

piloted by R142757 Sgt. Vance, F.C. with R206494 

AC2 Cummins, J.T.D. (Aircrew I.T.S.), as 

passenger, crashed l½ miles North of La Salle, 

Manitoba. Both occupants were killed and the 

aircraft entirely demolished. First Aid Lectures for 

Headquarters Personnel re-commenced this date 

and it is intended to complete these lectures within 

the next six weeks.  

http://www.airmuseum.ca/BCATPsearch/


Barnyard derelicts Museum fodder 

by KEVIN BELL - Sun Staff Writer 
The Brandon Sun -August 30 1982 

 
 Old abandoned aircraft littering the prairie 
countryside are slowly being recovered and rebuilt 
to become the drawing card for a new Brandon 
museum. The Commonwealth Air Training Plan 
Museum, which opened July 3 in a hangar at McGill 
Field, features aircraft used to train pilots during the 
Second World War. The aircraft were later sold to 
farmers at bargain basement prices. 
 "There were hundreds of them all over the 
prairies," says Wes Agnew, a former flying 
instructor who has loaned his collection of planes to 

the museum. "Every 10th farm 
had a plane sitting in their 
yards." But the planes, after 
being sold for $50 or $100, sat 
idle for decades. 
 Most deteriorated or 
were picked apart for "general 
purposes" in the farming 
operation, he said. "A lot of 
them are in pretty poor shape." 
Mr. Agnew decided about 14 
years ago to recover and 

restore as many planes as he could find. "I guess 
it's in my blood," he said. "I didn't want to see them 
all go. There's been too many sacrifices to do that." 
 In Canada, more than 131,000 men from 
the Commonwealth were trained to fly during the 
early years of the war. More than 17,000 
Canadians lost their lives during battle, he said. 
Manitoba was a focal point in the training program 
with airfields at Neepawa, Souris, Virden, Carberry, 
Rivers, Hartney (relief field for Souris), Dauphin, 
Portage la Prairie, Paulson, Gimli, MacDonald and 
Winnipeg. "I think it was the biggest training effort 
ever in the North American continent," Mr. Agnew 
said. 
 The idea for a museum was born during a 
casual conversation in Wes Agnew's yard, says Ed 
Baker, president of the museum. Mr. Baker visited 
him after a photograph of the Agnew collection 
appeared in the Brandon Sun. The two men were 
concerned that part of Canada's heritage might be 
lost because of demand for the aircraft from 
museums around the world. "If the aircraft are 
going to go to any museum, it should be in our 
area," Mr. Baker said. "If it wasn't for his collection, 
the museum would look pretty empty." 
 The museum's newest acquisition is a huge, 
shot-up Lancaster bomber donated by CFB Shilo. 
The bomber was placed on the Shilo range to be 
used for target practice. "It's shot full of holes like 

you wouldn't believe," he said. But the tail section 
and wings can be restored. With the addition of a 
fuselage which the museum is trying to obtain from 
Alberta, the plane will make a "tremendous, huge" 
addition to the museum, Mr. Baker said. The pieces 
of the Lancaster bomber were moved this weekend 
to a compound near the airport which contains 
another.26 or 27 planes. "We're trying to get as 
many aircraft as we can get," he says. "We've been 
pulling them in from all over the countryside of 
western Manitoba. Out of four or five, we'll make 
one good one." 
 The collection features a Tiger Moth, 
Cornel, Bolingbroke, Yale and Lysander. The Tiger 
Moth is the only plane in flying order while the 
Lysander is one of only13 left in the world, Mr. 
Agnew said. The collection should double within a 
year and will feature whatever wartime uniforms 
and memorabilia that the museum members can 
find, Mr. Baker said. The 230 members are also 
attempting to restore a Bolingbroke that saw action 
so it can serve as a memorial to pilots lost in the 
war, he said. 
  
We’ve come a 
long way in the 
last 38 years - 
with six flying 
aircraft, about 20 
static aircraft, 
fifteen+ motor 
vehicles 
including cars, 
truck, tractors and snow plows. The total for small 
artifacts and archival items is nearly 40,000. 
Buildings added from World War II include the H-
Hut – donated by CFB Shilo and the Motor Trans-
port / Beam Approach Building which replicates that 
type of building from World War II. The dreams and 
objectives of the original members still live on – we 
are committed to refining our interpretation of the 
British Commonwealth Air Training Plan story. We 
are committed to preserving items donated by 
generous donors and making them available to the 
public via displays or digital means. We are 
committed to restoring aircraft. We are dedicated to 
expanding and restoring our vintage vehicles.  
 So much for so few to accomplish… we 
need volunteers to take on a number of diverse 
jobs at the museum. Volunteering is an activity truly 
beneficial to the soul.  

Think about joining us. Contact our Executive 
Director at 204-727-2444 if you want to discuss the 

possibility of joining. 

The CATPM first President – Ed Baker. 

Wes Agnew 



The British Commonwealth 
Air Training Plan 

One of a series of articles written specially for 
Weekly Newspapers by Hugh Templin, Editor of the 

Fergus New-Record 
NOT EASY TO ENLIST IN ROYAL CANADIAN 

AIR FORCE 
 It is not easy to join the Royal Canadian Air 

Force. 
 That is not because the men are not 
wanted: they are, and the need will become 
greater. It is not because one has to go far to find a 
Recruiting Centre: they are scattered all over 
Canada, and every province has a least one of 
them. Ontario has six – at North Bay, Windsor, 
London, Hamilton, Toronto and Ottawa. It is hard 
because the R.C.A.F. is particular about those it 
allows into the ranks. There is a high tradition to be 
maintained. For the air crews, at least, educational 
requirements are high. A pilot, for instance, must 
have junior matriculation, or better. 
 Alert, physically fit young men are needed 
of course. The age limit for pilots is 30 years; for air 
observer and wireless operators, two years older. 
According to the official literature, ``applicants are 
required to be of good character, possessing 
intelligence and personality, and to be observant, 

self-reliant and keen on flying.’’ And this means just 
what it says. 

At the Recruiting Centre 
 In order to find out just how a young man 
would join the R.C.A.F., I started at the beginning of 
the procedure. I went to the Recruiting Centre at 
297 Bay Street, Toronto, choosing it because it is 
the largest and the busiest in Ontario. The staff 
numbers 45. 
 The Recruiting Centre is in an old office 
building. That was obvious, not only because of the 
layout but because the names of brokerage firms 
and the like are still to be found on some of the 
doors. 
In the 
hallway, 
a man 
scrutiniz
ed me 
carefully
. He 
said 
nothing 
but his 
look 
was 
penetrat
ing. I 
wonder
ed if I 
was 
suspect
ed of 
spying 
or 
somethi
ng of 
the kind 
but my 
guide, 
Flying Officer Nicol, steered me safely past. Later, I 
learned that the man in the hall is an expert in 
character study. Had I fortified myself with a few 
drinks, or been otherwise unsuited to become a 
member of the great brotherhood, he would have 
found an excuse for steering me out the door. 
 (The ``expert in character study’’ is red-
headed Sgt. ``Cy’’ Tricker, who recently married 
Mary Edwards, formerly of Georgetown – Ed.) 
 Every applicant must have proof of age and 
education, at least two letters of recommendation 
and character, one of them from a recent or present 
employer, a marriage certificate, if applicable, birth 
certificates of children, if any, and discharge 
papers, if formerly in military service. I might have 
supplied them all, but had none with me. Most 



applicants go like that and are sent to the 
Parliament Buildings or wherever it is necessary to 
go to get the certificates. There is no charge for 
these; if the applicant uses the forms given him at 
the Recruiting Centre. 

Pilots are Most Popular 
 Nearly every applicant, who has the 
qualifications, wants to be a pilot. That’s easy 
enough to understand for there’s certain glamour 
about the job. What boy hasn’t dreamed of flying 
his plane through the skies? Who hasn’t heard 
what Canadian pilots did during the last war? And 
how many really know much about all the other 
jobs the Air Force offers? 
 Many don’t realize that conditions changed 
greatly in the air since the last war. The pilot usually 
flew and fought alone; now co-operation is 
essential. Many planes carry crews of three or four 
or more. The require air observer, wireless 
operators and air gunners. 
 For every plane flying in the air a large crew 
is needed on the ground. The R.C.A.F. has some 
65 trades in its ranks. Experienced men are much 
preferred but inexperienced men of the right kind 
will be trained. 
 Many applicants try to bluff their way into 
the position they desire. There’s nothing new about 
that, of course, but it’s almost impossible in the 
R.C.A.F. All applicants for trades must pass the 
``trade tests’’ even before the medical 
examinations. Two corporals start the questioning. 
If the man passes them, he goes to the Warrant 
Officer. 
 To save time, I slipped past the two 
corporals and went directly to Warrant Officer W.H. 
Day, familiarly known as Sgt. Major Day. In years 
past, I know more than one Sergeant Major. It was 
never the most popular rank in the Army. But Sgt. 
Major Day was unlike any other of the rank that I 
had met. For one thing, he had a sense of humor. 
Equally important, he seemed to have an uncanny 
knowledge of the intricacies of all the trades in the 
Air Force. 
 I looked down the long list and pretended I 
wanted to be a motor mechanic. (I really wanted to 
be a pilot, but I was a bit too old.) I couldn’t imagine 
myself being a diesel oiler of a pigeon loftman or a 
masseur or an interpreter, but everybody knows 
how to drive a car, so I would be a motor mechanic. 
 ``Suppose you were out driving with your 
girl on the way to Niagara Falls and you were on a 
back road somewhere’’ (What that man knows!) 
``and your car stopped, what would you do first?’’ 
asked the Sergeant Major. 
 I said that I would look in the gas tank, but it 
appeared I had plenty of gas. After covering several 

possibilities
, it seems I 
had trouble 
in the 
timing of 
the ignition, 
and I was 
soon 
beyond my 
depth. The 
Warrant 
Officer 
knew far 
more about 
it than I did, 
so I 
decided to 
be a pilot 
after all. 
 That 
is typical of 
what every 
recruit goes 
through at 
first. I 
asked if 
some were 
not too 
nervous to 
answer. 
After all, a 
man joining 
the Air 
Force was 
taking an 
important 
and 
decisive 
step. Sgt. 
Major Day 
agreed, but he said that he soon put most recruits 
at ease and I believed him. A few were still 
nervous, he sent them in to talk to the girls on the 
staff for a while. I didn’t know whether to believe 
that or not. Anyway, I skipped that part of it. 
 The attestation paper which the recruit must 
fill out contains the expected questions, such as 
name, age, place of birth, and so on. There is 
space enough to list the names of eight children, 
which would be ample. There are also some less 
obvious questions: Have you ever been convicted 
of an indictable offence? Are you in debt? (If so, 
state particulars – and there is plenty of space to 
the particulars.) Sports and hobbies? In addition, 
there is a question about flying experience in hours 



solo, dual or passenger. It is said that some of the 
applicants, particularly from the United States,  
have plenty of hours to their credit, but that doesn’t 
always guarantee that they will be good pilots in the 
fighting services. 
 Definite and detailed instructions are given 
to each applicant when filling in the forms, yet 90 
per cent are said to make one stupid mistake: they 
don’t write in the name of their home town. They 
don’t forget their street address, but most of them 
applying at the centre are from Toronto and don’t 
think it necessary to say so. 

The Medical Examinations 
 The medical examination is thorough, 
particular attention being paid to the eyes and 
hearing, as might be expected. After passing the 
usual eye tests, reading letters on the chart at a 
distance of 20 feet in a darkened tunnel, and so on, 
the doctor held up his finger two feet in front of my 
eyes and told me to watch it, as he slowly pushed it 
nearer my face. Gradually I grew more and more 
cross-eyed, which was quite proper. He asked me 
to try it with him. His eyes followed my finger to a 
certain point, then one suddenly snapped back. I 
was surprised, but it’s fairly common. Those 
candidates haven’t perfect muscular co-ordination, 
it seems, and can’t judge distances accurately. 
They are the ones who might crash into another 
plane while landing. 
 Finally, there was the color blindness test. I 
looked at colored circles in a book, one to a page. 
Each one looked as though it was a mosaic pattern 
and in each I could trace with little difficulty usually, 
though not so easily sometimes, a pair of figures – 
57 or 29, or a pattern. A man who was color blind 
would see an entirely different number, one which 
didn’t who up until pointed out by Flying Officer 
Kinney, who was giving me the tests. The system 
was devised by a Japanese professor who had 
made a study of color blindness. For those who are 
seriously color blind, there is a light test with red 
and green lights. It is said that five per cent of the 
recruits are color blind and useless as members of 
an air crew. 
 Last stage in the recruiting process was 
carried on in a basement room where a full set of 
my finger prints was taken. The fingers were stuck 
on a sheet of glass coated with printer’s ink or 
something of the kind, then pressed on by one in 
the proper places on a card, then the four fingers of 
the left hand together and the four of the right hand.  
My guide enjoyed this immensely, but there 
seemed to be certain grimness to it as well. The 
members of the R.C.A.F. carry copies of these and 
other identifications with them wherever they go. 

 After farewells to Flight Lieut Lumsden O.C. 
at the Recruiting Centre, and Flight Lieut. Muckell, I 
headed for the Manning Depot, the next stage in 
the life of the recruit in the R.C.A.F. 
NEXT WEEK – The Manning Depot. 
From the Georgetown Herald – July 2 1941 
 
FIVE (COUNT ‘EM) SISTERS in the Women’s 

Division, Royal Canadian Air force, is the record of 

the family of Mr. and Mrs. William Culligan, 

Waterloo, Ont., as AW2 Erma Culligan (above) 

completes her basic training at Rockcliffe manning 

depot. 

 Leading Airwoman Olive Culligan, who is a 

timekeeper at Calgary, started the ball rolling with 

her enlistment in Jun3 1942. The other sisters in 

the service 

are 

Leading 

Airwoman 

Ruby 

Culligan, 

chef at 

Rivers, 

Man.: 

Leading 

Airwoman 

Carol 

Culligan, a 

general 

clerk at 

Trenton, 

Ont., and 

AW1 Peal 

Culligan, a 

hospital 

assistant at Centralia, Ont. 

 The only boy in the family, Carl Culligan is 

keeping his end up as a corporal with the United 

States Army Air Corps in Oklahoma.-(R.C.A.F. 

Photo.)  

 The only post WWII information we could 

find about this remarkable family is an obituary for 

Pearl Seibert (Culligan) who died at a nursing home 

in Kitchener Ontario on August 10th 2019 at the age 

of 97. She survived all of her RCAF sisters and 

another, Hilda Clegg as well as her brother Harold 

Culligan and her parents. She retired as a 

hairdresser at 65 years old. 

  



UNDER A BOMBER'S MOON 

by M. Kay Robinson 
Legion Magazine – April 1987 

 
 During the first years of the war, our family 
lived in a small cottage on the outskirts of the 
beautiful and ancient English city of York. Like 
millions of other young men, my husband was away 
in active service, leaving me to care for our eight 
month-old son and my elderly mother. Since the 
outbreak of the war, women had learned quickly to 
cope with home and families on their own. 
 In York, which was an important rail terminal 
for the north of England, we became used to the 
eerie whine of air-raid sirens and to dressing in the 
darkness of our bedrooms. To this day, I place my 
clothing carefully in order on my bedroom chair – a 
habit formed of necessity in the days when time 
really was of the essence.  
 Anderson shelters – small Quonset-types 
huts named for the home secretary of the day – 

spring up like mole hills in many gardens. Set into 
the ground at a depth of four feet, they could 
protect four or five people from anything short of a 
direct hit. House holders equipped them with coats, 
blankets, a gas stove, a kettle, a tea pot and the 
Englishman’s inevitable standby: a caddy of tea. As 
time passed, little articles of comfort were added – 
a scrap of rug on the earth floor, the odd picture on 
the wall. Some enterprising homemakers even 
applied a coat of bright paint to the walls. A 
receptacle of clean water and usually a tin of 
biscuits or cake were taken into the shelter every 
evening. 
 Since we didn’t have a garden, we had to 
use the communal shelter built into the sloping area 
of our village green. At first, we dutifully arose when 
the sirens sounded, dressed quickly, and bundling 
our precious charge into his small sleeping bag, 
hurried over the road into the shelter, along with 
dozens of other anxious people. Wardens assisted 

us to benches arranged in zigzag fashion along the 
shelter, and there we sat until the all-clear sirens 
sounded – usually about an hour. 
 After several jaunts like this – with the 
German planes simply passing overhead on their 
way to the industrial Midlands – we discontinued 
our nightly trips and slept fully clothed at home 
instead. We became very casual about the whole 
thing. People went back to their regular evening 
pursuits, passing only to peer skyward as the 
planes passed over after dark. 
 ``Jerry up again, George,’’ one old fellow 
would say to another. 
 ``Aye, Tom,’’ his friend would reply ``Off to 
the cities again, I reckon poor devils.’’ 
 We always knew they were German planes: 
a peculiar drone stamped them as Junkers 88s or 
Messerschmitts. 
 On April 29, 1943, my husband was home 
on leave and we had been for a short bus ride into 
the city. It had been a grey day, inclined to drizzle, 
and we were pleased to be back home. We had a 
meal and sat around the fire talking about the war. 
This was the 971st day, and we decided that it 
surely couldn’t last much longer. 
 We retired for the night, but shortly after 
midnight we were rudely awakened by a loud thud 
not far away and wailing sirens.  
` ``This is it!’’ I cried, ``After all those false 
alarms we get the bombs first.’’ 
 Indeed, we were Jerry’s target for the night. 
Our next minutes were hectic. My fingers turned to 
thumbs and mother couldn’t seem to collect her 
faculties. She insisted that she had to wear her 
corset. Somehow or other I got the laces tied 
around her and her other clothing on her in some 
kind of fashion. My husband rolled out son up in his 
blanket and we went out into the bright, moonlit 
night. 



 Mingling with the others on their way to the 
shelter, one man said: ``A bomber’s moon, if ever I 
saw one. We might have known.’’ 
 The noise was deafening: low-flying aircraft, 
the screaming whine of the bombs and the earth- 
shaking thuds as they exploded in the distance. 
Then came the rapid staccato bursts of fire as the 
anti-aircraft guns went into action in the nearby field 
stations. 
 Suddenly, someone shouted, ``Down!’’ and 
we flattened ourselves as a Junkers 88 passed 
over us, no higher than a thousand feet. We could 
see the huge, black shape of wings and fuselage 
and the stark crosses outlined on the wings. As the 
plane crossed the moon a shadow spread over us 
and I shuddered as if the mark of death was on us. 
 Inside the shelter, it was reasonably calm. 
The wardens were helping people chatting in a 
profane, but good-natured way to quell any feeling 

of panic. The 
shelter was soon 
full as we sat on 
the benches we 
could hear the 
continuous earth 
shaking thuds of 
the bomb 
exploding. In our 

haste, my mother had forgotten to put on both of 
her shoes, and so was the only one on the bench 
with one shoe and one slipper. Still, she did have 
her corset, so everything was all right. 
 Next to my mother sat an elderly man who 
was most anxious to reassure us that we were 
quite safe. He seemed very relaxed, and offered 
my mother a swig from his flask of brandy. Being 
strait-laced in more ways than one, my mother 
turned down the offer, and was most relieved when 
the man moved on to find more congenial 
company. 
 After two hours, the noise outside subsided, 
although the occasional bust of ack-ack could still 
be heard. Gradually this ceased as well, and the 
all-clear sounded. We emerged not knowing what 
destruction we would find. 
 No bombs had exploded in the immediate 
vicinity, but to the east the sky was aglow with fire. 
My husband ensured that we got safely back to our 
beds and then set out to see if he could lend a 
hand. Hours later he returned, tired and dirty, to tell 
us of the devastation he had seen. 
 The York railway bore the brunt of damage 
that night. Apparently the Germans had spotted the 
red glow from London – York express’ fire-box and 
followed the train right into the station. The engine 
took a direct hit, killing the engineer and fireman. 

Fortunately, my brother-in-law, an engineer on the 
line, was off that night. 
 The stables also received a direct hit and 
soon were blazing. Disregarding the danger, three 
stable-hands rushed in and freed the 19 horses. 
 The Guildhall in the Blitz – was finished. 
The roof, which had been recently replaced after a 
three-year funding drive, acted as a tinder-box. 
Priceless stained glass was shattered and the 
nearby Church of St. Martin’s was destroyed. 
 From the midst of this kind of destruction 
came a couple of memorable stories. In one area, a 
huge bomb exploded wrecking homes and building 
all around, but in the bomb’s crater stood a baby 
perambulator, intact and unscathed. 
 At the height of the raid, a seven-foot, 
1,000-pound bomb smashed 13 feet deep into a 
garden in the village. Hearing the tremendous thud, 
people in surrounding houses and shelters tensed 
for the blast, but nothing happened. A dud. The 
owners of the garden, shaken by the experience, 
ran into the street calling to an air-raid warden: 
``I’ve got summat in my garden.’’ Hours later, we 
watched as some soldiers hauled the defused 
`summat’ into the back of a truck. As they drove it 
away to the dump, two of the Royal Engineers sat 
atop the bomb, their blackened faces beaming.  
 That sense of camaraderie and good humor 
in the face of so much destruction and terror is 
something I’ve always remembered. 
 A week later, 3,000 of us gathered to 
commemorate the 300 people who had died in York 
and the unknown number of RAF (Royal Air Force) 
men killed in the Faxton district. There were few dry 
eyes as we listened to the Dean of York: ``That 
night is over, but it has left us with a proud standard 
for the days which lie ahead, to which we 
rededicate ourselves.’’ 
 That raid 
of April 29th – 
known as the 
Baedecker raid 
because York 
was picked at 
random as the 
reprisal for Allied 
raids – has been 
written about 
many times, but 
for me it will 
always bring 
back the good 
times and bad 
times of our war 
on the home 
front.  



The Canadian Nursing Sisters  

of World War II 
 

 Canadian nurses have used their skills and 

knowledge to greatly help the wounded in 

Canadian military actions. For a good portion of the 

20th Century, nursing staff associated with the 

armed forces were known as Nursing Sisters. 

 In World War I, Nursing Sisters were 

members of the Canadian Expeditionary force 

attached to the British Army. In World War II, 

nursing sisters were fully integrated into Canada’s 

armed forces and were deployed as members of 

the Canadian Army Medical Corps, the Royal 

Canadian Air Force Medical Branch and the Royal 

Canadian Naval Medical Service. 

Each branch had a distinctive uniform for members 

who were given a rank comparable to that of a 

Lieutenant. The average age of a nursing sister at 

enlistment was 25 years. By war’s end 4480 

Nursing Sisters had enlisted including 3656 with the 

Royal Canadian Army, 481 with the Canadian Air 

Force and 343 with the Royal Canadian Navy. The 

served in virtually every location that the Canadian 

military went including Canada, England, France, 

the Netherlands, Belgium, North Africa, Sicily and 

Hong Kong. 

 The Nursing Service of the RCAF was 

authorized by the government in November 1940. 

More than 100 station hospitals were built and the 

Nursing Sisters were in great demand. Some of 

them trained for evacuation by air, 12 served in 

Newfoundland participating in air-sea rescue 

missions and 66 served overseas. Three Nursing 

Sisters died while on active duty with the RCAF in 

World War II. 

 The two photographs of Nursing Sister 

Flying Officer P.J. Ogilvie (Whatley) were donated 

to the CATP Museum in 1998.  

 

This is a Souvenir `Token’ given to aircrew who 

took part in a number of Allied bombing missions 

while serving with No. 6 RCAF Group. This 

particular token was given to the crew in an 

identified squadron which participated in the 

bombing or Heligoland in April 1045. 

 Heligoland is an archipelago of two small 

islands located on the southeast end of the North 

Sea. In WWII Germany located a naval base and 

heavy anti-aircraft installation on this 1.7 square 



kilometer 

main 

island. 

The raid 

which 

occurred 

over the 

nights of 

April 18 

and 19 

1945 

included 

969 

aircraft: 

617 

Lancaste

rs, 332 

Halifaxes 

and 20 Mosquitoes. Seven thousand bombs fell on 

the naval base, airfield and village transforming the 

island into a crater-pitted moonscape. Three Halifax 

bombers were lost. Most of the residents of the 

island survived in bomb shelters but 285 German 

armed forces personnel and civilians were killed. 

The islands were evacuated on the day following 

the second night of the raid. Crew members as 

noted on the souvenir are Squadron Leader R.D. 

Hemphill, Flying Officer A.E. Tigchelear, F/O R.D. 

Dowling, F/O H.F. Ogilvie, Flight Lieutenant J.K.V. 

Beauchamp, Flight Sergeant R.M. Scott and Pilot 

Officer E.A. McAbendroth. 

 

Gutta Percha & Rubber Limited 

Company Booklet 
A recent 
acquisition for the 
CATPM Archives is 
a small booklet 
published during 
World War II by the 
Gutta Percha & 
Rubber Limited 
Company. Gutta-
percha, is a natural 
rubber that is 
thermoplastic, i.e. it 
can be moulded 
after placing it in 
hot water and 
letting it cool and 
re-harden. Since 

the inception of the Gutta-
Percha & Rubber Company 
in 1845, hundreds of 
products have been made of 
which one of the company’s 
first was a rubber like coating 
for the submarine telegraph 
cables that stretched from 
England to North America. It 
became the largest company 
in Parkdale Ontario when a 
manufacturing plant was set 
up there in 1883 where it 
made everything from hoses to belting to rubber 
boots to automobile tires. It closed in 1960, 
 Our 10 page color 
booklet was a company 
promotion given away during 
World War II to Customers at 
the company’s tire shops. 
With rationing tires were hard 
to find but the government 
via the war effort more than 
made up the demand for the 
company. 
 The booklet features 
drawings of insignias 

(badges) used 
by the 
Canadian 
Armed Forces 
on uniforms. 
Both the Royal 
Canadian Navy 
and the Royal 
Canadian Air 
Force each 
used only three 
insignias on 
uniforms to 
designate the 
rank of the men 
and women 
who wore them. 
The Canadian 
Army differed 
from the other 
two branches by using the insignias to designate 
the wearer’s corps, battalion are a whopping 153 
badges for the army. 
 
 
We thank-you for your ongoing support of the 
Commonwealth Air Training Museum. Next issue of 
CONTACT – July 2020. 
  


