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Still
Smiling!

He’s one of the heroes of the
Royal Canadian Navy but he’ll
never .go back to sea again—
for Telegraphist Chuck Kent,
RCN, of Calgary, is lying in a
hospital bed today with the
lower part of both legs amputat-
ed. He miraculously survived
a direct hit by a German bomb
during a fight between a Can-
adian destroyer and enemy air-
craft.

A grin on his face, though he’s
still suffering, the 21-year-old
sailor relaxed on his pillow in
hcspit:1 and told how a 2,000-
pound bomb ripped through the
port bulkhead of the signal
room and sliced his legs from
under him before careening out
the starboard side and explod-
ing at the water line.

“l guess you might say I
just reached the end of my
luck,” he said casually. “You
see once before I was torpedoed
" and spent 12 hours clinging to
wreckage before being picked up.
I never thought I'd finally get
it from a bomb.”

Kent’s ship was doing patrol
duties with four other ships
about three miles off the coast
of Spain when attacked by 20
German bombers ‘‘of almost
every type.” One of the ships,
a British sloop, was hit by a
bomb dead amidships and sank
within 40 seconds.

“I was standing in the corner
of the room when the bomb
struck,” Kent said. “I guess I
didn’t really know what had
happened. It came fast. The
only reason I wasn’t killed was
because the bomb didn’t explode
until it passed through.”

“The bomb cut right through
my legs. I came down on the
stumps and fell over. Blood
was gushing from the open
wounds but not like you’d think.
The shock slowed up the flow.
All the time I knew what I
was doing..' I knew I had to
stop that flow of blood or die
right there.”

“I dragged myself across the
room and spotted one of the
crew,” he continued in a non-

“AND, SANTA,—IF IT WOULDN’T BE ASKING TOO MUCH —-—"’

Drawn exclusively for The Crow’s Nest by Robert Chambers

chalant tone. ‘“Then I hauled
out my knife and cut the straps
from my life belt. I handed
them to the guy and asked him
to tie up my .legs to stop the

blood. I guess that saved me.”

HMCS Winnipeg Knows Meaning
Of The Words “Merry Christmas”

by P/S/Lt. George Ronald

HMCS Winnipeg, a minesweep-
er-type, escort ship launched at
Port Arthur recently, is prob-
ably one of the best-equipped
vessels at sea today—thanks to
Navy-minded Winnipeggers.

Hundreds of the “little things”
which go to make sea life so
much happier have been con-
tributed by citizens of the Mani-
toba capital through the HMCS
Winnipeg Fund, begun last April
by Mayor Garnet Coulter.
¢ Here are just a few of the
things the ‘“Winnipeg” has: 3

wash boards, 6 coffee makers, 2
toasters, an 8-gallon electric coffee
urn, 2 pianos, 2 washing machin-
es, a soft-drink cooler, 2 waffle
irons, 2 gramaphones, a radio-
gramaphone, a silver tea ser-
vice, 4 radios, 38 magazine sub-
seriptions, 20 fur vests, a pin-
ball game, scores of records and
several musical instruments.

On top of that the people of
Winnipeg, through the Fund,
are sending a Christmas gift
to each member of the ship’s
company.

" and The
Mr. Robert Chambers, staff -

IN THIS ISSUE

- The following persons have :
very kindly contributed articles,
~ cartoons and messages to this

issue of The Crow’s Nest as a
Christmas gesture to the men
and women of the Royal Can-
adian Navy: Mr. Stephen Lea-
cock, noted Canadian author

and humorist, Mr. Lou Zwer- .

ling, sports writer, The Star
Chronicle, Halifax;

cartoonist, The Herald and The
Mail, Halifax; Miss Deanna

Durbin, lovely Universal Pic- .

tures star; the Hon. Angus L.
Macdonald, Minister of Nation-
al Defence for Naval Services;
Vice-Admiral Percy W. Nelles,
C. B., RCN, Chief of The Naval
Staff; Rev. B. C. Martin, RCN,
Senior Roman Catholic Chap-
lain.

The Crow’s Nest extends its
thanks to these contributors.

‘| of the Atlantic.

Periscope
Prize

A British Port—Lt.-Cdr. Hen-
ry K. “Hank” Hill, RCNVR, of
Toronto and Kingston, is one
man who believes in applying
business principles to the Battle
The first rating
on board his ship, HMCS Cal-
gary, to spot an enemy submar-
ine gets a flat bonus of $100!

Altogether, “Hank” Hill is
one of the most unique corvette
captains at sea today. To be-
gin with, he is past the age con-
sidered most adaptable to the
rigorous life of ‘“the roughest
ships afloat.” The legend is
that corvette fighting is a young
man’s game. ‘“Hank” is 43.

‘Wealthy Sportsman

He is what the Sunday mag-

{azine sections might refer to as

“a wealthy sportsman’. In his
right ear dangles a small ring, a

|salty touch which he and his
viriend | Jimmy Davis

(also. a
Canadian Navy commanding
officer) considered apropos dur-
ing a spot of leave at London-
derry. In peacetime he enjoy-
ed a prosperous living from
grain, canneries—and 1In his
younger days around Kingston—
even a newspaper. He gave
up the comfort and security of
these profitable ventures to go
to sea in 1940. :

His name had long been fam-
iliar in yachting circles around
Toronto and the New England
states, where he competed (with
marked success) in international
races. With the coming of war
he offered his services to the
Canadian Navy and one of the
first assignments they gave him
was the recruiting of 50 exper-
ienced yachtsmen to serve on
loan to the Royal Navy.

“On. one. condition,” said ‘Hill.
“I must be counted as one .of

the fifty.”

||Members Of Famed Sea-Faring Tribe
Proud Of New Destroyer HMCS Haida

A British Port—When the
members of the ‘‘Haida’ tribe
heard that the Royal Canadian
Navy planned to name a Tribal
Destroyer in their honor they
promptly called a Pow-wow.
They felt deeply appreciative
of the gesture and so they were
determined to return the compli-
ment in some form.

That was why a letter arrived
just as the newest of Canada’s
British-built Tribals was being
commissioned at the shipyard
which makes this port famous.
The letter, which contained a
cheque for One Hundred Dol-
lars, 'had been forwarded by
A. M. D. Fairbairn, Secretary

to the Lieutenant-Governor of
British Columbia and Chief Gid-
anst an adviser to the Haida
Tribe. The money had been

eollected by voluntary contribu-
tion from members of the tribe
and was to be devoted to buying
comforts for the ship’s company.

The crew of ‘“Haida’ have
sent their thanks in a letter
signed by Cdr. H. G. DeWolf,
RCN, Commanding Officer.

A small tribe, numbering less
than 500 in all, the Haida Indians
have a fierce sea-fighting reputa-
tion that reaches far back into
the turbulent history of the’
Pacific sea coast Red men. That
is the tradition that will be per-
petuated in the lean, tough des-
troyer now faring forth under
Canada’s fighting flag.
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"If Blood e the Price of Admiralty
Lord God we ha' paid in full."
— Kipling
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CHRISTMAS LETTER

In hundreds of homes in Canada this Christ-
mas there will be joyous re-unions between
Service men and women, arriving home on the
most precious of all leave—Christmas leave,—
and their families. In hundreds of other homes
there will be a different measure of happiness
—but happiness just the same. There will be
a letter from a loved one in the Service. |In
a great many more homes, however, there will
be only a half-hearted attempt at being gay—
there will be something lackingin the Christmas
celebration—a boy or girl in the Service won't
be coming home and there hasn't been any
letter.

It is to these mothers, wives and sweet-
hearts who won't be seeing their sailors this
year at Christmas and who haven't received a
Yuletide message that we offer the following
letter, just to try to fill the gap.

Darling:

Tonight is one of those clear, crisp nights
when every moment you expect to hear some-
one singing a Christmas carol, or church bells
ringing. It's one of those nights when you
just sort of sit down and try to live again all
the Christmases you've e zer known—Ilike when
I sent my first letter to Santa Claus asking for
a pup, (gee, how | wanted a real dog | could
talk to and play with) and how let down | felt
when 1 didn't get him. | remember | was told
that word had been received that there
were so many orders for pups that year there
just weren't enough to go around. And then
there was the time when Dad said he was going
to set a bear-trap and catch the old gent when
he came down the chimney. | guess that was
the closest | ever came to hating Dad. And
that same year he gave me that swell, big
sleigh and | guess | never loved him more.
It was that year, too, that someone gave me a
bunch of handkerchiefs and 1| couldn't figure
out how anyone expected to make a guy happy
at Christmas-time giving him "hankies!"

A couple more years slipped by and | came
to that perilous time when, in order to stick
with the gang, | had to deny Santa Claus and
in order to quiet my own fears of a blank
Christmas | wrote a letter to this doubtful char-
acter, anyway. More years rolled along and
I got a job delivering parcels after school. |1
started saving in August and by Christmas |
was able to give you a wrist-watch. A wrist-
watch, to me, had always been better than a
car, or a fur coat, or anything. And then,
when you opened the parcel, tears came into
your eyes and | felt silly and blurted out, "Well,
gee whiz, don'tcha like it!"

It seems an awfully long time since that
Christmas four years ago, just before | was
about to leave for the coast. But your words,
as we sat together in the living room by the
fire, after the others had all left,-—those words
never fade—I'll always remember them—"This

has been a lovely day for us with the family

gathered together, the Christmas carols on the
radio, the warm fire, the good things to eat,
the noisy unwrapping of parcels; the mixture
of joyous freedom and the warmth of peace.
I think that this day more than any other
brings out the meaning of ‘'home.'

"And we, who remain here at home, want
you to remember always that this war is being
fought for all of this, not just for us, as indiv-
iduals. You must not think of us—thinkin-
stead of this Christmas day—of every part
of it. Try to be courageous wherever you are,
but if some time you are afraid, don't be as-

hamed. We must all meet fear, at one time.
It will be your job to conquer it. May God
bless you."

Yes, dearest, | am remembering that

THE CROW'S NEST

Christmas and somehow the memory of it
brings me home—I don't feel lonely any more.
I hope that you, too, will have the feeling that
I am with you on Christmas day—that this
letter will help to take my place this year.
May next Christmas see us all together again
to share in the "joyous freedom and the warmth

of peace” of our home.
Ever lovingly,
Your Sailor.
RELIGION AND WAR

by Rev. William Hills, R.C.N.

There have been many answers to the
question "What is Religion." The simplest
is often the most profound. Religion is simply
following a person, and to the Christian that
Person is Jesus Christ. To some who pride
themselves upon their high capacity for intel-
ligence, Jesus Christ is accepted merely as a
Galilean visionary. To more of us, having
gone through the ordeal of four years of bloody
war, He reveals Himself as the sternest realist
the world has ever known. Despite the fact
that some have pictured Him as a man of meek-
ness and humility to the exclusion of every
other quality of personality, yet it remains
true that His voice is the voice of the Eternal.

Jesus Christ lays claim to every depart-
ment of human life. If this claim had been
acknowledged by the whole world, it is certain
that this oft-quoted line would be untrue:—

"After 1900 years of Mass
We've got as far as poison gas.'

And yet, because He has not been accepted as
the Way, the Truth, and the Life of men, we
are forced into a dreadful conflict which is
none of our making nor choosing. Said Jesus,
"All they that take the sword shall perish with
the sword." Let the rulers of Germany hear
those words if they will. Let Corporal Hitler
listen to what Corporal Bonapart said before
his banishment to the island of St. Helena:—

"Alexander, Caesar, Charlemagne, and my-
self founded great empires. But upon what
did the foundations of our genius depend!
Upon force. Jesus alone bui% his empire
upon love and to this day millions of men
would die for Him.

}  Again he said, "There are- only two powers
in the world, the spirit and the sword. In the
long run the sword will always be conquered by
the  Spirit.

A victory for the sword is unthinkable,
for the dictators would sweep out of existence
our Churches, which for all their imperfections
have been the cradles of man's search for the
good life. Einstein, the scientist, in relating
his experiences in Nazi Germany concludes by
saying, "I feel great admiration and am truly
attracted to the Church, which, has had the
persistant courage to fight for spiritual truth
and moral freedom. | feel obliged to recognize
that I now admire what | used to consider of

little value.”
ET IN TERRA PAX
The following is a Special Christinas message by
Rev.B. C. Martin, R. C. N., SeniorJloman Catholic
Chaplain.

In these days when the peace of the
world is disturbed by the horrors of war,
one hesitates to repeat the old message
announcing the Advent of the Prince of
Peace; yet we look forward to the future
with confidence and hope that after Victory,
a permanent peace based on the Christian
virtues of justice and charity will be firmly
established in the world. This is the end
and object of our existence as members of
a great service with glorious traditions.

Let us then unite our voices to those
bearers of that message that reverberated
throughout the hills of Judea "Gloria in
excelsis Deo, et in terra pax hominibus
bonae voluntatis.”

TO OUR READERS

The staff of The Crow's Nest extends to
its readers the wish that all shall enjoy a very
Merry Christmas. Speaking on behalf of the
men and women of The Royal Canadian Navy,
to the people of this Dominion, we feel free
to say that we, in the Navy, hope it will be
our privilege to contribute, in large measure,
to an early peace that will ensure that all the
Christmases to come will bring with them,
everywhere in our land, the fullest measure of
the sacredness, joy and goodwill that is the
very meaning of this festive season.

DECEMBER

iTHE GHOST OF CHRISTMAS PRESENT

ACROSS OUR BOWS

Letters to the Editor

Letters to the editor may be accompanied by a fictitious
of the letter but, the true name of the author
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Same To You
Dear Sir:
I look forward to this Navy
paper and enjoy it so very much.

It seems to bring my son closer to me,
although he is overseas. Naturally,
he is in the Canadian Navy and, like
all mothers, I'm proud of my sailor.
Best of luck to you all and may all
enjoy a very happy Christmas and a
successful New Year.

Mrs. E. E. Poirier,

Los Angeles, CalL, U.S.A.

Dear Sir:
We find The Crow's Nest a very in-
teresting paper and it gets read from
cover to cover, not because our son
is in the Navy but because it really
isinteresting.
Mrs. A.
Ingersoll,

Boniface,
Ont.
Perhaps Another Time
Dear Sir:

For the past year The Crow's Nest
has come to us regularly as a gift
from our son who spent that year in
HMCS " ".  We have look-
ed eagerly for its arrival and would
not like to miss a copy as we loan them
to others and then file them among
the "treasures" awaiting our lad's
return.

We understand HMCS
was the little Minesweeper referred
to under the front page column en-
titled "Black Ensign" which stated,
"The largest number destroyed by
any one ship totalled 18 '
and they're the proudest ship in the
whole Navy." You can understand
our bit of disappointment when we
could not find a picture of that par-

' consisting of traditional words
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ticular crew on page 8 of the October
number of The Crow's Nest. How-
ever, we understand that you can't
print the pictures of all and it's fine
to see the faces of at least a few of
the gallant lads and to note that they
come from so many different parts of
our wide Dominion. Congratulations
to them and to the staff of The Crow's
Nest who are turning out such a very
splendid monthly,

Mrs. James
Wilton Grove,

Scobie,
ont.

We, too, are sorry that we cannot
print the pictures of all pf our fellow
Navymen who take part in the many
valorous deeds performed at sea and
ashore, but finances and space just
don't permit. Since the name of the
ship in which your son is borne was
not released by the Department of
Naval Information we are prohibited
from using it. It might be of interest
to readers to know that, as a Service
paper, The Crow's Nest is not permit-
ted to "scoop" civilian publications by
printing information which would not
be available to the daily press.—Ed.

It's Too!
Dear Sir:

Acting upon the request of several
shipmates to compose a letter or poem
used
in the Navy, and not known to the
average civilian, | have written the
enclosed  verses.

The original idea was to have en-

Good,

" closed duplicate copies to our homes

and friends and have them re-write

it, filling in the explanations for the

Service terms used in the poem so that
Continued on page3



