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Canadian Tars Billed "Heroes" 
Feted At Theatre In Baltimore 

Rousing Welcome Given By Citizens 

ONE DOZEN REASONS WHY "MEET THE NAVY" IS A HIT 

Baltimore, altnough just be­
low the Mason-Dixon line, has 
inherited its full share of Sout­
hern hospitality. If you don't 
think so just ask any Canadian 
sailor who was lucky enough to 
be in the city during the early 
part of December. 

Forty hardy Canadian tars, 
all fresh from the Battle of the 
Atlantic, were guests of Keith's 
theatre at the city's premiere of 
Universale great saga of the 
Canadian Navy, "Corvette K -
225." 
N«A spatial bus was hired by the 
theatre to bring the men to 
the door. In the meantime a 
large banner was stretched across 
the street proclaiming that 
•"Forty Canadian heroes of the 
Battle of the Atlantic would 
attend to-night in person." 

Honored By City 
Stepping jauntily from tha 

bus, the sailors posed for photo­
graphers b afore going inside. 
From the stage a letter from the 
Mayor was read welcoming the 

men to Baltimore and expressing 
the city's appreciation for the 
task that they are doing. Fol­
lowing this the sailors were asked 
to stand while the audience 
gave them a rousing ovation. 

Billed as heroes by the theatre, 
the men were certainly enter­
tained as such, and while they 
felt a little embarrassed by all 
the fuss that was being made 
over them, the kindly hospitality 
of the theatre manager and the 
many persons who wished them 
well, was much appreciated. 
Such evidence of Canadian-
American friendship has made 
them hope that they will again 
be privileged to visit this lovely 
city. 

After the showing of the pic­
ture, the manager, M r . Sham-
berger, invited both officers and 
men to accompany him to the 
theatre ballroom on the top 
floor. Here unlimited supplies 
of refreshments were served by; 
four pretty waitresses, bringing I 
to a close a very interesting and 
enjoyable evening. Who wouldn't set a course to 

N a v y " were there to greet h im. 
"Por t" if any of these Wrens from the "Por t and Starboard" number of "Meet the 
R C N Photo. 

ROYAL RECEPTION GIVEN CANADIAN NAVYMEN It's Leap Year, Sailor! 
by "Bachelor Bill' 

I t just happened that the members of a Canadian warship made their appearance on the streets of Baltimore, M d . , 
at the same time as the picture "Corvette K 2 2 5 " was making its appearance in a large theatre in the city. The manager 
of the theatre sent a bus down to the ship for the men and had them attend the picture as his guests. 

Shown here are the crew members standing in front of the theatre. Above their heads, and not shown in the pic­
ture, is a large banner which announces, " F o r t y Canadian Heroes of the Batt le of the At lant ic wi l l attend tonight 
in person." •- ; <• •. . ••. . . . . 

Well shipmates, here we are 
starting out in another year of 
our lives. Winter has taken a 
firm foothold and as most of 
us have been so busy making 
our "many" resolutions which we 
hope to "keep", it's quite poss­
ible some of us may have been 
inclined to overlook a problem 
which will undoubtedly cause 
no little amount of conster­
nation during the ensuing 
months. 

Yowsah, my friends, this is 
Leap Year and we of the male 
sex who, by some stroke of Fate, 
have managed to remain within 
the "Walls of Bachelorhood" 
had better get busy and plan 
some form of defence against 
the wiles of women. 

Halt'er Or Altar? 
Cultivation of that "demned 

elusive" art of wariness will-
undoubtedly, be the most ade­
quate protection against f imin, 
ine Leap Year wiles and unless 
you, who wish to remain "free 
and easy" don't attend to that 
chore right fast-like it's quite 
possible that a trip to the altar 
is in the offing. 

Statistics show that during 
the "Leap Year, 1940"—"vict­
ims of-the-fatal-plunge-into-the-
sea-of-matrimony" showed an 
increase of 20 percent over 1939 
and this year gives even greater 
promise of soaring figures, as 
our resistance is apt to be at 
a "lower-than-average-ebb," due 
to the fact our future destiny 
is so uncertain. 

For this reason alone, many 

of us will be inclined to take 
our "chances," so here's a tip 
to those of us who dare 
gamble: "the modern alternative 
to Leap Year marriage is a 
gown of the lassie's choice so 
the unresponsive male will not 
get off scot-free." 

Therefore, for those of us who 
venture forth and are fortunate 
enough to elude the "lariats" 
of those "rope-tossing-females," 
let it be known that a large bank 
account would be a decided 
factor as "gowns of the lassie's 
choice" are expensive and it's 

j quite possible that some bits of 
feminine fluff may be destined 
to end the year with a decidedly 
large wardrobe. 

Scot Free 
Some of you may be a-wonder-

ing who started all this, so we 
will endeavour to enlighten you 
on the subject. From all reports 
the custom of women openly 
usurping male prerogatives one 
year out of every four was first 
observed in Scotland in 1288, 
and has held a definite legal 
status ever since. 

The ancient Scottish decree 
which has been in effect for 
more than 700 years reads: 
For ilk yeare knowne as Lepe 
Yeare, silk mayden ladye of 
both high and low estait shall 
hae liberte to bespeak ye man 
she likes albeit he refuses to 
taik hir to be his lawful wyfe 
he shall be mulcted in ye sum 
ane poundis or less, as his 
estait may be; except and a wis; 

Continued on page 12 
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HAPPY NEW YEAR 

New Year's has become an almost inevit­
able thing and with it comes the New Year's 
editorial. Each year at this time the editor is 
expected to sit down and deliver some thought-
provoking, soul-stirring bit of clairvoyance to 
help mankind along the unknown path of the 
next three hundred and sixty-five days. 

And so, the editor sits him down and thinks 
perhaps he'll start them off with something 
stirring that Winston Churchill has said about 
driving steadily forward and keeping on, even 
though the end of the struggle may be in sight. 
However, he realizes that line will probably be 
worked to death by a quarter of the papers in 
the country. 

He starts out on a new tack. He ' l l im­
press his readers with his knowledge of the bet­
ter class of poetry—something from Shakes­
peare, shall we say. A h , that's it, "a l l the 
world's a stage where every man . . . . " No, 
that won't do. That bit of MacBeth he knew 
so well at school has entirely slipped his mind 
and he hasn't a copy of Shakespeare at hand to 
check with. Well , let's see, now. What else 
is there? 

Now he has it! The good old standby. A 
review of the past year. Start it off with the 
Naval Minister's statement that, "The work 
of the Royal Canadian Navy during the past 
twelve months . . . . " Nope, hundreds of pap­
ers will be using that, too. There must be 
something he can write that his readers will ap­
preciate. Perhaps he ought to be quite serious 
and uplifting in this editorial and speak along 
religious veins. Something really deep and 
spiritual starting out with " Y o u men 'who go 
down to the sea in ships and . . . . " The editor 
realizes the padre used that very theme in his 
sermon on Sunday 

And so it goes. Each brilliant thought fades 
rapidly and he has written nothing thought-
provoking or soul-stirring. Each year he makes 
a resolution that he will get down to business in 
plenty of time next year and get this champion 
of all headaches off his chest early and each 
year finds him in the same predicament as the 
year before. 

There is always one solution he feels he 
can fall back on, safely. If he can't be different 
from all the others the next best thing is to be 
in entire agreement with them and wish all the 
readers of the publication he represents a very 
Happy New Year. Which he does. 

BECAUSE OF A FEW 

Every once in a while this paper has 
occasion to take a slap, editorially speaking, at 
some of the members of our own service. This 
is an unpleasant task but we feel that in fairness 
to the other members of the Navy, it is the 
duty of The Crow's Nest to do so. Not long 
ago, disorderly conduct of a few members of 
the Service aboard trains resulted in a com­
plaint being made, and so, when the Christmas 
season arrived special precautions had to be 
taken at several bases to ensure good deport­
ment among men travelling on leave. 

The necessary steps left a rather bad taste 
in the mouths of many of those who were tra­
velling and caused some little embarrassment 
to others. It also caused considerable loss of 
time and inconvenience to the men going on 
leave, to say nothing of extra work for members 
of the Navy's policing department. 

The authorities who instituted the special 
action of having baggage inspected before 
Naval personnel were allowed to board trains, 
could not be blamed. They have a big re­
sponsibility toward the public in general, as 
well as to the Service which they represent and 
it was their duty to give adequate protection 
to both public comfort and the name of the 
Naval Service. 

The full blame for the inconvenience must be 
placed squarely upon the shoulders of a few 
persons who caused thousands of others to be 
"punished" by their action. Surely, these 
people know how quick the public is to judge 
the entire Service by the action of a few men. 
We are all in the same uniform and what one 
sailor does is credited as being representative 
of the entire service. We don't believe that 
the men. of the Navy are any more uncouth 
or more given to misconduct than those of any 
other service, nor are they any more trouble­
some than the civilians themselves. It is only 
that the civilian, in causing a disturbance, does 
so as an individual and is judged as such. The 
sailor does so as a member of a large organi­
zation and is taken as an example of the general 
conduct of that organization. 

It is to be hoped that in future the few 
thoughtless men of the Service who allow their 
exuberance at going on leave to carry them 
beyond the bounds of convention, will try to 
think of others who would also be quite happy 
to be going on leave. With a little care it may 
be possible to cause the authorities to relax, 
a little, the embarrassing and distasteful re­
gulations which they have been forced to put 
in operation. 

WHAT OF TOMORROW 

By A. A. Wenban, O.A.(O) 

"Sailors don't care" is a phrase which can 
bear more than one interpretation. The Naval 
man has to take for granted many things that 
in peace-time and in cold blood he would have 
contemplated with distaste, if not disgust. 
Doubtless many a man in his confined fo'csle 
in a corvette has longed for a breath of that 
free air of his native prairie, a land which 
though as wide as many' a sea was stable be­
neath his feet. He accepts the discomfort 
of today for the hopes of tomorrow. He is 
fighting for the right to choose his way of life. 
He does care, about Canada. 

He cares, at the least, for that part of 
Canada that he knows and loves best. Some­
times his love for his native Ontario or British 
Columbia makes him fiercely critical of the 
east. The Maritimer maintains heatedly the 
virtues of the province where the British 
pioneers wrung new life from the wilderness of 
rock and scrub, and the Acadians planted a 
garden in the Annapolis Valley and along the 
Minas basin. The French-speaking Canadian 
and the descendant of the European prairie 
settlers add their colour to the interminable 
discussions in the messes. 

Canada's history is an epic of hard toil, 
adventurous exploration, hazard. Many fail­
ures preceded later prosperity. The sense of 
destiny and mission which drove the pioneers 
ever westward gave the toughness within, which 
overcame fatigue and despair. In those days 
each man carried his own burden, and took 
his own share of the responsibility for the com­
munity. He knew the future depended on 
his own efforts. That is how a new nation was 
founded. 

The sailor today knows that when "Action 
Stations" is sounded life or death for the whole 
ship's company may depend on his own vigil­
ance, and tired though he may be, he answers 
the call and accepts the responsibility. He 
does care what happens to his shipmates and 
himself. That is what true Democracy means 
—every man taking his share and keeping his 
watch, not grudging the cost to himself. And 
this must be true of every citizen of Canada 
tomorrow as well as today. The men of the 
Navy know that tomorrow depends on today. 
That is why they volunteered. 

They know, too, that a "happy ship" can 
be made or marred by one man. Jealousy or 
pride or fear can sabotage the teamwork of a 
crew. When the excitement of action is over, 
and the chance to relax comes, there is the 
enemy within to lick. There lies the key for 
tomorrow. If Canada is to be a "happy ship" 
the battle against the enemy within, pride, 
hate and fear, must go on in the days of out­
ward peace. Canada will need pioneers to win 
new victories. For a Canada, free and taking 
a full share of responsibility among the nations, 
the Navy fights. Sailors do care! 

THE GHOST OF CHRISTMAS PRESENT 

ACROSS OUR BOWS 
Letters to the Editor 

Letters to the editor may be accompanied by a fictitious pen-name 
to be used in publication of the letter but, the true name of the author 
must be submitted before the opinion will be published No guarantee 
is given that any letter will be published. The name of the author of 
any letter will not be divuiged to anyone other than the editors. Opin­
ions expressed here do not necessarily reflect the views of the publishers. 

Prospective Recruit 
Dear Si r : 

I became acquainted with The 
Crow's Nest through a friend who was 
stationed at H M C S Cornwallis. I 
eagerly read the copy which he sent 
me from the first page to the last— 
yes, even the editorials! I think I 
can say that some of the articles 
crystallized my ambition to join the 
Wrens when I am old enough. So here's 
wishing your paper lots of success in 
1944. 

Yours sincerely, 
Joyce McGahey, 
Toronto, Ont. 

Russian Poem Famous 
Dear Sir: 

I came across this verse in a copy 
of Magazine Digest and thought it 
very good and I ' m sure i t deserves to 
be published as widely as possible as 
a tribute to our worthy allies, the 
Russians. I feel sure it expresses the 
feeling of a let of Canadians, too. I 
would like to see it published in the 
next issue of The Crow's Nest, if 
possible. 

Thank you, k indly , 
S B A Reick, 
Sydney, N . S. 

WAIT F O R M E 
This poem by Constantine Simonov 

is known all over Russia. Framed 
copies of it hang in the houses of 
Russian women whose men are fighting 
at the front. I t is the great love poem 
of this war. 
Wai t for me: I wi l l come 
Wait for me 
Forget the sadness and the pain, 
The weeping of the dreary rain. 

Wai t for me: 
Forget the voice that says 
"The light has gone out from your 

days; 

He is gone; you only wait in va in ." 
Wait for me: I wi l l come 
Through many deaths, 
Knowing that you wait 

Those 'who do not wait 

Cannot understand 
That the hours you wait 
Are like the reaching of a hand 
Across a deathless time 
Wait I wi l l come. 

Letter To Santa 
(The following letter arrived at 

The Crow's Nest office last month— 
why, we don't know—but, even though 
the kindly gentleman to whom it was 
addressed didn't get i t in time, we 
hope he'll do something about i t— 
Ed.) 
"Dear Santa Claus: 

Greetings and salutations from 
Cabin 10. We are gathered here 
dreaming of a White Christmas and 
wishing we were going home. Do you 
suppose you could get in touch with 
Superman. Perhaps he could take 
us home for a few minutes, or, better 
st i l l , could you persuade the N a v y to 
pay us before Christmas, because we 
are all broke after buying presents for 
our folks back home. 

"Here are a few suggestions for 
what we'd l ike: Our canteen is very 
short of chocolate bars. We think if 
we had some all-day suckers they'd 
last longer. Most of us would like a 
draft and most of al l we'd like a 
Christmas dinner, instead of pork 
and beans. 

Yours very truly, 
Cabin 10, 
Wrens Barracks, 
H M C S Kings , 
Halifax, N . S." 

About Christmas Leave 
Dear Si r : 

I have been reading The Crow's 
Nest ever since I came down to 
Halifax last June from Woodstock, 
Ontario, and I really think it 's a grand 
paper from cover to cover. Right 
now, like many other sailors' wives, 
I 'm waiting to go home with my 
husband on Christmas leave. I 
thought, maybe, you'd put the poem 
I composed i n The Crow's Nest . 

Thanking Y o u , 
M r s . W . M . Riddel l , 
Hal i fax, N . S. 

Continued on Page 3 


