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481 Mntce Squadron. 
 
Rob Richards sent us the photo below of 481 Maintenance bods, all done up in their 1A’s (that’s Rob in 
the second last row, third from the right). The photo was taken at Willytown about 1977. If you’d like a 
copy in much better definition, click HERE. 

 
 
 
 
 
WARNING:  The consumption of alcohol may lead you to believe that ex-lovers are really 

dying for you to telephone them at four in the  morning.  
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1968 Caru Girls. 

 
Ernie Gimm says, re the CARU girls Vol28, he says he can’t put names to most of the girls, but 
he’s pretty sure the Flight Officer is Margaret Baxter. Can anyone help with the remainder?? 
 
 
WARNING:  The consumption of alcohol may make you think you can logically converse with 

members of the opposite sex without spitting.  
 
 
 
Examination day as I see it. 
 

From Ron Clayton’s copy of the 1965 Appy year book. 
 

Anyone who has spent a period of time at the Royal Melbourne Institute of Technology is 
familiar with procedure at study break. Groups of students with ten minutes or longer to spare, 
push, shove, jostle and in general relax by exertion. Others lounge around reading comics, 
talking, or sit and think, or just sit. The lucky ones with cash shoot off to the canteen as if the 
Institute coffee is worth the haste.  
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C 

 
Instructors move through the human throng with ease born of long practice, heading for their 
next rendezvous in the College of Knowledge. Yet on this particular day, a casual observer 
finds the scene, again at study break, vastly different in concept. RAAF apprentices, usually 
noisy, always a moving, energetic groups, are now a picture of lethargy, no movement, no talk, 
except an occasional two-sided conversation; no horseplay. It is as though each man desires to 
be alone with his individual thoughts.  
 
 
WARNING:  The consumption of alcohol may cause a disturbance in the time-space 

continuum, whereby large gaps of time may seem to literally disappear.  
 
 
Yet there is an atmosphere of group tension; individual feelings 
contributing to a mass expectation of the unknown. It is a puzzling 
scene, an unexpected change in character. Have you guessed the 
reason? It’s the first day of end-of-year examinations. Now let’s 
have a RAAF radio apprentice’s view on the subject.  
 
“Examinations—you can have them. The written ones, I mean. The 
physical ones are OK. After all, you have to be fit to do a written 
exam. You are either stuck at a desk with perspiration streaming down your face at 95 in the 
shade, or sit shaking with the cold at 28 in the sun. And you have to be mentally fit to pass a 
verbal exam on your knowledge. Or lack of it. I mean to say, for example, a character holds out 
a nut and says what is this and you say its a quarter inch Whitworth and he says: “No It’s a nut; 
you should have said its a nut then I would ask you what type of nut”. So then naturally you say 
well what type of nut are you and you have flunked another exam. It isn’t fair. What I’m getting 
at is I failed my English and why should I. You have read what I have written so far, haven’t 
you? You have? Well, how come you passed English? Even my mate did better than me; or I; 
or both of us. He flunked radio and then did a welder’s trade test. The Examiner marked his 
papers ‘Joint excellent’ and now he’s one of the best cooks in the RAAF.  
 
“Anyway, I don’t see why we can’t write as we speak. John Lennon got a lot of money for 
writing funny, funny peculiar not funny humorous, and what’s more, no one goes crook on him 
for not getting his hair cut. You don’t know John Lennon you say? The BEATLES?? You 
wouldn’t even know a quarter inch Whitworth either, I’ll bet.  
 
Ah well, see you at the supplementary exam next week.”  
 
J. QUINCEY.  
 
 
WARNING:  The consumption of alcohol may make you think you have mystical Kung Fu 

powers, resulting in you getting your ass kicked.  
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We had a bloke! 
 

We had ‘this bloke’ in our flight in Nashos.  He shall remain anonymous but any one that was 
there at that time will remember him.  Nashos then were for 154 days January till June and 
most of this time was spent at Ballarat.  This ‘bloke’ had been in cadets so he was way ahead 
of most of the rest of our flight.  All the same he was not picked as our ‘honorary corporal’, 
wisely. 
 
He was an organiser and a scrounger.  Eventually the 
WRAAAFs nick named ‘this bloke’ “heavenly head”, 
he just had a crew cut like the rest of us, so why him?  
He was the one that organised four of us to by an A 
model Ford, and that led to many escapades.   
 
‘This bloke’ was the one caught syphoning petrol out 
of a tractor left parked near the mess hall late one 
Sunday,  the duty officer felt sorry for his story and 
even let us keep the petrol rather than putting it back. 
 
It was suggested that our car could do with a coat of paint so, as a favour (trips into town) our 
DI gave as some blue paint and some brushes.  We also managed to get out of Saturday 
afternoon drill.  After the first day the DI asked how we had done “Just cleaned it and papered it 
down”.  In fact we had no sand paper and had just done a bit of spine bashing in the long grass 
near our hut.  Next week same question.  “It looked like rain and we didn’t want to waste the 
paint”.  After about four weeks we were back drilling with the rest of the flight.  We were worried 
that IF we had painted the car, the letters RAAF might have come out all over the car.  That’s 
because we knew that our DI did not buy the paint anyway. 
 
 
WARNING:  The consumption of alcohol invariably creates the illusion that you are tougher, 

smarter, faster and better looking than most other people.  
 
 
On our first guard duty, just after it became dark, ‘this bloke’ was on the tarmac area; he came 
bursting back into the hut “quick I need help”.  We all thought the Japs had landed and went for 
our 303s (without ammo of course), but no.  “I have found all sorts of good stuff and I need help 
to pinch it”.  We declined. 
 
At one stage the camp PA system was being extended, as ‘this bloke’ had worked for a PA 
company he got the job of a week up poles connecting speakers and of course was without 
instruction. 
 
As you know, there was no swimming any where near the camp, but of course ‘this bloke’ 
volunteered for five days at Laverton (???) so that an RAAF team could be chosen.  About 
eight I think went down including a couple of WRAAAFs.   Hours before the events kicked off, 
he had bad stomach pains “I have previously been diagnosed with appendicitis”.  A week in 
Melbourne and never put his swimming costume on. 
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“This bloke’ was also the guy that broke the ice with the nurses at Ballarat Base Hospital and 
ended up with a number of us taking nurses out.  We were 18-19 so we did need help to break 
the ice but we were well capable on our own after that. 
 
When any one took a photo ‘this bloke’ was always the most prominent in the print. 
Everyone knew someone like this, we all had a ‘this bloke’ in our unit didn’t we? 
 
 
A  woman was at her hairdresser's getting her hair styled for a trip to Rome with her husband. 
She mentioned the trip to the hairdresser, who responded: "Rome? Why would anyone want to 
go there? It's crowded and dirty. You're crazy to go to Rome. So, how are you getting there?" 
  
"We're flying with Qantas," was the reply. "We got a great rate!" "Qantas?" exclaimed the 
hairdresser." That's a terrible airline. Their planes are old, their flight attendants are ugly, and 
they're always late. So, where are you staying in Rome?" 
  
"We'll be at this exclusive little place over on Rome's Tiber River called Teste." "Don't go any 
further. I know that place. Everybody thinks its gonna be something special and exclusive, but 
it's really a dump." 
  
"We're going to go to see the Vatican and maybe get to see the Pope." "That's rich," laughed 
the hairdresser. "You and a million other people will be trying to see him. He'll look the size of 
an ant."  Boy, good luck on this lousy trip of yours. You're going to need it." 
  
A month later, the woman again came in for a hairdo. The hairdresser asked her about her trip 
to Rome. "It was wonderful," explained the woman, "not only were we on time in one of 
Qantas's brand new planes, but it was overbooked, and they bumped us up to first class. The 
food and wine were wonderful, and I had a handsome 28-year-old steward who waited on me 
hand and foot. 
  
And the hotel was great! They'd just finished a $5 million remodelling job, and now it's a jewel, 
the finest hotel in the city. They, too, were overbooked, so they apologized and gave us their 
owner's suite at no extra charge!"  
  
"Well," muttered the hairdresser, "that's all well and good, but I know you didn't get to see the 
Pope." "Actually, we were quite lucky, because as we toured the Vatican, a Swiss Guard 
tapped me on the shoulder, and explained that the Pope likes to meet some of the visitors, and 
if I'd be so kind as to step into his private room and wait, the Pope would personally greet me. 
  
Sure enough, five minutes later, the Pope walked through the door and shook my hand! I knelt 
down and he spoke a few words to me." "Oh, really! What'd he say?" 
  
He said: "Who stuffed up your hair?" 
  
 
 
 


