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t k uniFonms 
Here's one pop group you can be part of. 

One that tops the charts every t ime. The 
group that digs the action of Scouting in 

complete uni form. The action can be at a hop — 
your uniform is sharp enough for every occasion. 
It can be on a wilderness trai l — your uni form is 
rugged and comfortable. Q If you're a Cub, the 
uni form consists of grey jersey and trousers, neck
erchief, slide, cap, and a belt whose buckle opens 

So no matter what section of Scouting you're in, you can 
share in the fashion limelight. All you need is your com
plete uniform. Guitars and tubas are optional. • All uni-

pop bottles. • For Scouts, it 's green beret, neck
erchief and slide, square-bottom green shirt , 
sl im-l ine blue trousers, belt and red badge sash. 
• Venturers come on strong in loden-green beret 
and trousers, tan shir t , loden-green t ie and badge 
sash, and a belt w i th a Venturers' symbol on the 
buckle. • And Rovers now have a new dress uni
form — red beret, silver-grey shirt, red t ie and 
charcoal-grey trousers. 

form items available from your local Scout dealer or Sup
ply Services. For sizes and prices, refer to your Supply 
Services catalogue. 

SUPPLY S E R V I C E S , BOY SCOUTS OF CANADA, BOX 5151, STATION F, OTTAWA 5, ONTARIO 
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like this: "I submit to you a storye, the title Son of 
Hamlet, by whych I enter here for the writers conteste, 
hopinge the whyle that it be goode enough to win a 
prize. Your obedient Srvt. Wm. Shakespeare." All we 
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THINGS TO DO 
/ C h r i s t m a s C a n d l e s 

f r o m 

M i l k C a r t o n s 

Christmas by candlelight? Sure it's 
old fashioned but so is Christmas. 
And you can make your own candles 
out of milk cartons, old crayons or 
paraffin wax, some heavy string and 
a few ice cubes. It's easy and it's 
fun . . . So, sit back and read these 
instructions with some Wrigley's spear-
ment gum. 

v: i> 

ANCHOR 

FINISHED GANtXfe 
1. Make sure you rinse out the milk 

carton with cold water. Then take 
the heavy string (that's your wick) 
and anchor it to the bottom of the 
carton with some plasticene. 

2. Holding the wick upright, fill the 
carton with ice cubes. Don't use 
crushed ice . . . it won't work. 

3. Melt crayons or paraffin wax in a 
DOUBLE BOILER. For this, you can 
use an old coffee can placed inside 
a saucepan containing water. Put 
the wax in the coffee can and boil 
water in saucepan (get your Mom 
to help with this part of the project 
if you're in doubt). 

4. When wax has melted, CAREFULLY 
pour it into the milk carton full 
of ice cubes. 

5. Let the whole mess cool and set. 
When it's absolutely cold, tear the 
milk carton away in strips. Do this 
over the kitchen sink. The water 
from the melted ice cubes will run 
off and what's left is your big 
crazy Christmas candle. How crazy? 
It depends on what colours your 
crayons were to begin with. 

And speaking of Christmas . . . be 
sure to include plenty of Wrigley's 
spearmint gum in your holiday plans. 
The delicious, long-lasting flavour will 
make whatever you're doing a little 
more enjoyable. 

You'll enjoy the lively 
long lasting flavour-
get some soon 

N O V E M B E R - D E C E M B E R , 1969 
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The f irst correct solution to CB's 1969 Cross
word Puzzle Contest came from Philip A. 
DeGagne of Kenora, Ont. He wins the top 
prize: a cheque for ten dollars. Second cor
rect draw was lucky for Robert A. Hobbs of 
Corner Brook, Nf ld. , and his correct puzzle 
diagram means he has five dollars he didn' t 
have before. Third prize of two dollars goes to 
Richard J and a of Toronto, Ont. 

One th ing: When you are specifically 
asked in puzzle rules or any contest regula
tions, to give your name, age, and address, 
you risk losing out by forgett ing to state some
th ing like your age, or the name of the city 
you live in. 

It happens, believe it or not! Not a few 
entries in this contest fai led to mention age. 
Give all the information requested of you — 
every t ime. 

Congrats to the winners, and — hey, you! 
— you wi th the hangdog look and your thumb 
in your ear — try us again? Another puzzle 
contest is coming up soon! 

We usually close off the final issue of CB for any year 
with our best wishes for a Merry Christmas to all our 
readers, and promises about bigger and better things 
to come in the New Year. This year we're doing it again. 

In 1970, your magazine will be bigger and better 
than ever. In six big fat issues, instead of eight or nine 
skinny ones, you'll really be getting more than your 
money's worth! 

If you like, you could think of it as going from eight 
or nine thinner issues a year to twelve thin ones, then 
doubling them up and giving you two at a time. 
You get your magazine six times a year, but with more 
pages, more features for fun, reading, things to do, 
and more ideas to pick up and take off with. 

You still pay only 50 cents for a year's CB. No 
matter how much your local registration fee may be, 
according to where you live and participate in some 
section of Canadian Scouting, only 50 cents of that 
money comes to CANADIAN BOY. The rest is used by 
your own council for a dozen different purposes, to 
make Scouting better for you. 

To the 50 cents turned over to CB, we can add 
about 34 cents that will come to us from advertising 
and other sources. That means we can spend some
thing like 84 cents per reader per year, without going 
in the hole. 

One single issue of the magazine costs around 
five cents a copy, just to print. Printing is only a part 
of the total production cost, so you can see how far 
your 84 cents is going! 

And you know about the postal rates going up. If 
you haven't heard about that by now, you must be 
sending and receiving mail by dog sled or coureur de 
bois! We'll tell you this much: Postage has been our 
biggest increase in overall costs. New postal rates, 
started in 1969, jumped 500 percent for us. Some 
magazines have been forced out of business since the 
new rates came in. 

CB will be emphasizing quality in 1970. Better 
ways of presenting the kind of magazine you've been 
asking for. Better ways of printing it. Better stories and 
articles. More exciting art. Top quality photos. More 
challenging contests. Extra-special features like you 
never dreamed of. And — first-class coverage of nat
ional and international stories involving Canadian Cubs, 
Scouts, Venturers, and Rovers. 

We also hope for more participation from you. 
So, with that l itt le bombshell in your lap, have a 

Merry Christmas, thanks for your support in 1969 — 
when we really needed it — and let's all look forward 
to a bigger, better, brighter 1970. 

The Editors 
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SPECIAL OFFER TO READERS OF CANADIAN BOY 

One of the greatest 
hockey stories ever told 

THE AMAZING STORY OF THE TORONTO MAPLE LEAF HOCKEY CLUB 

In the history of team sports in C a n a d a , the Toronto Maple 
Leaf Hockey Club has a lways meant colour, spirit, fight, dash — 
and excellence. And this book, in words and pictures, in nineteen 
chapters, in statistics and anecdotes, in the retelling of the team's 
drive lo a grand total of eleven Stanley Cup championships, is 
the story of the Maple Leafs' excellence. 

It begins with the rise of that remarkable C a n a d i a n , Conn 
Smythe, the man who launched the Maple Leafs in 1927 , who 
built Maple Leaf Gardens in 1 9 3 1 , who led the way to the first 
Stanley Cup in 1932 and who sparked, cajoled and fought for 
the Leafs for thirty-five years before he passed on this leadership 
to his son Stafford in 1962. 

Smythe s early teams were rowdy and rambunctious, enlivened 
by such headlong characters as King Clancy, Charlie Conacher 
and Hap Day; and the opening chapters of the book reveal their 
adventures off and on the ice. They also tell of the Leafs' fiery 
rivalry with the Boston Bruins that almost led to tragedy in the 
notorious Ace Bailey-Eddie Shore incident. 

The book traces the Toronto team through the glorious come
back victory in the 1942 Stanley Cup finals and their win again 
in 1945 , when the war-time leafs, a club of cast-offs and juniors, 
of the very old and the very young, held together in a miracle 
of team play. It recalls in biographical sketches the great players 
of the late '40 's and early '50s , Syl Apps and Ted Kennedy and 
Turk Broda and all the other stars who helped to make the 1948 
team perhaps the most powerful of a l l . , 

The Leafs won four Stanley Cups in five years, from 1947 to 
1951 , and then slumped through the mid-1950s until they rose 
again in a new era , the Punch Imlach reign. The book deals with 
Imlach's eleven stormy years with the Leafs, years that produced 
four more Stanley Cups and that gave Toronto such shining heroes 
as Frank Mahovolich, Johnny Bower, Dave Keon and Norm 
Ullman. 

With the firing of Imlach in the spring of 1969 , and then the 
dramatic ousting of Stafford Smythe and Harold Ballard by the 
Toronto Maple Leaf Board of Directors, the Leafs today, stand on 

A d v a n c e Price: $5.95 (Including postage) 
FULLY ILLUSTRATED 
Complete records and statistics 

the edge of a brand-new period in hockey history. The team has 
behind it a heritage of colourful play, fighting victories and , of 
course, of excellence. 

This is the fascinating story of how they got that way. 

R E S E R V E N O W * U S E T H I S O R D E R F O R M 

' H O C K E Y D Y N A S T Y ' 
The amazing story of the Toronto Maple Leaf Hockey Club — By Jack Batten 

TO: Pagurian Press Limited, c / o Suite # 4 0 5 A / 696 Yonge St., Toronto 285, C a n a d a 
Please send me . . . copies of "HOCKEY DYNASTY" by Jack Batten at 
the special pre-publication price of $5.95 each. I enclose payment in full. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY PROVINCE 

N O V E M B E R - D E C E M B E R , 1969 5 



APOLOGY ACCEPTED, SIR! 
I apologize for my last piece of hate lit
erature, published in the July-August is
sue. I received my May issue after a 
while and, compared to the 15-cent com
ics, it isn't such a bad buy. You let me 
see the light, after all. 

Colin Anstey, Warsaw, Ont. 

Now, pass the word about CB costing 
the insiders only a nickel a copy, willya? 
Help others to see the light, and send in 
some more Rib Ticklers soon's you can, 
Colin. 

WE SHOULD SPREAD OUT 
I would like to see more of a wide
spread magazine. For example, in your 
next issue I would appreciate an article 
on growing plants by fluorescent lights, 
seeing as how my garden had a late start 
this year and I would like to try and 
avoid that next year. 

Peter Rioux, Dorval, Que. 

We're looking around here for somebody 
with a green thumb and a pot Lots of 

CB's 6th annual photo contest 
results will be announced in 
the January-February 1970 edi
tions. When we announced this 
big cash prize contest, in our 
September editions, we didn't 
tell you when you were going 
to find out who won what 
Pretty sneaky, huh? 

pots available, few green thumbs — but 
well try and line something up on this 
subject. Sounds interesting! 

HOBBIES: FOR E X A M P L E . . . 
I am 13 and I would like a girl penpal 
about my age. I am interested in swim
ming, cars, and especially girls. Please 
enclose picture. 

Robert Benoit, 
132 Junction Avenue, 

Azilda, Ont. 

This letter is only one of an increasing 
number of penpal requests from boys 
who wish to correspond with girls. See 
the Penpals column (page 25) for more. 

CALLING HONORABLE PENPALS 
Dear Canadian Friends: Many Japanese 
boys and girls wish to have Canadian 
penpals. If you want to have penpals in 
Japan, please write to the following ad
dress. I will gladly introduce you. Name: 
Rieko Komatsu. Address: 2-chome 
Honmachi, Kawasaki, Tagawa-gun, Fu-
kuoka-ken, Japan 827. Thank you very 
much. Sincerely yours, 

(Miss) Rieko Komatsu, Japan. 

Okay, you guys, no stampeding! Mind 
your manners and try to remember that 
the Japanese people are extremely polite. 
It might help if you could get the use of 
a typewriter, since handwriting styles 
vary widely from one part of the world 
to another. Just a couple of tips . . . . 

WHO'S GOING TO EXPO 70? 
In the June issue of CB, Andris E . Sillis 
of Oakville asked if there was any move
ment on Expo 70, and I too would like 
to know. And, if any troops are going, I 

would like to hear from them. I think 
your mag is great. 

Allen Andrews, Coldwater, Ont. 

Write to Allen Andrews, Box 243 Cold-
water, Ont, if you know of any plans to 
go to Japan for Expo 70. And do it soon 
— time flies! 

BY'THE WMf.I FINAU-Y 
THE BREW) KNIWJ. 

By Christopher Vernon, 12, 
Victoria, B.C. 

BUG HOUSE BOUND? 
The golf bug bit me this year and I've 
been going crazy waiting on you to print 
an article on golf. I read your mag every 
day. 

Chris Wilson, Smithers, B.C. 

MORE THAN ONE WAY TO WIN 
In your October issue, on the puzzle 
page, you stated that you were able to 
change the doublet RAIN to SNOW in 
12 moves. Also, you asked to be notified 
if it could be done in less than 12. Well, 
I'm telling you it can be done in 11! My 
way: RAIN — RAIL — BAIL — 
B A L L — B A L E — BOLE — BOLT — 
BOOT — SOOT — SHOT — SHOW 
— SNOW. You lose this time! 

Gundar Robez, Hamilton, Ont. 

T H E U N I Q U E G I F T f o r 

Outdoorsmen and modern housewives alike is a selection of freeze-
dried foods including Beef Steaks, Pork Chops, Chicken Stew, Corn, 
Green Beans, Mushrooms and Strawberries packaged in an attractive 
gift box. Freeze-drying is the revolutionary process that removes up 
to ninety-nine percent of the water content yet retains natural quality, 
flavor and size. The result is featherweight foods that keep without 
refrigeration. 

Price — $10 each. Discounts Available. 

Order from 

F R E E Z E - D R Y F O O D S L I M I T E D 

P.O. Box 682, Oakville, Ontario. Telephone — (416) 844-1471 
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Discovering the different sizes of planets at the McLaughlin Planetarium, Royal Ontario Museum, Toronto. Discovering the different size- „ . 

Do you believe it because you're told it... 
or because you discovered it? 

live, young minds reject bl ind stand and enjoy. Your imagination soars ating wor ld through self-teachi Today's active, young minds reject bl ind 
obedience. Modern young people like you 
have constructive curiosity— live with a 
need for discovery. Your minds, when stim
ulated by T H E N E W B O O K O F K N O W L E D G E , 
can achieve new heights of discovery. 

The world as a classroom. Schools every
where have progressed to the point where 
young people are encouraged to experi
ment and discover things on their own, 
through projects done outside the class
room. T H E N E W B O O K O F K N O W L E D G E can 
stimulate your mind, make learning fun and 
help you to develop good study habits in 
earlier grades. Better than just a source of 
answers, T H E N E W B O O K O F K N O W L E D G E 
sparks you to probe for your own answers. 

"The best children's encyclopedia in the 
world today" Thafs the opinion of "The 
Canadian Teacher" when it reviewed T H E 
N E W B O O K O F K N O W L E D G E . It's truly the 
most absorbing library for young people 
ever produced, and it's all new —not a re
vision. 1,200 researchers, advisers and con
tributors worked with 200 writers, editors, 
artists and photographers for more than ten 
years. The result is 10,000 pages of wonder 
and fascinating knowledge designed to 
encourage you to seek new discoveries. 

Chain reaction of exploration. Exciting 
adventure confronts your mind on every 
page of T H E N E W B O O K O F K N O W L E D G E . 

Specialists in the various fields have written 
hundreds of articles and stories in the lively, 
engaging style that you wi l l easily under

stand and enjoy. Your imagination soars 
and explores, stimulated by 22,400 exciting 
illustrations (13,700 of them in colour). 
These illustrations, and the 989 maps in 
T H E N E W B O O K O F K N O W L E D G E , are ac
compan ied by fasc ina t ing , absorb ing 
stories. The practical assistance a student 
needs is served up in an intriguing, ap
petizing form. As a result, a large quantity 
of material, directly related to your in
terests, your school subjects and your 
projects is readily absorbed. 

Leads into enjoyable experiences. Rather 
than drive your young mind to learning, 
T H E N E W B O O K O F K N O W L E D G E helps sub
jects taught in school to be joyful ly ab
sorbed. This superb, twenty volume library 
has no equal in providing a vital link be
tween home and school. It serves as an 
inspiration toward superior preparation of 
project assignments and an aid to general 
homework. 

Just for fun. There are myths, legends and 
stories of adventure, drama and suspense 
and, for the younger children, a wealth of 
fairy tales and fables. There are sports, 
games, hobbies, wonder questions, experi
ments, projects, things to make and things 
to do. 

Lights the way to wonder. Young students 
all across Canada agree, T H E N E W B O O K O F 
K N O W L E D G E helps you to improve reading 
skills, do better with school projects, 
special reports and essays. In all subjects. 
In or out of school. It mirrors a fascin

ating wor ld through self-teaching content that's as 
exciting as a mystery, or a television show. T H E N E W 
B O O K O F K N O W L E D G E is one of the greatest gifts you 
can receive. 

Knowledge is the greatest guarantee of future success 
you can get. Wi th T H E N E W B O O K O F K N O W L E D G E 
in your home, you've laid the foundation for that 
future success. See for yourself how T H E N E W 
B O O K O F K N O W L E D G E captures your imagination and 
makes learning a delight. Send for your FREE copy 
of the 32-page book "The Magic Carpet". Mail the 
coupon today. 

T H E N E W B O O K 

O F K N O W L E D G E 

M AM ( O t U ' O N I ( ) l ) AN 

THE NEW BOOK OF KNOWLEDGE 
200 University Avenue, Toronto, Ontario.' 
Gentlemen: Without obligation, please send my FREE 
copy of "The Magic Carpet". I am interested in what it can 
tell me about the New Book of Knowledge. 

My age is I have brothers and sisters 

whose ages are 

City Prov 

Have your parent initial this coupon here 
CB 119 



What kind of a monster would eat storybooks? A teacher? Nope. 
A librarian? No, a storyeater, of course! Fiction by George B. Buckley 

BLACK CLOUDS DRIFTED across the 
moon, casting shadows on the Sto
ryeater as it stole down the moun
tain, stealthily moving along the 
narrow ledge that led from its cave 
to the valley below. It padded noise
lessly down the rocky path until it 
came to a spot where the ledge wid
ened into a broad, boulder-strewn 
shelf that over hung the mountain's 
heavily wooded lower slopes. Pick
ing its way carefully between boul
ders and stones, the creature slunk 
to the edge of the shelf and 
crouched down. Its black skin hung 
in sagging folds from its bony frame 
and draped itself on the ground. The 
creature's sunken, red eyes peered 
out of its gaunt face, searching the 
village below. 

The Storyeater ran its black 
tongue along its smirking lips. It had 
been three months or more since, 
with a bulging belly and a satiated 
appetite, the creature had waddled 
into its cave to sleep heavily until 
the sharp pangs of an empty stom
ach prodded it awake. And now it 
was staring down on the village, lay
ing plans on how to fi l l this empty, 
hairy sack it had become and return 
again to its lair for another long peri

od of deep, continuous sleep. "On to 
the village," grinned the Storyeater. 
"And eats!" And it silently resumed 
its journey down the mountain. 

Once off the mountain it moved 
at a skin-flapping jaunt, slinking 
from tree to tree and lingering in the 
gloomy cover each afforded. The 
Storyeater slowly approached the 
nearest house. It tried the door latch 
— locked! Carefully tip-toeing 
around the corner, it approached an 
open window and slowly pushed it 
open far enough to slip inside. The 
deep breathing of the sleeping peo
ple in the house sounded like soft 
music to its attentively cocked ears. 
Glancing quickly around, it located a 
low bookcase filled with storybooks. 
It opened its jaws eagerly and 
gulped down every one of them. 

From house to house the Storyea
ter went, slipping in windows and 
doors the unsuspecting villagers 
had left unlocked for the night. In 
each house it gulped down all the 
stories it found: hearty, robust ad
venture yarns; delightfully sweet lit
tle nursery tales; f luffy, tender love 
stories; light-as-air ghost stories, 
and salty yarns about the sea. All 
served to fi l l the creature's stom

ach, swelling it to such a size that 
the skin no longer flapped but 
stretched tight. 

Finally, only one house had not 
contributed to the glutton's feast. 
The bulging hulk approached one of 
the windows of the house and tried 
it. It slid silently open. Inside the 
house, Tom snuggled his pug-nosed, 
round face deeper into his blankets 
as the cold night air blew in through 
his just-opened window. 

But the Storyeater never did enter 
Tom's room. After shoving its head 
and front legs through, it stuck. Try 
as it might it couldn't get its bloated 
belly through the window opening. It 
grumbled annoyedly to itself, and 
then it noticed the bookshelf below 
the window. "What luck," it chuck
led. The Storyeater reached down, 
swooping all the books into its huge 
mouth. Lowering itself to the ground 
outside the window, the creature 
was satisfied. It had all the stories in 
the whole village nicely tucked away 
inside. "You plump rascal," it said to 
itself in a pleased manner, "let's be 
off!" And off it went through the 
woods, heading directly for the 
mountain, savoring the delightful 
flavors in its mouth left there by the 
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stories it had just eaten, and antici
pating the long hibernation for 
which it was due. 

Suddenly, it made a wry face. 
"Ptooey! Yughh! Gaaah!" A horrible 
flavor permeated its mouth and it 
knew just what was the cause: 
"Maps, pah!" it spat. The creature 
hated the flavor of maps. In that last 
shelf of books it gulped so glutton
ously, there must have been an at
las chuck full of them. The stuffed 
creature waddled more slowly 
through the woods and hiccupped. A 
map of Ireland drifted out of its wry 
puckered mouth and floated past its 
hurt-filled eyes. "Woe is me!" It hic
cupped, and another map soared 
from its mouth to sail tauntingly be
fore its eyes. Several more hiccups 
occurred and several more maps 
from the indigestible atlas made 
their appearance. 

"Ooooooh!" moaned the misera
ble creature. HiccupJ A large map of 
Africa fluttered out. Hiccup, Hiccup! 
And Antarctica and India wafted off 
into the chill night air. Hiccup, hic
cup, hiccup! Holland, Belgium, and 
Luxembourg. Hie, hie, hie, hie, hie! 
And all the small islands of the 
South Pacific joined the procession 
that was f luttering behind the Sto
ryeater as it made its way up the 
wooded slopes to the sheer face of 
the mountain. Hie! China. Hie! Tur
key. Hie! Norway. HJCCUP!! The en
tire continent of North America ap
peared, circled its head dizzily and 
faded into the darkness. 

The creature began to hiccup ev-
erytime it took a step. Hie! Step. 
Hie! Step. Hie! Step. It tried to stop 
this by walking faster — hie, step, 
hie, step, hie, step hie, step — but 
it was no use, the faster it walked, 
the faster the maps spewed forth. 

By the t ime the Storyeater 
reached its cave up in the moun
tains, however, all the maps had 
made their hiccupping departure, 
and it was feeling much better. 

"Maps, phooey!" the creature 
muttered. "Although I'd as soon 
have maps as music! Maps taste 
bad for an hour or two; but music, 
that goes on for days." It leaned 
back against the wall of its cave and 
shrugged a few times to settle its 
bulk more comfortably. 

Sleep came, the deep heavy sleep 
of hibernation; and dreams too: 
dreams of stories eaten long ago and 
of stories still to be devoured. One 
thing that the creature never did 
dream, though, was that one of the 
stories it had gulped down while in 
the village had contained a page de
voted to melodious, little nursery 
songs, and the tiny black notes were 
now gently t inkling out of its gaping 
mouth, the only sounds audible ex
cept for the whispering inhale and 
exhale of its slow deep breathing. 

Down in the village the next 
morning, Tom awoke. Bright sun
light flooded the room, touching the 
bed, the chair with Tom's clothes 
folded on it, the rug — and the emp
ty bookcase. 

"The books!" shouted Tom. He 
rubbed his eyes in disbelief, and 
looked again. "The books! Where are 
the books?" 

Throughout the village that morn
ing, the loss of the books was dis
covered in each household. Neigh
bor spoke to neighbor about it, and 
the enormity of the crime was re
vealed: all the books in the entire 
village were gone. 

After breakfast, houses were 
searched and researched as the vil
lagers looked for the lost stories. In 
the afternoon, the search was car
ried out-of-doors. Garages, sheds, 
wells, gardens, and everything in 
and immediately around the cluster 
of buildings was investigated; but 
still no books. 

Suppertime came and the search 
was called off. It was beginning to 
get dark. Tomorrow, said the people 
to one another, tomorrow we will 
look some more. We're sure to find 
them then, and they prepared to go 
to bed early so as to be fully rested 
for the morrow's hunt. 

There was one villager, however, 
who didn't want to postpone the 
search until tomorrow; and that was 
Tom. So, that night as everyone set
tled down for the night, Tom slipped 
out through his open window and 
made straight for the woods be
tween his house and the mountain. 
All the houses and adjacent grounds 
had been searched thoroughly that 
morning and afternoon. The woods 
were the next likely place to search. 

At the edge of the woods, Tom 
stopped. The trees looked black and 
menacing as they swayed threaten
ingly towards him and the night 
wind hissed harshly through their 
leaves. Tom swallowed, braced his 
shoulders and entered the gloom be
neath the trees. After a few strides 
he stepped on a twig. Snap! He gave 
a start. His heart thudded against 
his chest. "Maybe I should go back," 
he thought, "and wait 't i l tomorrow 
when it's lighter out." But then he 
thought of the stories and walked 
carefully forward, deeper into the 
woods. 

The deeper into the woods he 
went, the gloomier and harder to see 
it got. He peered into the darkness, 
searching left and right when sud
denly something riveted his atten
tion. Off to his right a vague white 
shape floated towards him, slowly 
coming closer and closer, not mak
ing a sound. 

"Wh-wh-who's t h e r e ? " he 
squeaked in a barely audible voice. 
No answer. In fact, no sound at all 
came from the slowly bobbing white 
shape as it drifted closer yet. "What 
do you w-want?" he stammered, 
staring at the silent whiteness com
ing nearer and nearer. "W-what-do 
you-waaaAAAAAAH!" The white 
shape had suddenly floated onto his 
face; he tore at it and hurled it to 
the ground, shuddering. He stamped 
it with his feet until he was gasping 
for breath; then, looking down, ex
hausted, he saw what this white 
menace actually was — a map. 
Upon closer inspection, he discov
ered it to be a page out of his fa
ther's atlas, which had been on the 
bookshelf beneath the window in his 
bedroom. At last, a clue! He walked 
farther on and soon found another 
map, and then another. He kept on 
following the trail of maps, picking 
them up one by one. 

The scattered maps formed a trail 
which led him to a narrow ledge that 
jutted out from the mountain's face. 
Far up the ledge, barely visible in 
the dim light of the bone-white 
moon, was another map. Quickly, he 
ran up the ledge and picked it up. 

Whoever had taken the story
books had undoubtedly come this 

Continued on page 14 
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C B 

W R I T E R S ' 

C O N T E S T . _ . WINNERS 
Would-be Hemingways, budding Shakespeares, and hundreds of other young Canadian 
writers, to the delight of the editors, shoved entries into this C B contest, in hopes of getting 
their work published — and being paid for it at commercial rates. 
Here, then, are the winners, this time. If you aVe not among them, remember: If you didn't 
win, don't lose your desire, your drive, to go on writing. Writing is a learned skill, not a 
God-given talent. It takes practice, unending, intensive, mind-blowing, exhaustive practice! 
Try us again, all of you. And thanks for coming in this time. Congrats to the winners. 

F I R S T P R I Z E F I C T I O N 15 and older 
Perhaps Tomorrow 
by Dave Rooney, 16 
of Cali, Colombia, South America 
$50.00 
F I R S T P R I Z E NON-FICTION 
15 and older 
Jack the Milkman 
by Jim Gray, 16 
of Vancouver, B.C. 
$30.00 
F I R S T P R I Z E P O E T R Y 15 and older 
Canada Coast: Vancouver 
by Murray Adams, 15 
of West Vancouver, B.C. 
$20.00 
F I R S T P R I Z E F I C T I O N 12 to 14 
Pain in the Neck 
by David Folkes, 14 
of Agincourt, Ont. 
$50.00 
F I R S T P R I Z E NON-FICTION 
12 to 14 
The Halifax Explosion 
by Bill Towill, 12 

In all, there were something like 500 
entries, in nine categories: fiction from 
writers 15 and older; fiction, 12 to 14 
years; fiction, 8 to 11 years. Non-
fiction, 15 and older; non-fiction, 12 
to 14; non-fiction 8 to 11; poetry, 
15 and older; poetry, 12 to 14, 
and poetry, 8 to 11. The judges 
teach English and journalism. Their 
comments on the quality of the work 
might be of interest to you: "I en-

of Fort William, Ont. 
$50.00 
F I R S T P R I Z E P O E T R Y 12 to 14 
Be That Your Dream 
by Peter Taccogna, 14 
of Toronto, Ont. 
$20.00 

F I R S T P R I Z E F I C T I O N 8 to 11 
Hairy Harry and the Fire-Breathing 
Dragonfly 
by Geoffrey Sherrott, 11 
of Coquitlam, B.C. 
$30.00 
F I R S T P R I Z E NON-FICTION 
8 to 11 
24 Hours on Bread and Water 
by Robert Wolf, 9Vi 
of Chomedey, Que. 
$40.00 
F I R S T P R I Z E P O E T R Y 8 to 11 
The City 
by Robert Rohn, 11 
of Toronto, Ont. 
$20.00 

joyed working on the material, and I 
hope the competition will continue," 
said one. Another remarked: "It 
rather disturbed me that several of the 
entries were terribly worked up about 
the world we live in and perhaps I 
am kidding myself by choosing one 
that at least seemed to have some 
pleasure out of life even though it's 
somewhat morbid pleasure." 
Still another comment: "I thought the 

H O N O R A B L E 
MENTIONS: 
In fiction, there were none named by 
the judges. 
In non-fiction: Richard Green, 13, of 
Rothesay, Kings County, N.B., for 
Are Sportsmen Becoming Extinct? and 
Simon MacDowall, 12, of Waterdown, 
Ont., for The Runt of Shack 20; David 
Atkins, 10, of C F B North Bay, Ont., 
for The Adventures of a Boy Pedes
trian; Gordon Chitty, 9, of North Van
couver, B.C. , for Meet Mr. Bear. 

In poetry: Thomas Lawrence Hagell, 
10, of 4 Wing R C A F , C F P O 5056, 
for Spring is Like. 
Amounts of payment vary because we paid 
them, as we pay all writers, according to 
wordage or length of the work, and "body". 
A piece of writing with "body" says some
thing without frills, padding, or puffing up a 
"nothing" subject. Poems are not paid for 
strictly on a word rate, but at the editor's 
discretion. The Editor's decisions on pay
ment are final in all cases. 

quality (of the non-fiction) deteriorat
ed as the age went up. The older 
writers seemed much too stultified, and 
I was reluctant to give a prize for 
the older group." And: "Note that 
many of the entries, many of the bet
ter ones, too, dealt with the contem
porary world, both the poems and the 
stories, sometimes realistically as in 
Perhaps Tomorrow and sometimes 
fantastically as in Pain in the Neck." 
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fiction 

15 YEARS 
AND 
OLDER 

PERHAPS TOMORROW 
by Dave Rooney 

He had been refused all morning, and 
now that it was noon his shrunken stom
ach ached with hunger. He couldn't go 
to the ugly, mud-floored hovel which 
was his home, because there was no food 
there either. His six brothers and sisters 
were roaming the streets, as he was, 
looking for handouts, money, and pock
ets to be picked. His mother was hunting 
for wood in the empty lots of the city, 
and his father (he didn't know who he 
was; even his mother wasn't sure) had 
left before he had been born. I t was a 
sad, miserable life, but it was the only 
existence he had known. He looked at 
the empty saltines can that he dragged 
around, empty. From his seat on the 
sidewalk of the wide, tree-lined calle he 
watched the rich, usually indifferent, 
people drive by in their fine American 
cars. Behind him humanity hustled by. 
Peddlers, shoppers, businessmen, ticket 
sellers, and poor; all in streaming, oblivi
ous crowds heading for home to rest 
during the siesta time. 

On a corner beneath a traffic sign that 
doubled as a Coca-Cola ad, three green-
uniformed, generally inefficient police
men laughed at a dirty joke. Suddenly, 
roaring down the calle came a red, rac
ing-striped, 1966 model Mustang, with
out a muffler. The cops looked up, 
amused, and continued with their con
versation. 

The boy on the sidewalk watched the 
car whiz by with large, watery, brown 
eyes. He pushed his long, dirty-blond 
hair from out of his eyes and wiped his 
nose across a ragged mud-stained sleeve. 

He smiled with unrestrained pleasure as 
he imagined himself behind the wheel of 
a car such as that. How surprised his 
mother and family would be! And how 
frightened Pedro, the neighborhood bul
ly and junior extortionist, would be 
when he saw him, Pablo, driving a sports 
car! But, when he opened his eyes and 
saw his dirty feet, thin legs, and scabbed 
knees, he saddened a bit as he realized it 
could never be. 

From behind his back he heard a 
strange, deep, foreign voice. "Hey, ninol 
Porfavor, stand up, yo quiero tomar una 
fotografoF' Turning around, he saw a 
tall, pale, pot-bellied, silver-haired man, 
dressed in sandals, shorts, and a plaid 
sports shirt. The obviously friendly man 
grinned and said, "Yo quiero tomar una 
fotografo." He held an expensive, com
plicated-looking camera in one hand 
which he tapped with his other, as if to 
emphasize his point. Beside him stood an 
elderly lady in a blue dress, straw sun 
hat, and glasses. Behind her Pablo no
ticed another man with a red face and 
blond hair. "Gringos!" he thought. As 
Pablo stood up he heard the woman say, 
"Oh, the poor thing! Look at him. He's 
so thin and hungry!" He didn't under
stand the words, but he understood the 
tone; she felt sorry for him. Pablo put on 
his saddest, most down-trodden expres
sion; the sadder the better to get more 
plata. The man snapped his picture and 
the gringa dug deep down into the cav
ernous mouth of her purse, retrieving an 
odd red fruit and a sandwich with a 
mixed look of triumph and pity. These 
she presented to the small boy and then, 
as an afterthought, she added a 20-peso 
bill. With that the foreign trio left Pablo 
in wonder. 

Later, as he walked home through the 
ugly, garbage-littered streets, past the 
squat, filthy, tumbled-down houses of his 
neighborhood, he saw Pedro! Pedro, the 
gang leader, extortionist, bully and thief, 
coming towards him with a nasty de
mand in his eye. With out-stretched hand 
he demanded his "protection" money, 
"Dame su plata!" But Pablo wasn't about 
to lose his money and turned to flee. 

Suddenly Pedro whistled, a shrill, pierc
ing whistle. Five other boys, all of them 
larger than Pablo, appeared as if from 
nowhere. They grabbed him and threw 
him on the ground with ease. As one 
man, they demanded his money. 
"Maricas!" he yelled shrilly. At that they 
pounced on him, cursing him and beat
ing him up. 

When they were through they arro
gantly demanded the money, threatening 
him with what they would do if he didn't 
hand it over. Then, Pedro, who had been 
watching the whole scene with sadistic 
satisfaction, stepped through the ring of 
boys. "Dame mi plata," hissed the "pro
tector." Bruised, battered, sobbing Pablo 
sadly surrendered the now-dusty bill. 
With a sneering, "Gracias, pendejo!" 
Pedro pocketed the fantastic sum. Then, 
surrounded by his cronies, he skipped 
down an alley towards the local tienda to 
buy cigarillos. 

Then, as i f a merciless god felt like 
tormenting Pablo, it began to rain. The 
storm swept down from the high Cordil
leras to engulf the sun and sky in a flood 
of stygian blackness. Lightning stabbed 
the ground as a curtain of rain smoth
ered the earth. As the thunder rumbled 
angrily in the hills, Pablo scrambled to 
his feet. Soaked to the skin, he ran down 
the street. Through ankle-deep mud, and 
water, he slipped and fell, until as quick
ly as it began, the storm ended. The sea 
of clouds rolled down the valley and the 
sun showed its face as Pablo reached the 
miserable hut. 

Inside the one-room hut Pablo heard 
his mother change to go out and make 
the rounds of the red-light district; the 
crying of his baby brother, and the 
snores of the older children. His mother 
told him that there was no supper, as 
usual, and then ignored him. Just as the 
sun went down behind the mountains he 
looked at the small pile of straw and the 
filthy rag that made up his bed, and 
yawned. A few moments later he was 
nestled, damp and shivering, in the 
straw, listening to the squeaks and rus
tlings of the rats in the roof. Perhaps to
morrow he would have more luck. 

1214 
YEARS OLD 
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PAIN IN THE NECK 
by David Folkes 

Whenever in public, I am always very 
careful of my actions, never walking too 
fast, never walking too slow, always re
maining completely inconspicuous. When 
I am alone, I still remain constantly alert, 
checking behind doors and furniture, un
der the bed and in the closet before I al

low myself to sigh with relief. But even 
when I am doing this, I make sure that I 
always turn my body with my head, lest, 
by accident I should happen to turn my 
neck. 

I suppose it would seem even more 
conspicuous never turning my neck, but 
still, after you hear my strange story you 
will understand why I never dare, on the 
chance that someone observant is watch-

Continued next page 
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ing me. It's not that I'm posture con
scious, nothing like that. Have you ever 
seen a 15-year-old who was? You see, I 
am not sure whether any of THEM are 
left and, if there are, they are sure to be 
watching me. However, if you are truly 
to understand I suppose I shall have to 
start at the beginning. 

I was 12 at the time they came off the 
assembly line of Uncle Andy's corpora
tion, Rashwell Appliances—they were the 
Pseudomen, or robots, if you prefer . . . 

Although I am rich, you probably 
won't recognize me, but you are sure to 
know my uncle, Anthony Rashwell, after 
whom I was named. What you do not 
know is that each and every one of the 
Pseudomen has, although I hope it's 
"had" by now, small malfunctions, and 
that it was because of me that these mal
functions occurred, and why I have this 
continual pain in my neck from holding 
it still. 

It happened the day Uncle Andy let 
me visit his factory on sort of a self-
guided tour because he was too busy to 
take me himself, and that was his second 
mistake. 

His first was in letting me in. Period. 
Everyone knows a 12-year-old boy can
not resist touching things, but Uncle 
Andy thought the workmen would keep 
me away from the Pseudomen — which, 
to my distress, they did. They did not, 
however, keep me away from the auto
mated section, which I presumed con
structed the robot parts. The subcon
scious devious part of my brain figured 
that hanging around the assembly line 
would harm only one or two robots at 
the most, and why settle for that when I 
could throw out an entire series by sim
ply tampering with the machinery that 
constructed the parts? The sweet angelic 

conscious part of my brain could not 
think of an answer, so away I went, and 
switched some terminals on some micro
scopic part of a huge electrical unit. So, 
naturally, they never found out where 
the trouble was, and I was too chicken to 
tell them. So everyone just kept quiet, 
because it was such a minor thing, at 
least the first malfunction was. 

Before I go on, I suppose I should ex
plain what this first malfunction was. 
Not very many people noticed it. It was 
just that whenever a Pseudoman turns 
his neck, he does it sort of funny. You 
can tell a Pseudoman from a real human 
in this way, i f you are observant. 

It was on a Saturday about a year ago 
that the turning-point arrived. And I had 
noticed that there were an awful lot of 
Pseudomen. It started like any other day, 
and I was watching some phony western 
on the Tri-D, when I decided there must 
be something better than this. I deter
mined to call up Sam Carter on the visi r 

phone. I punched up his code and waited 
until his head swam into my viewer. 
There he was, good old Sam, with his 
funny looking hair that stood on end, 
and an awfully round head, but still my 
good friend. 

So you can imagine my horror, when 
he turned his head, and it turned sort of 
funny! 

Slamming down the switch, I just sat 
for a few minutes, my hands shaking, 
and a bucketful of icy sweat rolling 
down my back. I worked up enough 
courage to call a few more friends. Same 
result, each and every time! Now I was 
really scared. I mean, if everybody you 
knew personally suddenly turned into ro
bots, I ' l l lay you ten to one you'd panic. 

Naturally, I made up my mind to see 
Uncle Andy. For one thing, he con
trolled all the results that his factory was 

responsible for, by a special unit. But the 
more I thought about it, the less sure I 
was about it, especially since that might 
have been the unit I had tampered with. 
But then, Uncle Andy would not hurt 
me, even if he was a robot. But the 
closer I got, the less certain I was about 
that, too. 

Panicking, and fully aware that I was 
doing just that, I got in touch with the 
police. Amazingly enough, they let me 
see the chief. When I got to his office he 
was half-under his desk. That made me 
feel a little better, knowing that someone 
else was having mechanical difficulties. 

When he noticed me, the chief got up 
and looked at me inquiringly. And when 
he did, his neck turned sort of — you 
know. 

I concluded then and there that I did 
not really want to see him at all. I 
backed slowly out of the room, one hand 
behind so that I could feel for the door 
when it came near. I gulped a couple of 
times as it reached me, and 4 then I calmy 
bolted as though the devil himself had 
taken off after me. 

It is not pleasant to have to think, and 
know, that everybody from Sam and the 
chief of police on down is a robot, and 
that you have not really seen another 
human all day! 

The first thing I did was to get down 
to Uncle Andy's factory, and switch 
those terminals back. I hoped that would 
put the jinx on those Pseudomen, and 
get the real people back. 

The only thing is I don't know wheth
er I switched the right terminals, or if I 
even got the right part on the right unit. 

Two years is a long time. That is why 
I always remain completely inconspicu
ous and never, never turn my neck, lest 
it should turn the right way, and THEY 
should decide to replace me, too. 

" I enjoyed working on the material, and 
I hope the competition will continue," said one judge. 

811 
YEARS OLD 
HAIRY HARRY AND THE FIRE-
BREATHING DRAGONFLY 
by Geoffrey Sherrott 

Drowsing peacefully in his gooey, cac

tus-lined, junk-yard, refugee bathtub rap
idly losing rotten green and purple hair 
lay the story's hero — Hairy Harry. This 
hair-covered Old Folks Home escapee 
from the mud pits of Central Siberia was 
covered from lower eyebrows to ankles 
by HAIR! His expression was that of an 
African bookworm and he was 3 feet 6 
and % inches' tall. Suddenly, Harry 
woke up and muttered, "There be a very 
dishonorable sound in this room!" He 
carefully scrutinized his room looking 
from his piranhas peacefully attacking a 
grizzly bear's corpse to his spiders and 
scorpions feasting on a pack rat. He then 
glanced at his cobras and rattlesnakes, 
squeezing the life out of each other. "Has 
one of you most honorable its got ze hi-
cups?" he questioned. No one answered 
so Harry climbed out of the tub and got 

dried. Still wondering whom or what 
made the noise, Harry waddled off to 
bed. 

Later that night Harry's snakes started 
hissing wildly and his piranhas jumped 
out of their blood bath and landed on 
the floor. Harry climbed discontentedly 
out of bed and stumbled over to where 
the racket was coming from. When he 
reached the main room his eyes bulged 
and almost popped out of his head. They 
didn't stay that way for long however, 
because flying at him was a pink and 
black, green-polka-dotted purple-winged 
dragonfly. Coal black fire emitted from 
his mini-nostrils as he flew at Harry 
straight as an arrow. Running with the 
desperation of an elephant being chased 
by a herd of mice and at the staggering 
speed of a turtle Harry leaped toward his 
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bathtub. Just as he dived for the tub the 
dragonfly scorched his rear. Unfortu
nately for Harry the water had seeped 
out of the tub and instead of soothing his 
burning rear end and hair he added a 
headache to his list of wounds. The drag
onfly meanwhile had eluded the piran

has' snapping jaws, (they had been 
shoved back into their tub by the cob
ras) and the spider webs and was com
ing at Harry at the amazing speed of 1 Vi 
inches per minute. Harry leaped from his 
bathtub seized a nearby bazooka and 
BAM! 

After the sanitation department had 
cleaned up the rubble that once was Har
ry's home it was turned into a world-fa
mous mosquito swamp where these in
sects were sold at a dime-a-dozen. This is 
a typical happy ending, as always, to a 
fairy tale. 

non fiction 

YEARS 
AND 
OLDER 

JACK THE MILKMAN 
by Jim Gray 

Everyone must go through a stage 
when adventurous fantasy dominates 
one's mind above all else. The need for 
this romantic excitement is the excuse 
for many silly, dubious, and often ridicu
lous adventures into the world of wanton 
wishfulness. I can remember back to my 
fif th or sixth summer. The days were 
long and warm, and my friend and I 
would while away our time together 
playing with toys or riding tricycles reck
lessly down the sidewalk. Often we 
would see Jack. He was not old, but was 
certainly in his lethargic years, and 
known as Jack for some obscure reason. 

He would deliver milk on our street 
about eleven o'clock each morning. If we 
happened to see Jack, we would stop our 
playing, which suddenly became slightly 
monotonous, and run to his little truck 
whose age caused it to emit many omi
nous rattles, thumps, and jerks, as it 
rolled down the block. 

Jack would carry the bottles in a wire 
basket to the houses while we ran to rest 
in the shade of his truck. Sometimes, 
with awakened courage, we would ven
ture a step through the open door of the 
truck and peer into the dark cavern at 
the rear of the vehicle. Sparse beams of 
sunlight glinted on the rows of bottles 
filling the space. Some bottles were fresh 
and full of the cool white milk, while 
others were piled in empty rows, looking 
almost relaxed. 

Jack would return to his truck and we 
would scurry back to the safety of the 
boulevard, not wishing to test his friend
ly smile by invading his domain. 

However, the biggest excitement of 
Jack's arrival was not the old truck or 
the bottles of milk, but the ice. Jack had 
a big cooler filled with ice, and it was to 
our immense joy that he, on particularly 

hot days, would give us great chunks of 
the deliciously wet and cold crystals. 

We would hold the rare jewels in our 
hands until they melted, or made won
derful crunches with it between our 
teeth. But the real adventure of having 
ice was to place pieces of it across the 
road in a neat row. The purpose of this 
exercise may seem ridiculous now, but in 
our young minds everything was simple 
and obvious. 

Cars would drive along the road and 
come to the patch of ice. 

There was no way that a car could 
drive around the dangerous obstacle and, 
to continue its journey, it would have to 
travel over the perilous ice. In essence, 
the auto would go out of control and 
crash, causing a gruesome and messy ac
cident. 

Then our greatest pleasure would be 
to see the tow-truck come and soberly 
remove the debris from our quiet street. 
We would have an excellent view of the 
complete operation: blinking lights, po
lice cars, sirens, ambulances and, best of 
all, the rumbling tow-trucks. 

However, for some reason, the icy 
chunks always melted . . . and the tow-
trucks never came. 

1214 
YEARS OLD 

THE HALIFAX EXPLOSION 
by Bill Towill 

During the 1914-1918 hostilities all 
French merchant ships above a certain 
tonnage of a sizeable capacity came un
der the control of the French Admiralty. 
This was achieved by a government or
der mobilizing all merchant marine ships 

and officers into the merchant marine 
naval reserve. 

The Mont Blanc was built by the Dix
on Company in the Middlesborough 
shipyard and she had been launched in 
1899. She had a three-cylinder, triple ex
pansion steam engine which powered her 
single steel screw propeller at a top speed 
of ten knots. Her captain, Le Medec, 
was 38 years old when he assumed com
mand and he had more than 22 years at 
sea behind him. He had a serious and 
modest character and some remarkable 
qualities, such as activeness and con
scientiousness. 

For many months following the Unit
ed States' declaration of war on Ger
many on the 6th of April, she sailed 
back and forth on the Atlantic unevent
fully, carrying general cargo, and then 
returning to France with raw materials. 

On November 25, 1917, she was given 
a cargo that could have been a great help 

to the Allied war effort, but would later 
destroy many human lives. She was to 
journey to Gravesend Bay in the state of 
New York to pick up her cargo. 

The first clue that Captain Le Medec 
had of his new cargo was when a gang 
of shipwrights came to construct special 
wooden linings that were tacked with 
spikes of hard copper. When the ship
wrights had finished, there were no steel 
or iron plating and bars in sight. Copper 
is used to eliminate the possibility of 
sparks in the event of a sudden shock or 
blow. Into the four holds went barrels 
and kegs of wet and dry picric acid, 
TNT, and barrels of guncotton. Onto the 
heavy decks went heavy metal barrels 
filled with benzol, a new super-gasoline. 
The ship was now ready to sail for her 
destination: Bordeaux. 

Le Medec was told a small convoy 

Continued on page 16 
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T H E S T O R Y E A T E R 
Continued from page 9 

way; so, up t he s lop ing ledge he 
c l i m b e d , h igher and h igher , unt i l he 
c a m e to a broad rocky shel f over
hang ing the val ley. Here he paused 
and , look ing down , made ou t the 
houses in the v i l lage where he l i ved, 
even his own . Thoughts of his w a r m 
bed came to h i m , and the w i n d gust-
ing across the shel f seemed co lder 
because of t h e m . Pu l l ing the co l lar 
of his j acke t up to his ears to w a r d 
of f the ch i l l , he resumed his c l i m b , 
fo l l ow ing the ledge upwards towards 
the s u m m i t of the moun ta in . 

No more maps appeared and Tom 
began to wor ry . that he had missed 
the story-stealer 's t ra i l . He l is tened 
to the w i n d s h u u u i n g a round h i m ; 
and , as he l i s tened, a fa in t t i n k l i ng 
sound reached his ears. It sounded 
l ike a t iny harps ichord p lay ing a 
nursery song, and it seemed to come 
f r o m s l ight ly above h i m . L is ten ing 
care fu l ly and mov ing s lowly, he 
t raced the sound to a c l u m p of 
b rush tha t grew out of the stone at 
about the he ight of his head. Push
ing the brush to e i ther s ide to make 
room for his head, he peeked in and 
d iscovered the b lack en t rance of a 
cave. The t i n k l i n g was c learer now. 
Giv ing a j u m p he h iked h imse l f 
t h rough the b rush and into the cave. 

Darkness greeted his eyes as he 
en te red the cave, bu t his eyes be
c a m e used to it and he s lowly began 
to make ou t some fa i n t ou t l ines . He 
scu f fed s lowly across the stone f loor 
peer ing hard all about h i m . The t i n 
k l ing noise seemed to c o m e f r o m his 
le f t . He s tared in t ha t d i rec t ion and 
not iced a b lack hu lk lean ing against 
the fa r stone wa l l . As he approached 
th is large dark shape he cou ld 
hear the sound of r hy thm ic , heavy 
b rea th ing m ixed w i t h the nursery 
song mus ic . Closer and closer he 
wen t . He reached ou t and touched it 
gent ly — hair ! Whatever it was 
was huge and hairy and fas t asleep, 
snor ing in t ha t t ink ly , mer ry manner . 

Suddenly t he huge shape j e rked . 
Hiccup] And ou t of its m o u t h f loa ted 
a wh i t e shape s im i la r to t he ones 
tha t had scared h im so m u c h in the 
woods ear l ier in the even ing. It was 
a page out of a s torybook, a page 

tha t had a l i t t le nursery song on it 
w i th half of t he notes m iss ing . 

Could th is be? Could th i s huge, 
hai ry c rea tu re in f r o n t of h i m , snor
ing w i t h o u t a t race of t i n k l i n g sound 
now tha t the o f f end ing sheet of m u 
sic was e l im ina ted , be a l i v ing , hai ry 
sack, fu l l of t he m iss ing storybooks? 
Wel l , t he re was one way to f i nd out . 
Tom looked d o w n in to i ts gap ing 
m o u t h to see — stor ies. Reach ing 
far down into the c rea tu re 's m o u t h , 
he care fu l l y g rasped a s tory and l i f t 
ed it out . One by one, T o m began to 
pi le t he stor ies on the cave f loor . 
A f te r he had a l i t t le p i le , Tom car
r ied t h e m to the shel f over look ing 
the v i l lage; t hen back to t he cave 
for some more . 

The Storyeater was hav ing n ight 
mares. It d reamed it was hungry and 
ge t t i ng hungr ie r al l the t i m e . Also, i t 
had an occasional fee l i ng of gag
g ing , as if s o m e t h i n g were be ing 
shoved deep down its th roa t . It 
awoke ab rup t l y . It was hungry and 
its t h roa t fe l t raw and sore l ike 
s o m e t h i n g had been pu l led t h rough 
it the w r o n g way. It w r i nk l ed its fo re
head though t fu l l y and pat ted its a l 
most e m p t y bel ly . Some th ing was 
w rong , bu t it cou ldn ' t f i gu re ou t 
wha t . One t h i ng was sure t h o u g h : i t 
was hungry , so down the ledge it 
went , s lowly and s tea l th i l y m a k i n g 
its way a long towards the rocky 
shelf . 

There Tom knel t beside the grow
ing m o u n d of s torybooks he had ac
c u m u l a t e d . A few more t r ips and his 
task wou ld be f i n i shed . He s ta r ted to 
get to his feet to beg in another h ike 
up t he ledge to t he cave when a 
g row l ing cry of " W h a t ? " fe l l on his 
s tunned ears. Look ing up he saw, 
c rouched on t he ledge, a f ie rce crea
tu re , red eyes g lazed w i t h anger . 

Tom looked a r o u n d . Beh ind h i m 
was the edge of t he shel f and , f a r 
below, the t rees tha t f o r m e d the 
woods near his house. Off to his le f t , 
the shelf , on w h i c h he was cornered 
by t he Storyeater , nar rowed to f o r m 
the ledge tha t led h igher up t he 
moun ta in to the c reature 's lair. To 
his r igh t , the shel f nar rowed to f o r m 
the ledge tha t , a f ter t u r n i n g ou t of 
s igh t beh ind a bu lge in the m o u n 
ta in 's stony face, led down to t he v i l 
lage and safety. 

Bu t between Tom and the bu lge 
was the c rea ture tha t was now stalk
ing th rea ten ing ly c loser. " I f I cou ld 
get to t ha t bu lge , I'd be on m y way 
home fo r s u r e , " t h o u g h t Tom. "Once 
I go t t ha t far , I cou ld easi ly ou t run 
th is hai ry sack ! " 

Tom dar ted away. He sp r in ted 
a round a g rea t bou lder and a lmos t 
ran in to t he sna r l i ng c rea tu re wh ich 
had moved qu ick ly a round the o ther 
s ide of the boulder to b lock his pa th . 

"Go t y o u ! " g rowled the c rea tu re , 
l ung ing at T o m . But Tom leaped 
n i m b l y backward and ran a round to 
the o ther s ide of t he bou lder . As he 
c a m e a round t ha t s ide of t he bou l 
der, he cou ld see the bu lge and the 
ledge lead ing a round it — and the 
c rea tu re , w h i c h had dashed over to 
b lock h i m aga in ! 

The great rough-sur faced boulder 
tha t separa ted Tom f r o m the crea
tu re served as t he cen te r p ivot of a 
constant ly revers ing merry-go-
round . Even though T o m cou ld run 
fas ter , the c reature 's s ide of the 
bou lder was c loser to the bu lge Tom 
was t r y i ng to reach , so the c rea tu re 
cou ld sh i f t f r o m lef t to r igh t or f r o m 
r igh t to le f t , and always f rus t ra te 
Tom's a t t emp ts to reach the ledge 
t ha t led down to the v i l lage. 

Suddenly T o m got an idea. Cl ing
ing to the c racks and f issures in the 
bou lder 's weathered sur face , he 
c l i m b e d to t he t op . 

"Th is shou ld fool i t , " t hough t 
T o m , s tand ing on top of the bou lder . 
" I ' l l wa i t ' t i l i t goes to t he s ide of the 
bou lder where I was, the s ide far
thes t f r o m the bu lge, then I'll j u m p 
down and get away. " T o m knel t 
down and leaned over t he edge of 
t he bou lder and looked at the place 
where he had last seen the c rea tu re . 
" I t ' s not t h e r e , " t h o u g h t Tom. "Now 's 
m y c h a n c e ! " 

Tom leaped f r o m the top of t he 
bou lder and sp r i n ted toward the 
ledge j us t where i t t u rned a round 
the bulge to d isappear f r o m s ight . 
Ha l fway across the space between 
the bou lder and his goa l , he g lanced 
over his shou lder . No c rea tu re cou ld 
be seen. It mus t be on t he fa r s ide of 
the bou lder , Tom though t , and , as 
he neared the bu lge he shouted j u b i 
lant ly , " H a ! H a ! " 
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" H a ! H a ! " , c a m e the c h u c k l i n g 
answer of t he Storyeater as it ap
peared d i rec t l y in f r o n t of T o m , its 
mons t rous m o u t h open w ide . 

Whi le Tom had been t r i c k i n g it by 
c l i m b i n g to the top of t he bou lder , i t 
had t r i cked Tom by scu r ry ing to the 
ledge and h id i ng on it d i rec t l y be
h ind t he bulge of t he m o u n t a i n . It 
knew fu l l wel l tha t the boy's only es
cape route lay t ha t way. 

" Y u m , " i t sa id as it scooped up 
Tom in its g ruesome m o u t h and 
swal lowed the boy who le . 

Tom th rashed a round inside the 
Storyeater 's huge bel ly, t u m b l i n g 
stor ies to one side and the other . 

Suddenly an idea came to h i m and 
in desperat ion he g rabbed t he end 
of the Storyeater 's ta i l f r o m t he in
side and pu l led . The c rea tu re 
g roaned . Pu l l ing on t he inside of t he 
tai l all the wh i l e , he s t rugg led 
across t he Storyeater 's s t o m a c h . Up 
the Storyeater 's th roa t , he wen t and 
ou t of the c rea tu re 's gap ing m o u t h . 
Once ou t of t he m o u t h , he gave a 
m igh ty je rk to t he end of the tai l 
t ha t he st i l l he ld in his h a n d , and 
tu rned t he hor r id c rea tu re comp le te 
ly ins ide-out . Jus t as when you pul l 
your sock of f your foo t , or pul l a mi t 
ten of f your hand , it t u r n s ins ide-out , 
so Tom pu l l i ng the Storyeater 's ta i l 

out t h rough its m o u t h , t u rned i t in 
s ide-out , sp i l l i ng stor ies all a r o u n d . 
T o m , to ta l ly exhausted, co l lapsed 
and was f ound t he next day by some 
of the men of t he v i l lage who had 
been look ing fo r h i m . 

The men marve l led at the huge, 
ins ide-out c rea tu re and the pi le of 
lost s torybooks, bu t they marve l led 
even more at the ta le t he exhausted 
boy re lated to t h e m upon his awak
en ing . Some of the men car r ied t he 
Storyeater 's body back to the re jo ic
ing v i l lage, and some car r ied the 
recovered s tor ies. But the luck iest 
men of all car r ied Tom, the boy who 
slew the Storyeater . & 

Bird 
F E E D E R S 

A U T O M A T I C FEEDER 

If you want to know more 
about wildlife, here is one 
way to get to see a lot of dif
ferent kinds of birds without 
having to go far from home. 
Build a bird feeding station. 

Ther.e are many kinds of feeding stations, 
and most of them are easy to make. Some
times you can construct them from odds 
and ends lying around the basement or 
garage. 

One of the first things to plan when 
building a bird feeder is where to locate it 
when it is made. You can put it along 
fence-rows, or in the corner of the>.yard. 
Or if you have open country nearby, put it 
in trees, on fenceposts, or along the under
brush that grows up by fences. 

You won't need plans or specifications to 
build any of the pictured shelters and feed
ers. So choose the feeder or shelter you 
want to use. Build i t—it won't take much 
time—and you can watch dozens of differ
ent kinds of birds in your own backyard. 

PINE CONE A N D LOG 
STUFFED WITH SUET > 

OPEN-AIR 
FEEDER 

CORN 

CORN-
SHOCK 

SHELTER ft 
FEEDER 

4r COCONUT 
SHELL 
FEEDER 
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would not accept him, and his orders 
were to proceed to Halifax and await a 
convoy there. 

The French ship cleared Gravesend 
Bay at 11 p.m. on December first and, 
from there on, Le Medec was fearfully 
conscious of the possible presence of a 
stray U-boat. From Newport to Bar Har
bor he sailed close to the shore but, later, 
he had to leave these safe waters to head 
his vessel out to sea for a landfall at 
Yarmouth. 

The 100-mile crossing of the Bay of 
Fundy was tense, and he continued 
around Pennant Point and Cape Sambro 
and, from there, Le Medec would make 
for the checkpoint between Lighthouse 
Bank and MacNab's Island. Once in the 
checkpoint, with formalities concluded, 
he would bring a pilot aboard to take 
him through the Narrows. 

Their pilot, Francis Mackey, had 24 
years' experience taking ships in and out 
of Halifax, and he hadn't had a single 
accident yet. Le Medec and Mackey 
dined together on the ship that night 
and, at 4:36 p.m. the next day, the ex
amining officer checked in and told 
them they could proceed up the Nar
rows, on a signal from his ship at around 
0715 hours (7:15 a.m.). 

Le Medec was then given a number he 
was to hoist in signal flags before he en
tered the Narrows. 

811 
YEARS OLD 

24 HOURS ON BREAD AND 
WATER 
by Robert Wolf 

1 • 
It was a fairly warm day, about 70 or 75 
degrees. I came into the house around six 
o'clock and there was my father coming 
through the front door. My younger 
brother, Peter, ran up to him, jumped 
him, and "kapow," there went milk and 
'a loaf of bread, right onto the carpet. Pe
ter let go and said, "eee," with a most 
disgusting voice. With this my parents 
and I started to laugh, picked everything 
up, and went to the kitchen, which was 
down the hall. 

My brother and I sat down in our 
chairs (now it just so happened that my 
brother and I have been giving trouble to 

In the morning, a few minutes before 
7:30, a signal lamp began to flash from 
the examining officers' vessel, reading in 
Morse: "Mont Blanc, hoist identifica
tion. Proceed to Bedford Basin." 

Meanwhile, aboard another ship, Imo 
by name, Pilot William Hayes began to 
take Imo out at 8:10 a.m. — without 
permission. 

The Imo was a Belgian relief ship 
carrying badly needed supplies to Bel
gium. After zig-zagging other craft in the 
harbor, Hayes put the ship at full speed. 
As a result, Imo was making seven knots 
when she entered the mile-long, 500-
yard-wide Narrows! 

It was here that Hayes first saw an 
American steamer going in beside him. 
The speed limit set for all ships was five 
knots in harbor. 

Mackey was well aware that Article 
25 of Preventing Collisions at Sea read 
as following: "In narrow channels every 
steam vessel shall when it is safe and 
practicable keep to that side of the 
course or mid-channel which lies on the 
starboard side of a vessel." 

Therefore, he took Mont Blanc in to
ward the Dartmouth shore, his starboard 
side. 

A minute or so later Mackey sighted 
Imo for the first time as she took the 
bend where the Narrows turned. She was 
three-quarters of a mile away but steam
ing at full speed and heading southeast a 

my mother lately about the food she has 
been serving us). The next thing I real
ized was that we were having some 
strong sausages and potatoes for supper. 
I was willing to eat all those p&tatoes, 
but only 32 percent of the sausages. 

Each of us was served three potatoes, 
and a whole sausage. 

We were eating for 15 minutes, and 
my mother was getting a little annoyed. 
When we eat hot dogs and French fries 
it takes us two minutes to finish it. 

I had finished most of my potatoes, 
but hardly touched the sausage. Finally, 
I had had enough, and asked if I could 
leave the rest. She got up from the table 
and started to yell. I yawned and said to 
myself, "Boy, are we in for a heck of a 
night!" 

After about thirty seconds, Peter and I 
walked into our room and shut the door. 

Within a minute my mother came in 
lecturing, and lecturing, but the part that 
really caught my attention was when she 
said, " I am going to teach you a lesson. 
For the next 24 hours, you will eat noth
ing but bread and water!" We thought 
about it for a minute and realized that 
tomorrow morning we would get the 
same old breakfast. All of a sudden, I 
started to laugh, and within a minute, 
Peter joined me. My mother tried to 
hold back a grin, and there came a fun
ny expression on her face. All of a sud
den she got mad and said with a 

quarter south, on a course that would 
enter Mont Blanc's waters, and intercept 
her. Mont Blanc altered course to star
board, but this was mainly to establish 
her waters. Mackey was sure Imo would 
swing over to mid-channel and was sur
prised when Imo signalled she was alter
ing course to port. This would put Imo 
into Mont Blanc's waters, and across her 
bow! 

Sluggishly the French freighter turned 
from the sore and, for a moment, the 
two ships were brought onto an opposite 
course. 

Then Imo put her engines into reverse. 
Her bow swung over into the path of 
Mont Blanc. Seconds later, Imo's bow 
struck Mont Blanc and ripped into her 
No. 1 hold with a shower of sparks . . . 

By the time Imo had pulled away, 
Mont Blanc was a searing furnace . . . 

Then, at 9:06 a.m., time had run out 
for Halifax. Mont Blanc blew up! 

In one-fiftieth of a second, the French 
ship vanished in a searing ball of fire . . . 

An estimated 3,500 people died in the 
Halifax explosion, but experts today 
claim that nearly 4,500, perhaps 5,000, 
people died because of neglect and expo
sure. 

(The aftermath was a tremendous ex
ample of brotherly assistance and finan
cial aid poured in from outside the disas
ter area.) 

triumphing voice, "You will!" and left 
the room. 

The next morning was sunny and 
looked warm. I got up and started to 
dress. After I walked past the kitchen I 
noticed that breakfast wasn't made yet. 
Then I remembered about her threat. 

I washed up, and I started to make 
breakfast, my mother came into the 
kitchen and said, "What are you doing, 
may I ask? I thought I said you were 
having bread and water. Didn't I?" 

I replied, "Well, yeah, I guess so, but 
Peter and I thought you were joking." 

"Nope," she said, "not this time, so 
hop to it! All you need are two glasses 
and two plates." 

After she left the room, I was aston
ished, for never in my life has she car
ried out a threat that she has made. 

Well, my brother finally finished 
washing, so we started our er . . . deli
cious breakfast. 

It was the same story at lunchtime. 
While in class I started to feel the 

pains in my stomach. 
I was riding home. I could hardly ped

al. 
When I finally got in the house I start

ed to beg and finally she agreed to give 
us supper. 

Well, there were two things I learned: 
1. Don't fiddle around with your mom. 
2. Eat the food you get. (Well, try any
way.) 
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P0ETRY 

15 YEARS 
AND 
OLDER 

CANADA COAST: Vancouver 

Sky-washed streets, shadowed and empty 
Darkness is sliding on North Shore mountains 
Wind games beginning in rain beaten branches 
And night reaches my sleeping city 

But the sleep is a short one some never see 
Vancouver has eyes that never fall still 
Stabbing lights and talking people move with the night 
In their cars and the clubs and in crowded shows 

Your void and shadowy life is as a deserted factory, earlier 
humming with enchanted ideas . . . But all is quiet, movement 
and sound have fled. So enters your existence in adulthood. 
All your childhood dreams left behind, to rot, as does a 
human corpse. Loose . . . loose as a tomcat let your mind and 
heart prey on for the lost ideas you had once, as a young man. 

Be not ojie of the midnight dim summer stars: 
but that most to shine with a succession of brilliant gleams 
and flashes, north star in all the heavens. 

Not those two sidetracked boxcars: 
but a passionately mad locomotive, on course to the stars. 

Certainly not that bleached electric pole: 
but cutting across the silken face of a starlit midsummer 
evening, be Thor the god of lightning. 

I . . . must have my vision come true, or fall trying, 

by Peter Taccogna 

The dark hides a dark that is not to be seen 
Colorful noises muffle the hate 
Slum blocks and street fights are never our glory 
So this bad side is hidden and the tourists feel safe 

In shrunken forests the city moves on 
With dreams of a world and the future ahead 
Though the people who live here will never know 
What you can learn in a concrete block 
With windows on more of the same 

Grey clouds and rain falling 
Darkness is frowning on a people and the city 
New hopes and lost ones awaiting a dawn 
Which always comes 
And never dies. 

by Murray Adams 

1214 
YEARS OLD 

BE THAT YOUR DREAM 

Here am I, say you. Like an empty cardboard 
barrel leaning quietly against another. 

Like a bleached electric pole cutting across 
the blank face of a deserted sky. 

Beside you sit two sidetracked boxcars, while overhead, 
a catwalk hangs as a portrait in profile or outline 
against the morning sky. 
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811 
YEARS OLD 

THE CITY 

Expanding like a Puff Fish, 
Swallowing village and town, 
Steel girders rising from nowhere, 
As stream and wood all drown. 

Monstrous chimneys, 
Bellowing out the smog that covers the sky. 
Poverty stricken people, 
Who are too tough to cry. 

Children playing in parks, 
Covering themselves with grime, 
Climbing carelessly over statues, 
Not knowing of the time. 

The shores bathed with carcasses, 
The seas bathed with oil. 
Before nothing was thought of it, 
But now it's known as the great spoil. 

The tourists come and see it, 
But never seem to know 
That is the heart of the city, 
The horror is beginning to grow. 

by Robert Rohn 
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GORDIE HOWE: No. 9 
By Jim Vlpond. Here Is the candid 
biography of one of hockey's living 
legends. The reader will come to 
know Gordie Howe the sportsman, 
businessman and family man In this 
fascinating. Illustrated account. 
R Y E R S O N $4.95 

DAVID 
W A L K E R 

I PLAY TO WIN 
Stan Miklta tells it like it is in the 
NHL. The man who once led the 
league for the most number of penal
ties in a single season underwent a 
dramatic change in the 1966-67 season. 
He won the Lady Byng Trophy for 
the most gentlemanly player and was 
also voted the Host Valuable Player. 
Mikita explains what brought about 
this change and gives the inside stol
on the Chicago B l a c k Hawks. 
L O N G M A N S $4.95 

HUNTING BIG GAME 
IN THE CITY PARKS 

By Howard G. Smith: illustrated by 
Anne Marie Jauss. Come along on a 
safari for insect big game and gain 
a store of information about the 
habits and characteristics of the insect 
world. Accurate, detailed illustrations, 
glossary and index. An engrossing, 
valuable book. Ages 10 up. 
W E L C H $5.50 

HOCKEY 
By Gerald Kskenazl. This in-depth 
exploration of hockey is an intimate 
and fascinating view of man's moat 
brutal sport—its history, its teams, 
its stars, the gore and the glory. 
Illustrate,] in colour and black and 
white. 
R Y E R S O N $ IS .M 

Pirate Rock 
i Bobby Qrrandtiie 

Big,BadBru\ns 

b y S T A N F I S ( H L [ R 

PIRATE ROCK 
David Walker, master of suspense and 
humour, skilfully unfolds his fast-
moving story of two teenage boys 
involved in an adventure with inter
national implications against a back
ground of summer and speedboats on 
the Bay of Fundy. Ages 12 up. 
C O L L I N S $3.75 

BORBY ORR AND THE 
BIG BAD BRUINS 

The exciting story of Bobby Orr, pos
sibly the best all-round player that 
hockey has ever known. Told with all 
the pace and colour of a pro-sports 
announcer. Along with glimpses and 
anecdotes of his fellow "Big Bad" 
Bruins, this is the story of how the 
Bruins mounted the ladder to become 
the terror of the National Hockey 
League. 
A DOOD, M E A D ( C A N A D A ) 
BOOK $6.95 

BOBBY HULL 
By Jim Hunt. This dynamic story of 
the most celebrated player in the 
N.H.L. reveals the many sides of 
Bobby Hull—athlete, businessman and 
family man. Illustrated. 
R Y E R S O N $3.95 

HOCKEY SCRAPBOOK 
This book is crammed with all tat 
facts you need to settle those hot 
stove arguments as well as providing 
over fifty action photos. A must foi 
everyone who considers himself a 
hockey fan. 
L 0 N G M A N 8 $2.50 

Good books give your life a touch of 
quality. They impart knowledge, stimu
late creative power, bring satisfaction and 
relaxation to the reader. Good books 
greatly enrich your awareness and interest 
in all manner of things that surround us. 

HEAD the best books 
G i n the best books 
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Brisk 10- to-15-knot w inds filled sails, heeled boats 
sharp ly , and made ro l l ing swel ls and t roughs on Valois 
Bay d u r i n g the N in th Nat iona l Boy Scout Sai l ing Re
gat ta . 

Th i r t y Scouts f r o m England, T r i n i dad , and e ight of 
the Canadian prov inces got together August 2 4 at 
Pointe Claire near Mont rea l , fo r the week- long sa i l ing 
c o m p e t i t i o n . 

The wea the rman was most co-operat ive and c lear , 
sunny skies and steady w inds p roduced per fec t sai l 
ing cond i t ions . A ma tched set of 15 Petrel Class d i ngh 
ies c o m p e t e d in th is regat ta. The Petrel is a 12-foot 
l igh twe igh t , fas t and stable sai lboat . Whe the r it 's beat
ing hard to w i n d w a r d w i t h spray b reak ing over the 
bow, or r unn ing d o w n w i n d w i t h sai ls f l y i ng , the a l l -
a l u m i n u m Petrel proved to be an exc i t i ng and sea
wor thy c ra f t . 

The Scouts, r ang ing in age f r o m 12 to 17, were 
the f i r s t in Canada to sai l a f lee t of Petrels in compe
t i t i on . Each two-man team was chosen f r o m the prov
ince or coun t ry the boys represented , f o l l ow ing regional 
sa i lo f fs ear l ier th i s s u m m e r . This year 's compe t i t i on 
was sponsored by the Quebec Prov inc ia l Counci l of the 
Boy Scouts of Canada, located near Montreal and serv
ing the en t i re p rov ince . 

The Scout sa i l ing base Venture on Valois Bay, in 
Lake St. Louis, was used as rac ing headquar te rs . Here 
t he compe t i t o rs rested, ate, and swam between races. 

Regatta c h a i r m a n Ken Wal te r s t ressed tha t " t h e 
sp i r i t of spo r t smansh ip , cha l lenge, and good c o m p e t i 
t i o n " and the oppo r tun i t y of m a k i n g new f r iends were 
more impor tan t than the mere w i n n i n g of races. 

Mat thew Cut ts , 15, of Pointe Clai re, who sai led 
happi ly to a second-p lace f in i sh a f ter six w i l d races, 
descr ibed the event as " fan tas t i c , a lot of f u n , and a 
chance to meet a lot of new peop le . " 

No rman Ward , 16, c rew m e m b e r on the Pointe 
Claire t e a m , said he had been " h o p i n g fo r a f i r s t , but 
you can ' t have eve ry th ing . " 

He added : "A l l the guys were f r iend ly . Nobody was 
out to w in at the expense of hav ing a good t i m e . " 

•"•••"""auto KHMki 

•9 
7 

Karl Benn , 17 , and Richard Bood ram, 16 , both of 
St. Fernando, T r i n i dad , had never before sai led in 
c o m p e t i t i o n . But they entered every race, d id the i r 
best, and ga ined cons iderab le sa i l ing exper ience. 

" I t ' s been a lot of f u n , " said Benn . "We've met a lot 
of the o the r Scouts and we have en joyed be ing in Can
ada. In a way, I guess, we ' re more ambassadors fo r 
T r i n idad t han c h a m p i o n sa i lo rs . " 

The f i rs t -p lace Nova Scot ian t eam of Bob Mason, 
14, and his c r e w m a n , Chr is Evans, also 14, en joyed 
c o m p e t i n g as m u c h as w i n n i n g . "We real ly had to t ry 
hard to w i n , " said Mason. "The compe t i t i on was pre t ty 
t o u g h . " In a meet l ike th is , he wen t on , "you have to 
learn a lot of new th ings qu i ck l y to stay ahead . " 

Evans, who has been sa i l ing fo r about f i ve years, 
sa id : "The regatta was wel l o rgan ized , lots of f u n , a n d 
everybody was real ly n i ce . " 

Mason and Evans were presented w i t h t he R. C. 
Stevenson t rophy d u r i n g an awards d inne r fo l l ow ing 
the last of the races. 

Mr . Stevenson, who is the honorary pres ident of 
Boy Scouts of Canada, said the Scouts sai led "one of 
the best series of races" he had ever seen. 

Near the end of the b ig week, the sai lors toured 
par t of the St. Lawrence Seaway. Ano ther day they took 
to land fo r a v is i t to down town Mont rea l , and Man and 
His W o r l d , before they re tu rned to the i r homes w i th , 
memor ies of "good sa i l i ng , good spo r t smansh ip , and a 
who le lot of f u n . " »j& 
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— /865, PP. PP/ll/PS SPOOKS, PFCPOP OF po/~ Y r/?wrr CPOPCP /A/ PP/AAP£/.P///A, WAS Y/S/T/A/G 
TP£ PO/. Y/.A//0.~P£SAW 7P£JL/7TA£ TOWPOPP£TPZ£P£M 
IY/MG FAP B£lOfV AA/M/// TP£ STAPl/GPP, W/77/S//£P//£PPS 
AA/77/£ WPPPl/A/P/A/G F/PIDS.7P£ SC£A/£/AASP/FS) P/Af 7D 
WP/7£7~P£ CAPOl "O IAFF/E 7VM/M OF P£PPA.£P£M "... OP 
Cm/STMAS A66G 7P£ CAPOl H/AS F/PSTSO/AO BY77/£CF/a>/®V 
/A/7PESOPPAY SCHOOL .... Yl/PAAACANADA APYAP/APIY S/PG 
T///S CAPO/. AT CPP/SPA4AS.... 

1 ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

SPFPAPC/S 0PAss/sy///7&£ 
7P/P7EFVPP C£//ri/#YlWS 77/£ 
P/PSr70 /?£SrAG£77/£ SZDPY 
0F7P£F/PSrCPA>/SrAYAS/// 
7P£PAY£OP7P£CPPPOY.. / / / £ 
CATri£ APPP0P#£YSAPP£P 
A 7VLACP OF PFAL/SA4... /PWAS 
S0OPP/SCVY£P£P FPAPP£AL 
AP/MAIS WPF£ C0MPA/CA7PP 
7PAA/GS, AAAP F/OCAP/PPS H/EPE 
SOBST/FA/PED... 7PPCPPAS77AP 
WOPIP S0PPOHAEDP/S/P£A 
APP S£F OP AAF£SYZ£SC£P£S 
OP 77/£ AYAF/YAFY.... 

WC£77/£ FXACT 
PAY AMD YEAP OPCAAP/sfc 

BAPAP APEAAPCEPrAAP, 7PEPA7E 
OPOU/? l,cy/?/frAfASPAr'mrs£r7o 

'CCWr£MCTAPAGAA/P0l//?ArP0/M0m 
7P£<?0P fAAZ/PAA.. .7&AMWAUU/MY 
PEiPAPOPPP^EMBEPAYAPPlAS/ED 4M7L 
77/F24#>... 7PEHWIESE4S0PHAASA 
TAME OFP/Z-JPpEO/t&ES.. .m tfWSTMS 
PEAT CPP/SmASSWa/AlD PPAPEWAWS 
FFSPAYAA... 7PE'Gffl?7Z4#ifflSMK 
PAY" WAS 7PFP $£7-70 
COUPZEPACr 7PF POMA/Y 

FEYELPY..., 

\£RU0tt 

CAAAAPAAPS CE/.E&PATE CPPAS7MAS OA/ 
DECEMBEP 25 

/A/ TPE COOA/TfiY OF EFP/OPAYI T//£Y 
PA YE PPAPTEEP CPPASrMASES EYEPYYEAP. 
OPEEACPMOAVTPAPP 7W> AAV APF/£. 
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A NEW GAME by Rae Parker 
The easiest way to play th is new game is to take a piece of 
wood, cardboard, or paper, about six inches square, and 
draw l ines w i t h penc i l or ink at t he lVfe" and the 3 " and the 
4V2" marks along each side, to make up 16 squares. 

For markers you should use red, wh i te , and b lue poker ch ips 
(6 of the red ones, 5 each of the whi te and blue ch ips) . 

Draw an S on both sides of each red ch ip . Draw an 0 on 
each wh i te ch ip , both s ides, and mark the b lue ones w i th an 
X in the same way. 

The player who starts the game uses t he red S 's . The second 
player, c lockwise, uses the whi te O's and t h i r d player is s tuck 
w i th the X's. (For the next game, the player who star ted w i th 
whi te would now have red ch ips , and so on, in fa ir rotat ion.) 

In the imaginary game we're showing you here, in the 
diagrams, S starts by pu t t i ng his let ter ch ip in square 4 . 0 
puts his letter in square 6, and X plays sq . 15. S then f i l l s 
sq. 10. 0 decides to make sure S doesn' t get a " three- in-a-row" 
by f i l l i n g sq . 7. 

This forces X to f i l l e i ther sq . 5 or sq . 8. Sq. 8. wou ld be 
better, otherwise S would f i l l i t for a good start on his own 
three-in-a-row. 

S f i l l s sq . 5, to prevent an immedia te three-in-a-row for 0 . 
This leaves sq . 11 as an excel lent place for 0 to f i l l . X 
then has to decide whether to use sq. 1 or sq . 3 or sq. 16. 
He' l l l ikely choose sq. 16. Then, no matter whether S f i l l s 
sq. 3 or sq. 1 , 0 can f i l l the remain ing square of these two 
choices, for a three-in-a-row, to win the game, and end it. 

I t wou ld make the .game even more in terest ing if you were 
to use a scor ing system, and keep p lay ing un t i l a l l the squares 
are f i l l ed . The scor ing could go l ike th i s : 

5 po ints for the f i rs t three-in-a-row. 
3 points for each three-in-a-row, a f ter the f i r s t . 
4 po in ts for a four-in-a-row. 

1 po in t for comp le t ing the word SOX, no mat ter how it 
reads, whether f rom lef t to r ight , or r ight to lef t , up , down, 
or on a diagonal f rom any corner to the far corner opposi te. 

In a second game, as suggested in our second d iagram, 
S starts by f i l l i n g sq . 4 . Then 0 f i l l s sq. 1 1 . X f i l l s sq. 5. 
5 f i l l s sq. 10, and 0 f i l l s sq. 7, s topp ing S in his t racks. 

Then X f i l l s sq. 3, s topp ing 0 on one side. S f i l l s sq. 15, 
b lock ing 0 . So 0 f i l l s sq . 8. 

Now X can f i l l sq. 12 to comple te the word SOX and sqs. 
4 , 8, and 12, and on sqs. 10, 1 1 , and 12, for two points. 
But if he does that , then 0 would be able to get a three-in-a 
row for f ive points. So, instead of th i s , X f i l l s sq. 6, and S 
can f i l l sq . 14 to stop 0. 

0 would now have to f i l l sq. 9. Then X sees tha t S can' t 
be prevented f rom ge t t ing a three-in-a-row across the bot tom 
squares, so he makes the best of i t , salvaging what points 
he can, by f i l l i n g sq . 12 for h is two points. 

S now gets h is three-in-a-row by using sq. 16 and grabbing 
of f f ive points, plus another point for mak ing SOX on sqs. 
16, 1 1 , and 6. (Or, he could 've chosen sq. 13 for a SOX 
on 13 and 9 and 5.) 

The remainder of the game would be devoted to 0 and 
X mak ing sure S doesn' t score any more points. Somet imes 
i t can happen tha t several threes-in-a-row are scored, p lus 
several SOX's. 

But, in th is i l lus t ra ted sample game, the f ina l score is 
6 points for S , no points for 0 , and 2 points for X. If you 
wish to play a series of games, 50 points would make a good 
target . 

By the way, i t would not be considered good sportsman
sh ip for one player to warn another of any par t icu lar move 
or strategy, ei ther d i rec t ly or by imp l i ca t i on . Not c r icke t , 
o ld chap. May the best man win one out of three! A 

HAVE YOU HEARD THIS? 
Q: What happens when you drive without a windshield? 
A: You get all bug-eyed. s 

Dean Snow, Sarnia, Ont. 

Man: I'd like a roundtrip ticket to the moon. 
Clerk: Sorry, sir, the moon's full right now. 

Billy Schell, Winnipeg, Man. 

Q: In what month do girls talk the least? 
A: February — it is the shortest month! 

Kirby Allen, Rexdale, Ont. 

Q: What did the beaver say to the tree? 
A: It was nice gnawing you! 

Billy Schell, Winnipeg, Man. 

Q. Why would a guy say his girlfriend's figure is like a Paris 
peace talk? 
A: All the parts are there, but they won't go together. 

Stephen Jackson, Newmarket, Ont. * W £ AUWAYS <NOW WH6N H £ WANTS SOMgTWNS. " 
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SCOUTING 
IN CANADA 

NORTHWEST TERRITORIES 

j 

• • 
• • 

• 

Missionaries in Canada's North or
ganized various Scouting groups, 
starting about 30 years ago, but 
whose group was the first is not 
known today. 

Scattered troops operated in 
the Arctic without assistance until 
about a decade ago, when a gov
ernment grant was established to 
promote Scouting. Committees 
were soon formed, in Alberta for 
the Mackenzie, in Quebec for the 
Eastern Arctic and, more recently, 
in Manitoba for the Keewatin Dis
trict. 

The original grant of $1,000 
per annum was increased to 
$2,500 and, in 1967, increased 
again to $5,000 annually. A na
tional committee to promote and 
supervise Scouting in the North-

i 
mm 

2 2 

west Territories, the Yukon, and 
Labrador, was set up in May 
1963. Air Vice-Marshal James 
Harvey was the chairman. Head
ing this committee today is Major-
General William K. Carr. 

The Yukon has been under the 
supervision of the Provincial Coun
cil of British Columbia, Northern 
Region, until recently. A new Yu
kon Scout Council was formed this 
year to bring recruitment and 
training to every Yukon com
munity. 

Scouting population figures for 
the North include the Northwest 
Territories, the Yukon, Labrador, 
northern Ontario, northern Que
bec, and northern Alberta. They 
look like this: 1,338 Cubs, 757 
Scouts, 19 Venturers (and grow
ing), no Rovers, Sea Scouts or 
Lone Scouts, 201 uniformed lead
ers, and an undeclared number of 
non-uniformed adults who directly 
support Scouting in the North. 

The First Arctic and Northern 
Jamboree was held at Yellowknife 
in 1968, and the 2nd Arctic and 
Northern Jamboree will be staged 
at Camp Nanuck, Churchill, Man., 
in July 1970. 

• 

YUKON 

o 

It is recorded that the first 
Scout group in the Yukon was 
formed in 1939 at Dawson City, 
when that community was the ad
ministrative capital. World War 
Two brought an influx of army 
families, and the Scouting popu
lation expanded considerably. At 
one time, there were 11 groups 
registered in Whitehorse alone. 
With the move of the capital to 
Whitehorse, the postwar closure 
of military bases, and the shut
down of a number of mines, there 
have been major shifts and fluctu
ations in the territorial population. 
Scouting has had its ups and 
downs, too, as a result of these 
changes. 

There are now 11 groups in the 
Yukon. 

A recent survey showed that 
Scouting attracted ten percent of 
the eligible boys living in the com
munities of Whitehorse, Dawson 
City, Haines Junction, Watson 
Lake, Clinton Creek, Old Crow, and 
Tungsten. (Tungsten is located in 
N.W.T., but its only road access is 
from the Yukon, so it tends to 
identify more with the Yukon.) 

Contrary to popular thinking in 
southern Canada, there are no 
Eskimos living in the Yukon. How
ever about half the registered 
members of Scouting in this ter
ritory are Indians. 

Yukon Scouts have what is 
probably the world's biggest 
camping ground right at their 
back door. Hundreds of thousands 
of square miles of virgin country 
stretch away from the timber line 
through the muskeg and tundra 
to the Arctic seacoast. And the 
boys can enjoy exciting wildlife 
peculiar to the North, roaming 
I free. ^ 
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AWARD 
FOR VALOUR 

When 14-year-old Thomas Lethbridge broke 
through thin ice while skating on Long Pond, 
near St. John's, Nfld., he was noticed by 
13-year-old Roger Hodder, who was skating 
nearby. Skating to the nearest shore, Roger 
found a suitable stick of wood, returned 
to where Thomas was submerged up to his 
armpits in icy water, and pulled the older 
boy to safety. For his quick thinking and 
gallant effort in making this rescue 
single-handedly, Scout Roger Arthur Hodder 
of 1st St. David's Troop, St. John's, Nfld., 
was awarded the Gilt Cross by 
Governor General Michener. 

SPORTS EQUIPMENT 

SKATEBOARDS 
Mfrs . Clearance Skateboards. 2 2 " , 2 5 " a n d 2 8 " 
boa rd w i th w i d e a x l e , steel assembly a n d large 
profess ional f i b re p last ic wheels — Reg. $ 7 . 9 5 , 
Sale $ 2 . 5 0 plus pos tage ; or w i th fo rged s tee l , 
doub le ac t ion assembl ies a n d profess iona l f ib re 
plast ic whee ls , the top l ine skateboard — Reg. up 
to $ 1 2 . 9 5 . Sale $ 3 . 2 5 p lus postage. FOX M A N U 
FACTURING COMPANY, Box 8 2 1 , Cha tham, On t . 

CAMPING FOODS 

FREEZE-DRIED FOODS 
EXPANDED LINE FOR '69 

Meats • Vegetab les • Fruits 
Egg Dishes • Sandwich Mixes 
M a i n Dishes • Large Packs 

W r i t e for p r i ce l ists and brochure 
to 

FREEZE-DRY F O O D S LIMITED 
579 SPEERS ROAD, O A K V I L L E , ONTARIO 

4 » ! BUILD YOUR O W N 
; KART o r M I N I CYCLE 
- F R A M E f o r less than $ } 01 
\ SAVE UP TO $50 IN COSTS . . . 

New proven plans wi th complete parts l ist show how to 
' use inexpensive materials to bui ld professional Kart or 
J Min i Cycle at. home! Easy to bu i ld ! Step by step p r o 

cedures! P l « n * $ l Both $ 2 . MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Send check, cosh or money order to : 
G O CYCLE D e p t . c m 
820 NORTH HOLLYWOOD WAY ( r ) 
BURBANK, CALIFORNIA 91505 ^ 
KART • MINI • BOTH f j $ 

i cedures! Plans $ 1 

iPr int N a m e , 
i Street 
[City Prov. 

PLEASE! PLEASE! PLEASE! 
Befo re y o u m o v e : Send c h a n g e 

o f add ress t o — Subsc r i p t i on 

D e p a r t m e n t , C A N A D I A N B O Y , 

P .O. B o x 5 1 5 1 , S t a t i o n F, 

O t t a w a 5 , O n t . 

STAMPS 

SPACE STAMPS — 25 Di f fe ren t 50c; 50 D i f fe ren t 
95c; 75 D i f fe ren t $ 1 . 6 5 ; 100 Di f fe ren t $2 .45 ; 200 
D i f fe ren t $ 5 . 2 5 . Free pr ice l ists. No app rova l s . 
REGNAR STAMPS, Box 7323 , Stat ion O , Vancouver 
15, Canada. 

CATCH THEM ALIVE AND UNHURT! 

Sa fe ! Easy t o Use ! 
Amazing H A V A H A B T traps catch rabbits, cot 
squirrels, sparrows, etc. Make a pet of a field or forest 
animal I Work toward a Boy Scout badge! Protect Dad's 
garden from raiders I Straying pets, poultry released 
unhurt. No Jaws or springs. Galvanized. Write for 
valuable Illustrated guide with trapping secrets. 

KETCHUM'S, Dept. CB, 
396 Berkley Ave., Ottawa 13 , Ontario. 
I enclose 10c for 48-page guide and price Mil. 

Name . 

Address 

WORLDWIDE 1c and 2c A p p r o v a l s . SOMERVILLE, 
2369A O r c h a r d , N i a g a r a Fal ls , O n t a r i o . 

STAMPS, COUNTRY BY COUNTRY 
Over 200 packets l i s ted. Send 25c for our pr ice 
l ist a n d free s tamp surprise. 

SOUTH LAKES STAMP CO. 
1053 Second Avenue , 

New York , N.Y. 10022 

FREE, beau t i f u l Scout s tamp set a n d new top ica l 
pr ice l is t . Pa in t ings, space, a n i m a l s , Kennedy 's , 
b i r d s , f i sh , f lowers a t fa i r pr ices. Send now. No 
app rova l s . LAWRENCE SPRAGUE, 1052c West Hood 
Ave . , Ch icago, I l l i no is 60626 . 

D I A M O N D S , Costa Rico C28-30 M in t . 10c w i th 
W o r l d w i d e A p p r o v a l s . STAMPANA, Box 2 8 , East 
W e y m o u t h , Mass. 0 2 1 8 9 , U.S.A. 

MAKES AIRPLANES, 
BOATS, CARS & 

100's MORE 
WITHOUT SAWING 
A l l y o u n e e d f o r y o u r 

c a r p e n t r y b a d g e ! 
Conta ins : over 60 spec ia l l y shaped p ine pieces, 
hammer , p l ie rs , screwdr iver , n a i l s , pa in t s , 
b rush, whee ls , w i n d o w s , ins t ruc t ions, wooden 
too l box a p p . 1 6 " x 5 " x 6 " . 

Send ,cheque or money 
order to: 

E d u c a t i o n a l M a i l O r d e r s 
5 2 0 O u p p l i n R o a d , 

V i c t o r i a , B . C . 

Only $8.00 
postage pa id 

and sat is fact ion 
gua ran teed . 
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Take Advantage of your winter Spare-Time— LEARN TO MOUNT 
IRDS and ANIMALS 

You learn at Home 
\ i t ' s f u n . . . i t ' s 

SAVE those 
Beautiful Trophies 

DOUBLE 
your pleasure from 

Hunting and 
f ) Fishing! 

Learn the ART of Taxidermy-Mount 
Animals, Birds, Game-Heads and Fish... 

Enjoy the World's Greatest Hobby! 
F u n . . . S a t i s f a c t i o n . . . P r o f i t ! You can have all three 

in the mastery of Taxidermy— the fascinating art of 
preserving and mounting birds, animals and fish. 
Over 450,000 men, women and boys... sportsmen, 
nature-lovers, farm boys, Boy Scouts, retired folks 
...people from all walks of life have taken this fa
mous course... people from all over the World! 

You learn through our easy-to-master home study 
course. Step-by-step lessons so easyeven boys of 12 do 
Taxidermy work of amazing quality! No long, drawn-
out theory—you start actual Taxidermy work with 
the first lesson! The modest cost will surprise you! 

Write or send postcard for our FREE BOOK. 
Tells you all about Taxidermy and how you, 
too, can learn its secrete through our amazing 
teaching methods. Please give your age. 

Northwestern School of Taxidermy 2 
6411 Elwood Bldg., Omaha, Neb. I 
Gentlemen: Please send me your Free 24 Page • 
Booklet explaining Taxidermy. 

450,000 
STUDENTS HAVE TAKEN 5 
THIS FAMOUS COURSE! g 

Name Age 
Address 
City Prov. . 

HOBBIES 

R A D I O CONTROLLED AIRPLANES 
& BOATS 

We also stock Tra ins, Plastic K i ts , Slot Cars, Gas 
Engines, Ba l sawood , Dope, and the Hundreds of 
i tems that make a G o o d Hobby Shop. Send $1 .00 
for Cata logue C.H. Mon th l y " D o p e S h e e t " Free. 
KLEIN BROS. SPORTS & HOBBIES LTD., Dept. S, 
3167 Safhursf Sfreef, Toronto 19, O n t a r i o . 

a b c 

d e f 

Nail them all 
with one trap. 

The Vic tor Conibear No . 110 doesn ' t 
miss. I t 's the perfect t rap fo r (a) musk-
rat, (b) mink , (c) skunk, (d) weasel, 
(e) squirrel and ( f ) c ivet cat. 

Star t y o u r own t rap l ine w i th t he in
stant-k i l l ing Victor Conibear No. 110 — 
the only t rap t o w in t he Amer ican Hu
mane Society Award. 

Victor 
t r a p s 

Woodst ream Corp. , 
Niagara Falls, Ont . 

STAMPS 

FREEI Tr iang les , Scout, 25 others. A p p r o v a l s . C A M 
BRIDGE. Box 2 3 1 1 , Heath Oh io 43055 , U.S.A. 

Free Unique G o l d - F o i l " K e n n e d y " Coin-Stamp w i t h 
Pack of Beauties 25c. ARA Stamps, 6385 L iverpoo l 
St . , H a l i f a x , N .S . , Canada . 

100 WORLDWIDE Stamps plus 10 choice U.S. com-
memorat ives. 15c, w i t h packet a p p r o v a l s . AZALEA 
STAMPS, M a r t i n , Tenn. 3 8 2 3 7 , U.S.A. 

One Thousand W o r l d w i d e Stamps o f f paper i n 
c lud ing pa in t ings , rockets, etc. on ly $ 1 . 0 0 
1 l b . U.S.A. M i x t . $ 1 . 0 0 ; 1 l b . W o r l d w i d e M i x t . 
$2 .95 ; 1 l b . Ne the r land Mission M i x t . $3 .95 . One 
lot Super Banklot $ 5 . 0 0 — a l l on paper . 

BEST V A L U E STAMPS, 
Box 2 2 2 , 

A d e l a i d e P.O. , Toronto 1 , O n t a r i o 

201 Stamps W o r l d w i d e 20c. A p p r o v a l s . R. 
C A N N , 2 McLean Street, Regino, Sask. 

READ THIS CAREFULLY 
BEFORE PLACING ORDERS 

APPROVALS—Most of the stamp a d 
vertising in Canadian Boy make offers 
to "Approval Applicants" or words 
similar. This means: in addition to 
the special offer, you will receive 
stamps on approval which are yours 
only if you pay additional for them. 
You may select the stamps you wish, 
and return the balance along with 
payment for the ones not returned. 
Some stamp companies may con
tinue to send approvals to you 
unless you write and tell them not 
to do so. 

FREE COURSE Answer ing a l l Quest ions necessary 
to earn Stamp Co l lec tor 's Badge. Approva ls sent 
w i t h cou rse—Wor ld o r speci fy country . BLUENOSE 
STAMPS, Box 4 1 5 , H a l i f a x , N.S. 

500 D i f fe ren t W o r l d w i d e $ 1 . 0 0 , 200 D i f fe ren t U.S. 
$ 1 . 0 0 , 100 D i f fe ren t Canada $ 1 . 0 0 and 25 Di f 
ferent Un i ted Nat ions $1 .00 . Payment in Un i ted 
States do l l a r s . An thony C o p p o l a , 314 Parkwood 
Estates, C learwate r , F lor ida 33515 . 

50 DIFFERENT U.S. Commemorat ives 10c. A p p r o v a l s , 
CAMBRIDGE. Box 2 3 1 1 , Heath O h i o 4 3 0 5 5 , U.S.A. 

100 W o r l d Large Pictor ia ls 50c. App rova l s . El 
Toro Stamps, Box 2 6 7 , El Toro , Ca l i f o rn i a 9 2 6 3 0 . 

U.S. M O O N L A N D I N G , Baseba l l , or Footba l l First 
Day Covers. Spec ia l : 50c each , your choice. G A F N I , 
Box 2 0 8 , Bronx, N.Y. 10463. 

STAMPS Freel New issues — New Countr ies — 
Tr iang les — Rockets — O lymp ics — Scouts — 
Birds — Flowers — An ima ls — Also o ld Canad ian 
and U.S. Stamps. Plus comple te i l lus t ra ted Cana
d ian Stamp C a t a l o g . Sand 10c for m a i l i n g . G r a y 
Stamp Co . , Dept . L, Toronto , Canada . 

STAMPS on A p p r o v a l . W o r l d w i d e — state interest . 
GEORGES HAZARD, Fre l ighsburg . Q u e . 

FREE—ORIENTAL MYSTERY PACKET W I T H APPROV
ALS. G . I w a s a k i , Box 5 9 9 , Ch icago , I I I . 60690 . 

25 DIFFERENT TOPICALS, B i rds , F lowers, T r iang les , 
F ish, Kennedy, Butterflies, many d i f f e ren t countr ies, 
25c w i t h app rova l se lec t ion. W o r l d w i d e , U.S.A. , 
and U .N . KNOLL , 156 St. James Dr ive , Webster , 
New York 14580 , U.S.A. 

Free Packet List. W I L L I A M KUCHER, 167 Cleve land 
Avenue, Co lon i c , N.J . 0 7 0 6 7 . 

PINEAPPLE, Mangoes , Tr iang les , G o r i l l a , Monkey , 
35 Others 10c A p p r o v a l s . LICHVAR, 11808 Prince
t o n , C leve land , O h i o 44105 . 

115 W o r l d w i d e Stamps 10c. Includes Space, A n i 
mals , e t c . , w i t h A p p r o v a l s . LYRC, 245 S.W. 105 
Place, M i a m i , F la . 33144 . 

ATTRACTIVE WORLDWIDE STAMPS 1c to 3c. MEA-
SHAM, 6039 , Da lmead N . W . , Ca lgary 4 9 , A l b e r t a . 

MOORE'S Stamps on A p p r o v a l . Fine Select ion of 
W o r l d w i d e Stamps. M i n t and Used. Box 204 , 
Toronto 14, O n t a r i o . 

W O W I I G i a n t Mu l t i co loured Pain t ings, Space 
Tr iang les , A n i m a l s , o thers , 10c w i th A p p r o v a l s . 
NORTHERN STAMPS, Box 1424, W i n n i p e g , M a n i 
t o b a . 

99 DIFFERENT Stamps and Stock Card w i th V a l u a b l e 
Set 25c. A p p r o v a l s : PETERSON, 360 Robert St . , 
Room 4 0 5 , St. Pau l , M i n n . 5 5 1 0 1 . 

RUSSIAN Space Achievements. Fantast ic Rockets, 
As t ronauts , Satel l i tes stamps on l y 10c w i t h 2c up 
app rova l s . POTOMAC, Box 779B, A d e l p h i , Mary 
land 20783 . 

FAR OFF I N D O N E S I A 100 for $ 1 . 0 0 w i th A p p r o v a l s . 
RUDEWAY, P.O. Box 1806, Lewis ton , Ma ine , U.S.A. 
0 4 2 4 0 . 

TEN Famous Paint ings: 20c. A p p r o v a l s . STAMP 
FARM, FC7, O x f o r d , W i s . 53952 . 

G I A N T STAMP Co l lec t i on , inc lud ing as t ronauts , 
sa te l l i tes , moonrockets, Boy Scout issue, complete 
U . N . set. M a n y O l y m p i c and sport issues, etc. , 
plus b ig s tamp d i c t i ona ry and app rova l s . Every
t h i n g , lOel STAMPEX, Box 47-RCB, W h i t e Pla ins, 
N.Y. 

A F G H A N I S T A N Topica ls , F lowers, Scouts, Sports, 
e tc . . Ten sets, 5 0 min t s tamps. $ 1 . 0 0 w i th approv 
a ls . Stamps, 186 Ca r l t on , St. Cathar ines , O n t a r i o . 

QUALITY A p p r o v a l s , purchases earn bonuses. TOU-
ART, 2 Schwaemmle, M o b i l e , A l a b a m a , U.S.A. 

4 TRIANGLES PLUS 75 STAMPS — 10c to App rova l 
App l i can t s l MERRILL, Box 1502, P i t tsburgh, Pennsyl
van ia 15230. 
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Ian Faulkner, 13, of Box 2, Bishop's Falls, Nfld., wants a 
penpal anywhere in Canada except his home province. He's 
interested in girls, hockey and other sports, and likes car rac
ing, and builds model cars. 

Roy Dillman. 12, of 13 Harvey Street, Dartmouth, N.S., 
would like a penpal from anywhere in Canada. He likes pad
dling and most major sports. He also collects pictures of his 
favorite hockey players. 

John McLaughlin, 9, of 570 Stout Court, Bathurst, N.B., 
wants a p.p. from anyplace. His hobbies include stamps, read
ing books, sports, and piano playing. 

Darren Kierstead, 9, of Box 116, Havelock, Kings County, 
N.B., wants a penpal. He collects stamps, reads a lot, and 
likes The Monkees. 

Bruce Hynes, 14, of 12299 Salk Avenue, Montreal 39, Que., 
wants to hear from a bunch of guys all over. His main inter
ests are stamps, coins, match covers, plants, and music. 

E l l Blevis, 10, of 174 Fenn Avenue, Willowdale, Ont., wants 
a p.p. from anywhere, and likes models, hockey, other major 
sports, art, and reading. 

Randy Tugwell, 14 Kilmer, Winnipeg 22, Man., is interested 
in swimming, camping, fishing, and boating. He'd like a pen
pal from anyplace at all. 

Lorrie Reid, 14, of R.R. 1, Lucky Lake, Sask., would like to 
correspond with a Sea Scout. He's interested in collecting 
matchbooks, and would like to trade district badges. 

Kurt Ellison, 1243 — 6th Avenue South, Lethbridge, Alta., 
wants to start a penpal club. He'd also like to hear more about 
go-karting. 

Guy Krocker, 11, of General Delivery, Whitehorse, Yukon, 
likes sports, models, and history, and wants a penpal, from 
anywhere. 

Bradley Turner, 8, would like a p.p. in his age group. He 
lives at 47 Glenmore Drive, West Vancouver, B.C. , and he 
likes swimming, fishing, reading, and stuff like that. 

W. R. Gold, a longtime Montreal Stouter, is the new 
National Penpal Secretary. Mr. Gold works out of 
National Headquarters and would be happy to have the 
names of Canadian Scouts who wish to correspond with 
Scouts in other countries. I f you want a foreign Scout 
penpal (or Cub or Venturer) send your name and ad
dress, troop or pack number, school grade, Scout grade, 
hobbies, languages spoken, and religious affiliation, to
gether with the name of the country with which you 
would like to correspond. Mr. Gold's address is: Mr. 
W. R. Gold, National Penpal Secretary, Boy Scouts of 
Canada, Box 5151, Station F , Ottawa. 

Here's a great gift 
for Christmas... 

Learn hockey 
from the pros 
next summer 

(DAVE KEON, MARCEL PRONOVOST. BRUCE 
GAMBLE, BILLY HARRIS, and others) 

Christmas is a great time to plan your hockey holiday next 
summer. Two weeks or more of personal instruction of 
nothing but hockey, pure hockey. Y o u will be learning under 
the watchful eyes of N . H . L . stars like Dave Keon, Marcel 
Pronovost, Bruce Gamble, Billy Harris, Keith McCreary, 
Bob Wall and other instructors. 
They'll give you on-ice personal instruction, chalk talks, 
video replay of your actual practices, question and answer 
periods, and instructional movies. Nothing but hockey. 
You'll become a better hockey player. Top professionals will 
be showing you the right way to skate, shoot, pass and play 
positional hockey. 
Attend one or more of the weekly hockey sessions of The 
Billy Harris-Dave Keon Hockey School, at the Doublerink 
Arenas near Woodbridge, just north of Toronto from June 
28th through August 29th, 1970. 
Make sure there is room for you. Fill in the coupon below 
and mail it today to receive complete information on how 
to improve your hockey skills next summer. 

The Billy Harris - Dave Keon 
Hockey School 301 Kipling Ave. South 

Toronto 550, Ont 

"The School with Personal Instruction 
- . C u t o u t and mail today!---------

B H 1 2 - 6 9 

Dear Bill & Dave: 
Please send me complete details about your hockey 

school. I understand there is no obligation. 

NAME A G E . . 

ADDRESS APT. NO. 

C I T Y OR TOWN PROV. 

N O V E M B E R - D E C E M B E R , 1969 25 



Think 
of the fun.. 
processing your 
GAF film! 

Everything you 
need to develop 
and print black 
and white film. 
The ANSCOMATIC® 
Deluxe Developing 

Outfit — from sharp negative to sparkling prints 
. . . you get all you need for real professional results. 

Developing Tank only. f̂̂ |̂  

The ANSCOMATIC Devel
oping Tank — easy devel
opment of black and white 
or colour roll films. A reel is 
included that adjusts to fit 
the full range of film sizes. 

All chemicals for processing 
ANSCOCHROME® colour film included. 
The ANSCOCHROME Colour Slide Film Developing Outfit 
— lets you make your own colour slides. Each foil-packed 
chemical makes enough solution to process small amounts 
of film. 

GAF ( C A N A D A ) LTD. 
2403 Stanfield Rd., 
Cooksvi l le, Ontar io 

CLIP AND MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 

To - Dept. CB1 
GAF (CANADA) LTD., 
2403 Stanfield Rd., Cooksville, Ontario 
Please send me, free, without obligation, your 
useful booklet, "You Can Process Your 
ANSCOCHROME Colour Films At Home". I want 
to see how much fun it can be. 

Name.— 

Address. 

City Prov. 
1 . 
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u r & t i c k l e r s 
An elderly lady turned up at a theatre, in a state of great 
confusion. "What's the play on here?" she asked. "You Never 
Can Tell," the Commissionaire told her. "Oh," the lady 
wailed, "don't you know either?" 

Bernd Cube, Moffat, Ont. 

Violets are blue, 
You'd be too — 
The test was over 
Before I was through. 

Douglas Urch, Drumheller, Alta. 

Q: Why does electricity shock people? 
A : It doesn't know how to conduct itself. 

Randy Garry Songster, Dartmouth, N.S. 

Sue: Is your steak tough? 
Lou: I don't know. I haven't cut through the gravy yet. 

Jim Leitch, Weston, Ont. 

Two friends met on the street. "I'm so unhappy I could 
cry," said the first. "Why?" asked the second. "Well, two 
weeks ago my uncle died and left me $100,000." The second 
said: "That's no reason to cry. You should be happy with 
that!" And the first replied, "That's true, but last week 
another uncle died and left me $200,000." 
"Then why are you so unhappy?" 
"I only had two uncles!" 

Mike Moreau, Scarborough, Ont. 

A man passing by noticed another man pushing and shoving 
at a piano to move it through a doorway. The passerby asked 
if he could help and, after they'd worked at it together for 
half an hour, the piano owner said: "Whew! It's going to 
take hours to get this out of here!" The other man screamed, 
"Out!?! Why didn't you say so? I've been trying to push 
it in!" 

Ken Shoblom, Fruitvale, B.C. 

C H O P P E R by Simpkins 

"You can't eat the head, but the handles are delicious!" 

C A N A D I A N B O Y 
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It's the real thing 
Coke. 

Trade Mark Reg. 

Both Coca-Cola and Coke are registered trade marks which identify only the p.. duct of Coca-Cola Ltd. 


