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liaake it? 
First of all, he's got to want to. He has to be 
stimulated to probe the horizons and bound 
over the hurdles, whether they lead to the ball 
park or the president's chair. He needs a boost. 
And today, one of the most effective boosters 
ofallisTHE NEW BOOK OF KNOWLEDGE. 
THE NEW BOOK OF KNOWLEDGE is more 
than a tool of learning. It's a switch. It switches 

on your child's imagina
tion. It turns on his brain. 
It gives him the whole 
thrilling world of dis
covery. And once he's got that, there's no 
stopping him. 

Completely new 
THE NEW BOOK OF KNOWLEDGE is not a 
revision, it is the first all-new encyclopedia for 
young people in 30 years. For more than six 

THE NEW BOOK OF KNOWLEDGE y e a r s , over 1000 advisers and contributors, 
200 University Avenue, Toronto 1, Ontario. , ... n A A .. ,.. , ,. . 

' together with 200 writers, editors and artists 
Gentlemen: Without [~~ — h a v e w o r k e ( j t o complete, in 20 volumes, the 
S'm^PRPP^w^S I V*9 "best children's encyclopedia in the world today."* 
me my r KEE copy of I . , • » « 
"The Magic Carpet." / ^"glc S Every page is an adventure; every colorful 
Tell me, too, how we I t * , * V * f | illustration a magnet, 
may obtain The New I ^ I What is in 
Book of Knowledge on ~*&Jf f THE NEW BOOK OF K N O W L E D G E ? 
your low cost budget 1 i 
plan. There are.. , Jf^pIP * [n its 9,442 pages there are 22,400 illustrations, 
children in my family, i 13,700 in brilliant color, and 989 maps. All 
a § e s —=» subject material is directly related to children's 

interests and the lessons taught in school. For 
N a m e pure enjoyment there is a wealth of fairy tales, 
•vddress fables, myths, legends, games, sports, hobbies, 

wonder questions, things to make and do. 
C i t y r r o v T h e one g r e a t g i f t of a l i f e t ime 
A NEW GROLIER PUBLICATION CB57 j Give your child the opportunity to stamp out 

"average". Give him the link to an exciting 

world with self-teaching material that's as 
fascinating as a mystery story . . . or a tele
vision show. Give him the great gift of a life
time, THE NEW BOOK OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Our free gift to you 
Send for "The Magic Carpet", a free booklet 
which contains stories and articles plus many 
colorful illustrations from THE NEW BOOK OF 
KNOWLEDGE. Mail the coupon today and 
discover a new and intriguing dimension in 
learning for your children. 
*From a review in "The Canadian Teacher", 
November 1966—Canada's national magazine for 
teachers. 

THE NEW BOOK OF 

KNOWLEDGE 
mam 

T h e C h i l d r e n ' s E n c y c l o p e d i a 

S E E PAGE 27 FOR ADDITIONAL COUPON TO ORDER THIS ENCYCLOPEDIA 
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THOMAS H. R A D D A L L , author of Winter's Tale, is among 
the best-known of Canada's writers and has a long list of 
successful books to his credit. Among these are The Wings of 
Night, A Muster of Arms, Tidefall, The Nymph and the Lamp, 
Halifax, Warden of the North, West Novas, The Wedding 
Gift, Pride's Fancy, Tambour, Roger Sudden, His Majesty's 
Yankees, The Pied Piper of Dipper Creek, The Markland 
Sagas, and Saga of the Rover. Winter's Tale is from The 
Pied Piper of Dipper Creek, which first appeared in 1939. Mr. 
Raddall was born in England, went to school in Halifax, and 
now lives in Liverpool, Nova Scotia. He likes fishing, hunting 
and golf. 

BIKE TUNE-UP TIME 
Get your gang together and 
give your bikes a Spring 
check-up. Clean and polish 
the bikes and then give them 
a safety check. 

HOW DOES EACH BIKE RATE? 
• All spokes in 
• Tires and tubes in good 

condition 
• Chain oiled and tight 
• Horn or bell firmly 

fastened and working 
properly 

• Handlebars secure 
] Lights in working order 

• Rear fender red reflector 
clean 

• Brakes fast acting 
• Seat at correct height 

and secure 
• White or red reflective 

material on fenders 
• Wheel bearings 

lubricated 
This check list is important 
for maximum safety—and 
for maximum enjoyment the 
gang wil l go for that happy-
go-lively flavour of Wrigley's 
Spearmint gum! 

taste that 
HAftV G O UVElX' 
flavour 



Sprig Feber 

". . . where the birds warble sweet in the springtime . . ." 

The snow is gone, the grass is rizz, 
wonder where my pup tent is . . . 
Spring fever has taken a f i r m grip 
on CB staffers these days. You ' l l 
see them gazing out the window 
when they should be pounding on 
typewriters, or doodling daisies on 
their memo pads when they ought 
to be editing stories for the mag
azine. They're even dreaming up 
schemes for getting out of the 
off ice on wildl i fe and camping 
assignments! 

R. D . Lawrence, who has writ
ten books on the subject, shares a 
wildl i fe adventure with us — and 
you! — in this issue of CB. Camp
ing comes up in the next issue of 
your favorite magazine. 

Besides M r . Lawrence's denizens 
of the Canadian jungle, there's 
something else in this issue that's 
pretty wi ld! It's called Cougar! — 
a true story you won't want to miss! 

Paul Brock's Ghost Ships is a 
surprising collection of out-of-this-
world anecdotes that should send 

the hair standing up on the back 
of your neck! 

Thomas H . Raddall, one of 
Canada's foremost writers of tales 
about Canadians, honors us in this 
issue with his Winter's Tale. Wr i t 
ten originally for adults, this story 
about a boy in the midst of death 
and destruction should appeal to 
all boys. 

Speaking of boys, you'll see 
another in our Boy series — this 
time a Quebec Boy — something a 
little different with a few giggles 
thrown in . 

In this issue of CB we start our 
latest contest — the Gagline Con
test! I f this isn't the cheapest con
test you've ever seen, with the 
lousiest prizes you've ever heard 
of, then we'd like to know where 
you've seen a junkier one! 

You ' l l f ind our regular features 
in these pages, too. Just glance 
down the table of contents on page 
3 for an idea of what we've 
whomped up for you this time! ^ 
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LETTERS I 
W I T H L O V E F R O M I N D I A 
Dear Lester: 
Canadian Boy is the journal which is awaited by all of 
us here in this hemisphere very anxiously every month. 
Perhaps you don't know the thr i l l and excitement that 
Canadian Boy gives us here in this remote corner of the 
lower Himalayas. The magazine gives us interesting and 
inspiring reading. The layout is good and get-up is attrac
tive. I have noticed that all the visitors to our headquar
ters and to our reading room have a craze for this journal. 

A mar C. Sharma, Simla Hills, India. 

FOR O L D E R BOYS 
Dear Lester: 
I think that the articles in your magazine should grasp 
for a higher age level such as that of high school, since 
most Scouts are in that age group. Very few of the good 
stories in your magazine are mature enough. Secondly, do 
you think that almost every Canadian boy who reads your 
magazine likes just hockey, baseball and football? You 
mentioned in your January-February issue that other sports 
stories such as swimming would appear. Have you ever 
heard of handball, tennis, basketball, sailing and spelunking, 
to name a few? 

Graham Barker, Guelph, Ont. 

Dear Lester: 
Sandy Gardiner could help your magazine a lot i f he 
improved his column. I f you had some articles for older 
boys and some for the younger, it would help. Another 
point: When we pay our dues in Scouts we are forced to 
buy the magazine. Do you think I should drop out of 
Scouts just so I won't receive your mag? I t would help if 
you print this, because it wi l l probably stir up people who 
have feelings similar to mine, and they w i l l send their 
suggestions fo r improvement. There's still hope! 

Doug Borrowman, Pointe Claire, Que. 
, T 

N O JOE T A C K / 
Dear Lester: 
I know how Sandy Gardiner feels about Canadian singers, 
but we're not interested in Joe Tack and the Carpet-
makers! We want the big groups: The Stones, Stitch in 
Tyme, Paupers, The Monkees, and so on. I know I 'm 
sick of the way Sandy sounds off week in and week out 
just to give the all too well known facts about Canadian 
music. I ' l l bet my bottom dollar Maritimers Robert De-
Blois and Glenn O'Neil , in your January-February issue, 
are blissfully happy over their extremely poorly done 
photographs and write-ups. 

Mike McKinnon, Toronto, Ont. 

Dear Lester: 
That story about Robert DeBlois was good! I hope you 
go on putting in Hustle Buck, and Award for Valour. 
The Story of Canada is very good. The Rib Ticklers 
weren't so good. Chopper was funny. 

David Buley, Summerside, P.E.I. 

What 
cue you doing 
this summer? 

How about spending a week 01 
two with: Billy Harris, Dave Keon, 

Bob Pulford, and other hockey stars? 

This summer, do something really different, exciting and 
rewarding. 
Attend one or more of the seven weekly hockey sessions 
of The Billy Harris Hockey School, at the Doublerink 
Arenas near Woodbridge, just north of Toronto, f r o m July 
17th, through September 2nd. 

D I F F E R E N T ? Y E S ! Learning • hockey during the summer 
is different. But, more important, you'll be learning under 
the watchful eye of N . H . L . stars who are your teachers. 
That's different. 
E X C I T I N G ? Y E S ! You ' l l meet Dave Keon, Bob Pulford, 
and other top N . H . L . players. They'll give you on-ice, 
personal instruction, chalk-talks, question-and-answer pe
riods and hockey movies. That's exciting. 
R E W A R D I N G ? Y E S ! You ' l l become a better hockey player. 
Top professionals w i l l be showing you the right way to 
skate, shoot, pass and play positional hockey. That's 
rewarding. 
Make sure there is room for you. Fi l l in the coupon be
low and mail i t today to receive complete information of 
The Bil ly Harris Hockey School. Do it now. 

The Billy Harris 
Hockey School 
Box 74, Etobicoke (Toronto), Ont. 

The School With Personal 
Instruction 

BH3-67 
Dear Bi l l : 

Please send me complete details about your hockey 
school. I understand there is no obligation. 

N A M E A G E 

A D D R E S S 

C I T Y OR T O W N P R O V 

V 
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Wonderful World of Wildlife 
b y R . D . L a w r e n c e 

Would you believe that in a single acre of Canadian wilder
ness you could come across so many different forms of life? 

It was night, dark and frost-nipped, and 
the wilderness stretched untamed to the 
four points of the compass. I stood in 
the lee of a great conifer, alone in that 
primordial place, when suddenly the 
shuddering, wailing call of a timber wolf 
shattered the stillness! The cry was long 
as it rose to its sad fullness. 
I heard and I shuddered, yet the haunt
ing call of that wolf drew me closer to 
this wild land that is the real Canada, 
a land alive and vibrant, free from the 
synthetic influences of civilization. 
The time was autumn and the broad-
leaved trees, come morning, would glow 
with the flames of the dying year: scarlet 
would be the maples; straw yellow the 
birches; golden the poplars; green the 
pines and spruces and balsams. 
What I saw and felt that night was just 
one of the many moods of nature, the 

fall time, perhaps the best known of all 
the seasons. In reality, it is only a pause 
in the incredible cycle of creation, that 
mysterious force that formed life millions 
of years ago and which has gone on 
since then conducting intricate feats of 
chemistry that, together, produce living 
beings in the air, in the water, on the 
earth and even deep down under layers 
of brown soil. 
From the Atlantic to the Pacific, this 
land of ours, celebrating its hundredth 
birthday, is a place of living wonders 
during each and every day of each and 
every year—if we know where to look 
for them. 
The wilderness of this land, whether it 
be in the Rocky Mountains, the great 
rolling prairies, the forests of middle 
Canada, or the sea-lapped shores of the 
eastern provinces, is the last real frontier 

of nature. It holds a million puzzles. 
Man, though he has eagerly probed this 
earthly crust, has not yet been able to 
decipher all that is still locked within the 
vastness of creation. Many new discov
eries await the naturalists of tomorrow. 
Listen, while I tell you this tale of the 
wilderness of Canada. Better still, stay 
with me and together let us explore some 
of its forest lands. It does not matter 
where these are located, for there are 
certainly places like them near you 
wherever you may be. We'll cover a 
single acre of land. 
So lefs go out into the autumn and feel 
the frost crackle under our feet while 
the snowshoe hares lope silent in their 
changing coats and the wolf howls his 
requiem to the dying year. 
We have hardly started before we must 
pause near a small beaver lake, because 
three white-tail deer are coming, their 
progress almost inaudible. Soon we shall 

see them as they thread their dainty way 
down to the water's edge, where they 
will drink before they turn and fade, 
wraith-like, back into the night. 
Now on again, walking silently, lightless. 
for a flashlight would spoil this scene, 
we soon hear the shuffle of a raccoon. 
He is big and roly-poly and he's hunting 
crayfish in little pools formed1 in the rock 
shallows. He hears us and sits upright. 
He chitters at us and then he turns and 
waddles away, the bush swallowing his 
fat rump, the night hiding the tell-tale 
shaking of the hazel bushes through 
which he has gone. 
In the sky above us, the great horned 
owl is hunting, too. He flies on almost 
silent pinions; nature has endowed him 
with wings that do not whistle as they 
beat the wind. We see his dark shape; 
it flies slowly, effortlessly, quartering the 
country like a hunting dog. 



We walk again and we are stopped al
most at once! The wolf has howled again 
and we must listen to this sonata of the 
wilderness. The call floats over the tree 

/ 

tops and loses itself in space and there is 
silence. Then from another place an 
answering howl slowly travels through 
the air. Again quiet. The forest waits, 
seeming to hold its breath. When the big 
wolf calls, fear travels with the lesser 
things. 
In a poplar nearby, the black silhouette 
of a porcupine is clearly visible as we 
move again. He watches us, curious but 
unafraid, for the quill pig has few enemies 
when he is ensconced in a tree's crown! 
Now we have reached the lake and we 
hear the ducks and geese. Their sleepy 
calls are different from their busy gabble 
of summer; it is as though they are 
conscious of the great flight that faces 
them on the vast journey they must make 
to reach the warmth of the southlands. 
Under our feet, beneath the brittle frost, 
the ground is springy with a wealth of 
dead things: the needles of pine and 
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spruce and balsam; the mulched broad-
leaves of maple and poplar and birch; 
rotting deadfall trees; shattered' twigs and 
branches. And beneath all these, unfeel
ing of our weight or of our clumsy foot
steps, the small things of perpetual dark
ness: the insect larvae, and the worms 
and the invisible bacteria and fungus 
spores. Each is alive, yet now dormant; 
each playing its small role in the dramas 
that constantly unfold in the Canadian 
wilderness. 
Now our autumn walk ends. But we 
are not done yet! We shall not leave 
the forest, because we have progressed 
beyond the barriers of time, and we find 
ourselves enshrouded by winter.... 
We press on, but now our feet seldom 
reach the earth and instead we walk on 
top of the snow, our showshoes grotesque 
shapes that take us easily over the blanket 
of white crystals that have come to put 
the land into deep freeze for another 
season. 
Soon we come upon two sharp holes 
punched into the snow and we know 
that here a ruffed grouse has spent the 
night It came in low, plummeting its 
sturdy body at the white crust and bury
ing itself deep. There it slept, secure 
but still alert against the stealthy foot

steps of hunting meat-eaters. In the 
morning it burst out of its snowhouse 
and left in search of poplar buds and 
frozen cranberries. 
Watching us from a spindly spruce, a 
gray bird sits quietly, his head held to 
one side, the better to see us. He is a 
Canada jay, a cheeky, friendly bird who 
will quickly leave his perch if we stop 
to eat and offer him some of our food. 
He looks like an over-size chickadee, this 

* 

O u t d o o r I C a n a d a 
whiskey jack, and he has many voices. 
Now he uses some of them, making 
harsh calls and sweet calls, and coos and 
screams; sometimes sounding like a jay 
should, and as quickly copying the high 
scream of a hunting hawk. 
We pass on and see the tracks of a 
moose; big, cow-like holes in the snow 
that are punctuated by round, shiny-
brown droppings and, as we lift our eyes, 
we see the stripped trees on which the 
giants of the forest have fed, reaching 
up twelve feet and more, browsing 



higher than any deer can. 
The tracks are fresh and the wind 

is blowing towards us. We follow. 
Soon we hear the great beasts as they 
feed. We become more cautious, our 
hearts beat a little faster, there is 
dryness in our mouths, and we are 
not sure whether we are afraid or 
enthralled. 

We remove our snowshoes as we 
advance, seeking shelter behind the 
thick screen of swamp cedar in which 
the band of moose has sought cover 
after the night's wanderings. Now 
we pause, crouched behind a gnarl
ed old tree. We see them! 

A bull, his coat chestnut and sleek, 
pendulous dewlap hanging f rom his 

bulbous chin, looks up, raising his 
shaggy head until it is three feet above 
ours. He is shorn now of his majes
tic branched antlers, but he is a regal 
thing as he tests the wind, suspicious 
of the slight noise we have made! 

Behind him, chewing her cud in 
bovine drowsiness, sits a cow, her 
f ront legs bent under, her long hind 
legs stretched out sideways. Near her 
is last year's calf, almost looking like 
a moose now, but still clinging to the 
ungainly proportions of his youth. 

The bull has seen us! He grunts, a 
sharp, harsh cough of a sound and 
he turns and bolts, his legs brown 
pistons as they l i f t high, sending show
ers of f ly ing snow mixed with frozen 
fragments of muskeg! The others 

follow him and we are alone again, 
our gazes still intent upon the l ivid 
scars left in the snows. 

Now, as our walk continues, we 
step f rom winter into spring. The 
honking and crying of the wild geese 
are musical sounds of gladness. There 
they f l y , a long black-and-white V 
high above us, their leader just 
ahead of his flock, the point of the 
V aimed north towards their ances
tral breeding grounds. 

We watch until our necks ache and 
we listen until the last wild cry has 
faded into small sounds. A n d then 
we listen again, to the vibrant whistle 
of a f lock of pintails, the wind buf
feted by their wings as they streak 

by at tree-top height. 

The other birds are wi th us, too, 
and their calls f i l l the forest. The 
t h r e e melodious syllables of the 
chicadees; the mad scream of the 
blue jays; the sweetness of the tree 
sparrow; the courting cries of the red-
shouldered hawks, and the cackle of 
the crows. 

We are back at the lake and we 
are just in time to see the beaver 
leave a maimed poplar tree and wad
dle down his slipway on his journey 
back to his lodge. His fu r shines al
most red in the sunlight, for now it is 
dry, but in another moment it be
comes sleek and glossy as he slides 
into the water of the feeding channel. 

We move and he sees us. He 

dashes for deeper water and plunges! 
His tail , flat paddle of many uses, 
strikes hard on the lake's surface and 
the sharp report echoes over the- for
est. Only water rings mark the place 
where the beaver was, but we know 
where he is going. The air trapped 
in his fu r leaves him, a bubble at a 
time, and rises to burst at the sur
face. We know, too, that the invis
ible swimmer is paddling quickly with 
his webbed back feet and that his nos
trils are shut tight f r o m within by twin 
valves that close automatically when 
he submerges. 

We leave the beaver, because there 
is more to see before the coming of 
summer. But we are quickly halted 
again: the drumming of a ruffed 
grouse calls to us. Bup! Bup! Bup-
bup-bup-up-urrr! We can't see him, 
but we know he is strutting on a log, 
his crest erect, his tail fanned almost 
round, his wings hanging f rom his 
sides. It is with the wings that he 
drums, not upon the log, as some 
people believe, but by beating them 
so quickly that the wind, vibrating 
through the stretched flight feathers, 
makes the booming sound! 

On we go again, and f ind spring 
has aged and it is the time of the 
insects. The mosquitoes and the 
blackflies seek us and feed, and the 
dragon flies and the damsel flies seek 
them and feed, and the nighthawks 
and the whip-poor-wills eat them. 

And as we walk summer comes 
and the forest is a place of new life. 
The bird young are hatched and 
clamoring for food; the bees and the 
wasps and the hornets are raising 
their broods. In the beaver lodge, 
two black mites are already seeking 
water. Muskrats are swimming with 
their young in a stream that feeds 
the lake. 

The timber wolf pups play by their 
rock den; white-tail fawns lie curled 
and dappled in shady places, almost 
odorless yet, for they are still in need 
of protection! I f they cannot be 
smelled, there is less danger that they 
wil l be found by roaming predators. 

A she-bear, shaggy and rumbling, 
leads twin cubs in search of berries; 
young squirrels are moving; round 
leverets hide under new ferns . . . 

This is summer, and this is the end 
of our walk through an acre of wi l 
derness, in the wonderful world of 
wildlife! & 
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Photos by John Max 
Where Bruce lives, he enjoys both city life and unspoiled nature. 

Twelve-year-old Bruce Tremblay, as 
a Quebecker in 1967, doesn't live 
very differently from most of his 
English-Canadian compatriots. In 
fact, Bruce is just as proud of his 
Canadian identity as he is of his 
Quebec heritage. 

This heritage is quite something. 
As a Tremblay, he comes from one 
of the oldest and, no doubt, the most 
prolific family in French Canada. 
Pierre Tremblay, the first of Bruce's 
ancestors to come to Canada at the 
end of the 17th century, begot so 
many Tremblays that a few years 
ago, when there was a convention 
for the Tremblay clan at the Chateau 
Frontenac in Quebec City, more than 
15,000 showed up! 

Bruce's father claims they were 
only a fraction of the total. He says 
there are 150,000 Tremblay fam
ilies, living not only in Quebec, but 
in the rest of Canada and the United 
States. In some cases the name has 
been changed to Trimble (former 
Montreal Alouettes' c o a c h Jim 
Trimble may be Tremblay kin), or 
Shakers. Why Shakers? Because, 
phonetically, Tremblay in French 
sounds like trembler, which is a verb 
meaning to tremble or to shake. 
Hence, Shakers! 

But it's rare indeed for French 
Canadians to be called Bruce. In 
multilingual Pierrefonds it comes in 
handy, because many of Bruce's 
friends are English-speaking. In fact, 
the school he attends, St. Thomas 
High, where Bruce is in eighth grade 
classical, is itself a bilingual institu
tion where French and English kids 
study and play together. Bruce, who 
speaks English quite well, finds 
his English-speaking cronies can 
handle his name much better than 
the often-hyphenated names (such 
as Jean-Jacques) of the other French 

language kids. 
It doesn't really matter to Bruce 

what language group his friends be
long to or what racial background 
they have. It's character and per
sonality that count! In fact, Bruce 
who loves hockey and plays right 
defence for the Roxboro Peewee 
Flyers, has as his National League 
idol not Jean Beliveau or Henri Ri
chard, but an English Canadian, 
Ralph Backstrom! Maybe he sees a 
bit of himself in Backstrom, who is a 
persistent, good-skating, hard-work
ing player, a besogneur. 

Bruce doesn't want to be a pro
fessional hockey player, although he 
wouldn't mind getting as far as 
Junior. His ambition is to be a doc
tor or, fail ing that, a mechanical en
gineer. If he keeps up his good 
school work there shouldn't be any
thing to stop him from reaching his 
goal. He had an 80.4 percent aver
age last term and came third in his 
class. 

As his father, a pharmaceutical 
company worker, explains, Bruce 
isn't long-winded. He likes to get to 
the point quickly when tell ing a 
story. So, when his teacher asked 
him to write a composition about a 
picnic, Bruce wrote: 

"Mama made us lunch. We climb
ed a mountain. We ate our lunch. 
We came down. We went home." 

Bruce likes to do things, rather 
than talk about them! He is espe
cially good with his hands and makes 
copper enamels as a hobby. And, 
since joining the Scouts three years 
ago, he has been awarded badges for 
cooking (Spaghetti Bolognaise is his 
specialty), knotting, athletics, laun
dering and swimming, as well as a 
green and yellow all-round crest and 
white patrol leader cords. 

Actually, the St. Luc des Sources 
troop Bruce belongs to is one of the 
few French-language troops in the 
Boy Scouts of Canada. Elsewhere in 
the province, French - Canadian 
Scouts belong to a movement called 
Les Scouts Catholiques du Canada, 
which has its own manual and its 
own program. Curiously, Bruce's 
troop probably has less contact with 
Les Scouts than with English troops 
in the Boy Scouts of Canada. 

For instance, last summer the 
boys in Bruce's troop attended a 
camp at Tamaracouta in the Lauren-
tians to meet English - speaking 
Scouts. A wonderful bilingual time 
was had by al l , and at the end of the 
camp each language group was that 
much wiser about the other's cul
ture. 

But this isn't to suggest that the 
Bisons and the other packs in St. 
Luc des Sources are gradually losing 
their French-Canadian identity! The 
leaders are making sure this doesn't 
happen. When they organize field 
days or camps, they usually have as 
a theme some great French explorer, 
like Jacques Cartier, or Champlain, 
or Maisonneuve, and they encourage 
the Scouts to take a keen interest in 
their forefathers. They have a heri
tage to be proud of, a culture which 
is part of a rich and picturesque 
Canadian mosaic. 

Adults who know him say Bruce is 
a natural leader. Even boys a year or 
two older than he have respect for 
him. He is f irm and quick in mak
ing decisions and, in whatever he 
does, he oozes confidence. 

As long as he retains that solid 
confidence, in himself and in his 
country, both Bruce and Canada will 
do all right! 

By Don Bell ^ 
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W i n t e r ' s T a l e 
BY THOMAS H. RADDALL 

It starts out like any other ordinary day, 
then — BOOM I What does one hoy do when 
his whole world blows up around him? This 
fantastic story is woven among the facts of 
the great Halifax explosion of 50 years ago I 

The air in the classroom was 
warm and rather stuffy, because 
it had snowed a little the night 
before, and Stevens the janitor 
had stoked up his great furnace 
fiercely. Grade Nine, coming in 
rosy-cheeked from the snow out
side, found it oppressive, but no
body dared to open a window. 
Old Mr. Burtle, who conducted 
the educational fortunes of Grade 
Nine, was principal of the school 
and a martyr to asthma. 

It was just one minute past nine 
by the clock on the classroom wall 
when James hung his schoolbag 
on the back of his seat and flung 
an arithmetic manual on the desk. 
All about him was a bustle of 
preparation. 

"Attention!" demanded Old 
Gander Burtle, with his asthmatic 
cough. Everybody sat up very 
straight. "We shall sing the morn
ing hymn." The class arose with 
a clatter, shuffled a little, and then 
burst raucously into " A wake my 
soul and with the sun" as Old 
Gander raised his bony forefinger. 
James had a point of vantage 
when they stood up to sing, for 
his desk was near the windows 
and he could look down into the 
street, two storeys below. It was 
certainly too nice a morning to 
spend indoors. The sky was blue, 
without a speck of cloud any
where, sun very bright on the 
snow, and wisps of smoke rising 
straight into the air from a forest 
of chimneys that stretched away 
southward. Grade Nine intoned 
a long "Ahhh-men!" and sat 
down. It was five minutes past 
nine by the clock on the wall. 

The act of sitting down in uni
son always produced a clatter, but 
this morning the effect was as
tounding. The hardwood floor 
began to move up and down very 
rapidly, like a gigantic piston of 
some sort; the walls swayed 
drunken ly to and fro, so that the 
blackboards came down and were 
followed by plaster, crumbling 
away from the walls in lumps and 
whole sheets. The great clock 
dropped from its fastening high 
on the wall, missed Old Gander's 
head by an inch, and spewed a 
tangle of springs and cogs over 
the heaving floor. The opaque 
glass in the door of the boys' coat-
room sprang across the class
room, sailing over James' head, 
and went to pieces in a mighty 
splatter on the wall in front of 
him. The windows vanished, 
sashes and all. The room, the 
big echoing school, the whole 
world, were filled with tremen
dous sound that came in waves, 
each visible in breakers of plaster 
dust. 

Then the sound was gone, as 
suddenly as it had come, and in 
its place there was a strange and 
awful hush that was emphasized 
somehow, by distant noises of 
falling plaster and tinkling glass. 
A girl broke the silence, scream
ing shrilly. James perceived that 
her cheek was laid open from ear 
to mouth, with a great red river 
pouring down her chin, and that 
other were putting fingers to cut 
faces and heads, and staring 
strangely at the stains. Grade 
Nine was covered with plaster 
dust, and looked like a company 

of startled ghosts, and when 
James saw the thin red trickles 
running out of those white masks 
he knew he was dreaming, be
cause things like that did not 
really happen. The girl with the 
red mask screamed again, and 
there was a chorus of screams, 
and then with one impulse the 
class turned and fled, as if it were 
Friday afternoon fire practice. 
For a moment James was poised 
for similar flight, but in that mo
ment he remembered his Dad's 
deep steady voice saying, "Never 
run from anything, son, till you've 
had a good look at it. Most times 
it's not worth running from." 

Old Gander was standing be
side his desk like a statue, gazing 
at James in enormous surprise-, 
as though he had never seen 
James before. Then he said in his 
old asthmatic voice, "James! Is 
that you, James?" and without 
waiting for a reply he added, as 
though it were the most ordinary 
thing in the world, "Some of the 
little boys have been playing with 
dynamite in the basement." 
James nodded slowly. Old Gander 
knew everything. The kids in the 
lower grades said he had eyes in 
the back of his head. 

"You are a good boy, James," 
murmured Old Gander in a dazed 
voice. "I think we'd better see if 
there is any fire." 

"Yes, sir," James said. "I'll go 
through the upstairs classrooms, 
sir. 

Very good," murmured Old 



Gander, as if James were a su
perior officer. " I will search the 
lower floor and then the base
ment." 

James passed from room to 
room on the second floor. Each 
was like the one he had left, with 
heaps of plaster, doors splintered 
in the jambs. There was no trace 
of fire. 

James walked down the stairs, 
along the lower hall, and out 
through the main entrance into 
the snow. Gander stood there 
staring up at the mute ruins of 
his school. James gave him a 
glance, no more. Something else 
had caught his eye. To the north
east, over the roofs of silent 
houses a mighty mushroom was 
growing in the sky. The stalk of 
the mushroom was pure white, 
and it extended an enormous dis
tance upward from invisible roots 
in the harbor; and at the top it 
was unfolding, spreading out 
rapidly in greasy curls, brown 
and black, that caught the Decem
ber sun and gleamed wtih a 
strange effect of varnish. An evil 
mushroom that writhed slightly 
on its stalk, and spread its eddy-

(Continued next page) 



ing top until it overshadowed the 
whole North End, strange and terrible 
and beautiful. James could not take 
his eyes from it. 

There was a great silence every
where, a dead quiet in which nothing 
moved except Old Gander and James 
and the mysterious mushroom that 
grew in the sky. James saluted Old 
Gander awkwardly. " I - I guess I'd 
better go home now, sir." If Mr. 
Burtle heard him, he gave no sign. 
James left. His hand was bleeding, 
he noticed. 

Home was not far up the street. 
Just now it was silent, without doors 
or windows. Ragged wisps of curtain 
dangled in the gaping window-frames 
fluttering. James went up the front 
steps shouting, "Mum! Mum!" The 
house was cold and still. Like a tomb. 
James ran, frantic, through that omi
nous quiet. Margery's room was emp
ty, the bed littered with broken glass. 
Mum's room. His own room. Broken 
glass, crumbled plaster, shattered 
doors. Slivers of glass thrust like 
arrows through the panels of Marg
ery's door. In the wrecked kitchen he 
heard voices at last. Mum's voice out
side, in the garden. 

Mum's voice again, "James! Is that 
you, James?" James scrambled 
through the wreckage of the back 
door and ran into her arms, and they 
stood in the snow for several minutes, 
Mum and Margery and James, hold
ing each other in silence. 

There were sounds from next door. 
Old Mrs. Cameron appeared, embrac
ing her husband in a strange hysteri
cal way. Mr. Cameron was something 
in the railway. 

"Station roof came down!" he 
shouted across to them. "Al l that steel 
and glass! Crawled out somehow! 
Ran all the way!" 

"Mr. Cameron, what does it all 
mean?" Mr. Cameron took an arm 
from his wife's waist and wiped his 
face with a sleeve. "There was a ter
rible explosion in the harbor, down by 
the Richmond wharves. A French 
boat with two thousand tons of T.N.T. 
on board. She came up the harbor 
flying the red flag — the powder flag 
—and ran into another ship in the 
Narrows. She caught fire and blew 
up. It was like an earthquake. The 
whole North End of the city is smash
ed flat. Houses like bundles of tooth
picks. And the boat went to pieces 
about the size of a plum — that big 
ship! When I ran up North Street the 

sky was raining bits of iron. I don't 
think many got out of the station 
alive." 

Mum shivered. "No use standing 
here," James said. They went into the 
house and tramped silently through 
the shattered rooms. A motor-truck 
went past, soldiers leaning from the 
cab, shouting something urgent and 
incoherent. "What are they saying?" 
Mum said. 

James said, "Sounds like, 'Get out 
of your houses'." Mr. Cameron ap
peared on the sidewalk outside, shout
ing in to them through cupped hands. 
" . . . out! Magazines on fire! Big 
magazine at the Dockyard! On fire!" 

They went down the street steps to
gether, and beheld a strange and trag
ic procession approaching from the 
direction of the city. Men, women, 
and children in all sorts of attire, pour
ing along the sidewalks, choking the 
street itself. 

Margery said, awed, "It's like pic
tures of the Belgian refugees." James 
looked at Mum's firm mouth and held 
his own chin high. They joined the 
exodus without words or cries. The 
human stream flowed westward. Open 
spaces began to appear between the 
houses, with little signboards offering 
"Lots for Sale." Then the open fields. 
The nearest fields were black with 
people already, standing in the snow 
with rapt white faces turned to the 
northeast, as in some exotic worship. 

They halted in a group of those 
strange expectant faces. 

At the roadside was a pile of lum
ber. James went to the pile and pulled 
down some boards, made a small plat
form for Mum and Margery. T h e 
great retreat poured past the field to
wards the Dutch Village Road for 
half an hour. Then it thinned, disin
tegrated into scattered groups, and 
was gone. The street was empty. The 
field was a human mass. Northeast
ward rose fountains of smoke, black, 
white, and brown, merging in a great 
pall over the North End. People 
watched the biggest of the black foun
tains. "That's the Dockyard," they 
said. 

Two hours went by; long hours, 
cold hours. Still the people faced 
that black pillar of doom, braced for 
a mighty upheaval that did not come. 
Three hours, and no blast from the 
burning Dockyard. Only the smoke 
poured up info the December sky. 

James said, "Looks as if we might 
be here a long time. I ' l l go back to 

the house and get some blankets, and 
something to eat." Mum caught him 
to her swiftly. "No, James," she said, 
through her teeth. Surprisingly, old 
Mrs. Cameron said, "That's right, 
James. I ' l l go with you. Mrs. Gordon 
you stay here with Margery." James 
looked at Mum. "Anywhere outdoors 
we'll be just as safe as here. I won't 
be in the house very long." Mum 
stared at him queerly. 

"You sound like your father, 
James." They set off at a brisk pace, 
old Mrs. Cameron clutching his arm. 

Home at last. Smoke curled, a thin 
wisp, from the kitchen chimney. It 
was absurd, that faithful flicker in the 
stove. They paused outside for a mo
ment. Old Mrs. Cameron said, "We 
must rush in and snatch up what we 
want. Don't stay longer than it takes 
to count a hundred." James nodded 
dumbly. He clattered up the steps, 
then along the lower hall and upstairs. 
All the way he counted aloud. Num
bers had a sudden and enormous sig
nificance. He stripped a blanket from 
his own bed and passed into Mum's 
room. Mum's big eiderdown was 
there on the bed. A gust of chill air 
came through the empty windows, 
and the bedroom door slammed 
shockingly. The slam gave James a 
sudden feeling of suffocation and 
made his heart beat terribly. He went 
to the door quickly and twisted the 
handle. It came away in his hand. 
Outside, old Mrs. Cameron was call
ing, "James! James!" her voice very 
loud in the awful silence. Fear came 
to James in a rush. He fancied that 
sidelong earthquake again, and the 
big brown house tumbling into the 
street, a bundle of toothpicks, as Mr. 
Cameron had said. He went to the 
window, and debated throwing the 
blankets into the street, and jumping 
after them. It looked a terrible dis
tance down there. Mrs. Cameron 
caught sight of him staring down at 
her, and waved her arms awkwardly 
and shouted. Inspiration came to 
James at last. Dad's rifle kit. He 
snatched out a dresser drawer, 
brought forth a tiny screwdriver, 
prised back the catch with it. Free
dom! He came down the stairs in four 
leaps, dragging blanket and eider
down, and was out in the street, suck
ing in an enormous breath. Old Mrs. 
Cameron scolded. " I thought you 
were never coming, James. You 
should have counted." 

Continued on page 22 
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Blood is a handy thing to have in your 
body. You feel, somehow, that you 
wouldn't be the same without it — 
sort of run down. Not only does blood 
make your cheeks a healthy pink but 
it also rushes past pressure points 
and enables you to pass your first aid 
tests. Which is all very interesting but 
only the merest hint of the real story. 
Blood is a very complex fluid and as 
well as mineral salts and highly com
plicated body chemicals, it contains 
things called corpuscles, of two kinds 
mainly, red ones and white ones, the 
red outnumbering the white by about 
500 to 1. These corpuscles swim 
about happily in a fluid called plasma, 
and you can imagine them doing the 
crawl and calling out to their buddies 
on the bank, "Come on in, the plas
ma's fine". 

Your body contains six or seven 
pints of blood and if this was put into 
a container and the container shaken 
up the blood would splash about a bit. 

T H E D A I L Y GOOD D E E D 

Blood fulfils two main functions. 
First, it provides your muscles, brain 
and body tissues with fuel and, second 
it brings along its own oxygen to burn 
up the fuel. A "do-it-yourself" proj
ect. Now about the fuel. This, of 
course, is the food we eat and essen
tially it consists of carbohydrates, pro
teins and fats. These may take any 
form: a full course meal, an ice-cream 
sundae or a missionary if you happen 
to be a cannibal. 

To get into the blood stream food 
has to be made liquid and digested. 
This is done by the teeth, mouth, stom-

B Y S. Y O U N G 

ach and great lengths of tubes called 
intestines. 

The finished product is absorbed 
into the blood and it dashes away, 
eager for work, looking for such sign
posts as, "to the leg muscles", or 
"straight ahead for the brain". 

Now all fuels require oxygen to 
burn them and this is where the lungs 
come into the act. The red corpuscles, 
after they have given up their oxygen 
in the good cause, are a bit pooped 
and struggle back to the lungs feeling 
and looking blue. They are kindly 
helped to the lungs, by the heart 
muscles and when they check into the 
lungs they clap their little hands, 
feebly but with joy, because they find 
there the best and purest fresh air 
as breathed in by Boy Scouts. Chemi
cally this is what happens. The hae
moglobin in the red corpuscles com
bines with the oxygen in the air form
ing oxyhaemoglobin which is a bright 
red color. 

And so the re-charged boys dash 
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"Yes, it is our first time out. How did 
you know?" 

back into the plasma, on the job 
again. And during British Bulldog and 
exercise they have to get back on the 
job fast. 

T H E BIG WHITE TEAM 

These white corpuscles are pretty 
cute. They stop you being i l l . Suppose 
you have a cut. In come the germs, 
sneering evil smiles and looking like 
Dishonest John. A message goes to 
the blood stream, "White corpuscles 
alert, enemy on board. Stand by to 
repel boarders." And off the little 
guys dash and the battle commences. 
Sometimes the struggle is a tough one 
and you get all hot and bothered. A 
fever. But if the trouble is an infected 
cut, well looked after, the whites soon 
have everything under control. Inci
dentally, they eat their enemies. The 
"pus" is a mixture of dead germs and 
gorged white corpuscles. 

DRIP OR POWDER 

Just a word about blood transfu
sions. Blood is transfused in two ways. 
Direct in a liquid state from Joe to 
Tom, as it were, making sure that the 
right blood group is selected. Or blood 
can be stored or "banked". In this 
case the red corpuscles, which die 
after a week or so, are filtered out and 
the plasma is stored, sometimes even 
dried. The value of the plasma lies in 
the mineral salts and the proteins it 
contains. 

Well, there you are. A glimpse be
hind the scenes. Perhaps I have en
thused you enough to make you want 
to find out more for yourself. 

It's a thrilling story. ^? 
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Rancher Ed Burton is not only regarded as king of the cougar hunters, but 
he is a former rodeo rider, expert taxidermist, mountain trapper and wild
life photographer. He's giving 15-year-old Gary Primrose tips on roping. 

Gary Primrose, 15, stiffened. 
The dogs had started howl

ing. Somewhere up ahead, they'd 
caught up with the killer cougar. 

Gary was on his first cougar hunt 
in the wilderness of the Alberta 
hills. With him were Ed Burton, 
Canada's most famous cougar hunt
er, and Paul Guyot, CBC camera
man, who was f i lming the hunt for 
"This Land of Ours". 

Gary's family lives at the Round
up Ranch in Turner Valley, not far 
from the ranch where Ed Burton 
has settled in 'semi-retirement' af
ter a long and exciting life as a 
hunter and conservationist. The 
day finally arrived that Gary had 
been waiting for. Mr. Burton was 
going to teach him all the tricks of 
roping wild horses. With each new 
lesson Gary was confident he had 
the best teacher ever. Before Mr. 
Burton settled on the ranch he'd 
spent years as a cowboy and a 
rodeo hand. 

Gary headed home for supper 
one night, feeling pretty proud that 
he'd roped the wildest stallion in 
the corral. As he reached the bor
der of the Burton Ranch his eye 
caught sight of something in the 
clearing ahead. He rode closer and 
found it was a dead steer, half 
eaten. When you live on a ranch 
you get to recognize the danger 
signals and Gary was sure of one 
thing — the steer had been killed 
by a cougar and right now all the 
steers in the Valley were in dan
ger. And that's how the adventure 
started. " I f there's one man who 
can track down that cougar, it's Ed 
Burton," Gary thought. A quick 
check by the rancher proved that 
Gary was right. "From the look of 
these tracks I'd say that cougar 

isn't more than five miles from 
here. We'll start on his trail first 
thing in the morning." 

Gary knew that "we" meant the 
hunter and his three cougar hounds 
but still he couldn't pass up this 
chance. 

"Please Mr. Burton, do you think 
I could go on the hunt?" 

This could be a long, dangerous 

trek but it hadn't been that many 
years ago that Ed had longed for 
the excitement of his first cougar 
hunt . . . the answer was YES! 

One evening wasn't a very long 
time to warn Gary about the dan
gers ahead, how to use a gun, the 
importance of that one shot — the 
only chance you have with a killer 
cougar — and he listened intently 
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M C L A U G H L I N 

Ed and Gary pose with the dogs, beside a cougar they tracked and killed, 
rhey spent an entire day tracking down a big cattle-killer cougar. Gary 
rabs much-needed rest after an exciting day with Ed, hunting the big cat. 

but sti l l the hours seemed endless 
and the boy could hardly wait for 
morning to come. At daybreak they 
loaded the truck with guns, provi
sions and the three cougar hounds. 
Winter comes early in the Alberta 
foothills and at the edge of the 
woods they picked up the first 
tracks in the fresh snow. From 
there on the hunters had to make 

it on foot. Ed's number one hound 
Old Boo (and that's not a stage 
name) led the way, following the 
tracks through the hills. Gary knew 
he had to keep up because once 
Boo caught the scent of the cougar 
nothing would hold him back. As 
they moved up through the thick
ness of the woods, Ed kept a sharp 
eye to the trees above. A cougar 

could hide anywhere — this is his 
country. "Boy, I sure hope these 
dogs are as good as Mr. Burton 
says," thought Gary. 

He was about to f ind out just 
how good they really were. Old 
Boo's bark turned to a yelp and 
then a howl and then all three dogs 
were howling. Ed ran ahead with 
his gun ready and Gary followed 
close behind. By the t ime the boy 
reached the clearing he found the 
dogs circled around one great tree 
and Ed had his gun centred on the 
target — high in the tree the killer 
cougar was perched, waiting. In 
that moment Gary remembered his 
first warning! "One shot — that's 
all you'll get." That was all Ed 
Burton needed. With a great thud 
the cougar fell from the tree to the 
ground and lay quite st i l l . 

"What a shot!" This was some
thing Gary would never forget. But 
as he ran toward the cougar his 
face lost the traces of excitement 
— how could he have known that 
the killer cougar could be such a 
beautiful animal? 

" I t had to be done — once a 
cougar tastes beef he becomes a 
renegade — the steers wil l be safe 
now—Mr. Burton wouldn't kill any 
animal unless he had to—but stil l 
the cougar's face looks so shocked, 
so sad . . ." 

Gary didn't say much on the way 
back to the ranch. The cougar was 
tied on the front of the jeep and 
the dogs took a much-needed rest 
. . . it had been their f irst hunt of 
the winter. Back in Ed Burton's 
house everyone settled down to a 
home-cooked meal and it wasn't 
long before Gary was asleep on the 
couch, dreaming of his first real 
cougar hunt! 
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I saw her with my own eyes, half a ihile off 
the shores of Prince Edward Island. At least 
a hundred other witnesses swore they had 
seen her, too. She was a passenger ship with 
lights blazing behind every port-hole, md she 
was steaming at a speed of about ten k tiols up 
the Northumberland Strait. 

Yet one minute before, there had been 
no such passenger ship in sight! That steamer 
was near enough and clear enough, yet none 
of us had seen it. 

Then I suddenly became aware, with a 
queer tightening of my throat, that no sound 
came from across the waters. And another 
thing made my scalp tingle — there was not 
the slightest trace of movement I visible 
aboard the mysterious vessel! 

As I gazed, the vessel sank. Not a ripple 



Are they reality? 
I Or a dream? 

Wraith-I ke forms 

slipping in and uut 

of the spirit world 

are real, says 

Paul Brock! 

MiarktMKthe place where she had disappeared 
and absolute silence blanketed the whole 
weird spectacle.' 

l l wasn't the only phantmii ship lliaL had 
been ween in ihose waters. Only three years 
earlier..* a three-masted schooner was seen 
o i l llui; coast [of New Brunswick, burning 
fiercely? from stem to stern. Then she 
vanished! j 

I he same flame-wrapped schooner has 
been seen several limes-'since! The flames 
are always at exactly the same stage; 

Another ghost ship, which I actually 
hoarded, was the Great Lakes steamer Utopia. 
Tlie crew had been complaining for a year 
llial gliosis walked her decks.! I heard for 
my sell ihe waitings and moaning* w hich 
echoed throughout ihe entire hull of her! 

It sounded as though the tormented souls 
ol lost passengers and crew were groaning 
and shrieking over iheir faie. 

I'iVeuiiially ; those pitiful sounds became 
so ininn-vinji thai l l ie steamer was withdrawn 
from service, and sold to the breakers lonur 
helore her lime. Mvslcrv ships are never 
popular! 

; A fler thirty-five years of Travel along the 
known and unknown lanes of ihe seven seas. 
I'm hound to admit I hut many so-calh'd 
"'hauntings'* of ships are instances of that 
strange, centuries-old sea superstition which 
still l ingers among mariners even today. Bui 
certainly not all haunting* can be dismissed 
lhal eusilv. 

j I recall the mystery of the U.S.-owned 
schooner Star. With a crew of 13 she sailed 
on her homeward voyage, carrying a general 
cargo of oil, timber, skins and furs. Off 
lonely Midway Island, in a black squall, she 
struck a submerged shoal. j 

| The crew put up a terrific fight to save 
their vessel, but were forced to abandon her. 
Ijhey were picked jup by the Ecclefechan of 
Glasgow, and safely lauded at Puget Sound, 
Washington. | 

But that wasn't the end of the Star! 
Six months later the steamer, Doon 

passed the "dead" schooner, at a 'cable's 
leniilh. She was afloat, full-rigged.j and ap
parently there was nothing wrong with her. 
The captain of the Dnon reported his dis
covery on his arrival at San Francisco. Three 
months later, and' four hundred miles west 
of (lie Golden Gale.- more than 1.000 miles 
from the shoal on which she had foundered, 
the Star was sighted by an oil tanker. She 
was sailing happily enough in the wind! 

i That autumn she drifted [past Fanning 
Island, and was sighted by both a signal 
station and a cable ship. She was then more 
than three thousand miles from her former 
position! 1 j 
- i Four months later she reached Hull 
Inland in the Phoenix Group. And four years ! 
lal.fi', ihe Star returned to the original shoal, 
ami there she piled up. | J , 

Milliners who know these parts have told 
me they are (Continued \o/t page 28) 



S E T T L E M E N T OF 
B R I T I S H C O L U M B I A 

T H E STORY O F 

CANADA 
by James Simpkins 

In 1778 Captain James Cook 
begins exploration of the 
west coast in the area we 
now call British Columbia. 

A British trading post is founded at Nootka 
on Vancouver Island. By 1794, Captain 
George Vancouver has surveyed the entire 
west coast for the British government, a 
job which takes two years to complete. 

In 1793 the interior is entered 
by Alexander Mackenzie, who 
crosses the Rockies and reaches 
the Pacific. Fur-traders follow. 

The interior is opened up! 
In 1821, the North West 
Company amalgamates with 
the Hudson's Bay Company, 
ruling that vast territory 
reaching down into Oregon! 

By 1840 the Oregon border dispute 
Warms up. Westward migration has 
once again sparked conflict with 
the fur trade! New settlers are 
determined to secure the area for 
the United States. Tension mounts! 

The following year American claims 
extend to demanding the whole west 
coast right up to Alaska! Cries of 
"fifty-four-forty or fight!" are 
heard as a prelude to violence! 

In 1846 agreement is reached 
on the forty-ninth parallel 
as the international border. 
Vancouver Island is saved! 

It might as well be in Europe! 
The government finds it costly 
to settle Vancouver Island until 

In 1849 Vancouver Island is proclaimed a British colony. The 
British government makes this move in an effort to forestall 
any tendency among American settlers to push north of the 
boundary. The colony is 2,000 miles from the Canadas! 

. . . 1858, when gold is discovered in the Fraser River and the Cariboo 
District! The problem of settling Vancouver Island disappears at once 
as wild-eyed prospectors flood into the area, hungry for riches! News 
of the gold rush spreads like wildfire throughout all North America! 
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Victoria is overcrowded as 25,000 gold-
seeking prospectors move north from the 
California gold mines. They spread over 
to the mainland and up the Fraser River, 
lured by new reports of gold discoveries! 
There is a real epidemic of gold fever! 

n 

Thousands of gold hunters are 
panning dust out of tumbling 
mountain torrents, dreaming of 
the great wealth they hope to 
be soon taking away with them! 

Fantastic fortunes are made and lost in the Cariboo! 
Dozens of towns spring up in the district, many of 
them short-lived as the prospectors move 
Gold fever is running at a high pitch! 

For a time, life is free, fast and booming! Fortunes change hands 
overnight amid gambling and carousing! There are no restrictions 
on free-swinging gold miners because there is no law enforcement 
body in the interior to keep them in line. So the rowdiness goes on 
unchecked for a time, nobody giving thought to when it might end! 

In 1858, a new mainland colony, British Columbia, is created. 
Governor Sir James Douglas sees to it that law and order move 
inland with the gold miners. The fast life slows down a bit! 

M T I S W 

WOR.TH WEST-ttW 
TERRITORY 

In 1866, Vancouver Island is united with 
the mainland colony and becomes a part of 
British Columbia. Our west coast province 
is now established and awaits only the 
building of a trans-continental railway 
to link it with the too-distant Canadas! 

The country stands on the threshold of Confederation. 
Conferences have been going on in Charlottetown 
and Quebec City since 1864, mapping out the Dominion. 

British Columbia continues to 
thrive, a veritable treasury 
of natural resources! The 
establishment of B.C. has 
opened the door for a great, 
undivided nation stretching 
from Atlantic to Pacific! 

Next Issue: Confederation 
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SCOUTCRAFT 
Travel 

This is the year to get to know Canada better! Here 
are some ideas to help you with your travel plans! 

6on $ 

You can "s@" more Canada in a variety of \vay^?^^u^fe§ted tpirjs. Lastly, you^rl^alw&js know your / 
if you find it pnpossibltPto^actually travel tocofher own comnMhity_ better,""whether^^r^5^n-;4.big- c i t y ^ ^ f 

arr|nge{rf" parts'of our vd's^ountry.* Buttdiri-g up &£00&>-J': or.;- a' small Tillage!! Organi^^J* 
spondence with penpal?? through' Canadian - i ^ ^ ^ . ' f ^ r o u g h yodr̂  scH5ol>xchurch j^r ' Sc&t^"'grpug1, 

rough other penpal services, c ^ . . i h ^ | ^ ^ [ ^ ^ # ^ ^ h o w you more about you/* local ihdu^trie|,. his '̂ 
ore arJo ît people in other ' r ^ ^ n s ' ^ ^ i ^ i f ^ d ^ . < torJSal .sitesand museum^! \ . / g 

Jr^vel f/Jld^.can f y ° ^ f i | ^ ^ ® . W h l to look fof \ in for ir fat i0T^ Libraries, both 
avaUable thjoug1i>the t r a ^ f ^ ^ H ^ u r c a u x of-• s c h o o | and ^u^ffc . can< be. a -big hel^vbjecause a 
a , l ^ p r o v i n c e s . . . J u s t J ^ ^ ^ ^ S ^ ^ ^ ^ S ^ ^ m ^ P>1 a ^ f ^ ^ r i g h t orf» the'.jriformation 
or tourist ^formation off tee. m the c j & a l 'cd^t/r y < ^ want* * the>e. a r ^ r & u z a t i o a s ' ^ i k ^ ,the. Na-

rom.:th[& tional Pack Service, the lonal Film Bo^rd and y C t t ^ r o ^ B q i ^ ^ p u can fitaxl a seraph 
material, (plus pictures, and.sfew* a r ^ l e s W ^ n ^ B

 t y i^ tpes<r&jd Amateur Spotty TJirectoratef-which 
. newspaper and/rnaga'z^nes. Also^ there {r<£g&^^ witti in-
' . films available-about Ca^fe^threugh your ^ o u t ' ^ ^ p ^ f o m a tef&,Tike- b o o k J ^ ^ ^ i U ^ p s f 

group or trkpugrrservice clubs, churches and schools. ' ^ ; a M o s t In^aSect^f Canadian t r a v e l ? " ^ ' 
• If you. are p^j^UvhlyjMn. cohside'r,) family; rv,/-^ ; " ", ' \ l j \ ^"""'""S , V , 

camping! There' are excellent campsites . i l l across ^ ^ P f ^ W " ; ^ E * P l o r e y o u r ^ a l area, 
Canada. YJ ear^ad mLAa^o^camptng in ^r ^SS^'T^ S ^ * ^ see more of Canada 

. June issue of CB. loo! 
; across the^couW make W^^f^Vouug people 7 % b e a TO C J f ?' a n d 1 1 *Ty * 
Wfind suitable accommodation on^ong trips, so this ' o t 0 ^ " t ? ^ ^ * d ! d " l , e v e n k n o w e x i s t e d ! 

• is another aspect worth looking into. You cai^lsp d

 F ^ # | ^ 
ask your Scout leaders about 'exchange visits and Canadiari.,'{jovemrrferTt ̂ Travel Bureau. 

""camps in other' provinces. There's a great deal df «Street, Otfayya^^/tional Film Board y>f Canada, 
/this going on rig% now, as regional .Ce%nn;al ..proj-, Informatioi|^er|&i^', /Ottawa;, Department of ^ ^ l t h , - - ; 5 0 

ecrs. Ancf. don't forget Expo! ttierVs-fa^re^ Well are, yBrooke Claxfon/ Bldg.. Ottawa-^.J^S^^^ 
•-• to learn a ..good- deal more abour;Canada', and to tional Park Service. 400 La^rier A v e n u e „ , W e s \ ; ^ t ^ ^ | 

meet Canadjan4;ir;qnrothcr places. And never̂ over- Jtawa; C a h i ^ f Y f c u t h HostSs Association.-I78^arik-,^ 
...look the possibility of visiting rela"t}4^Tytpu feven't Street , .X>^^ Ejcpo'^^Cite.., 

du Havref J^Onlfeal seen tor while' you're on any .of^fheSe' 

st-a 
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I * } * ! GENTENEWS 
NORTHERN REGION 

Boys of the 4th Prince Rupert 
Troop are raising money to donate 
Scouting books to their local public 
library. The library board chairman 
has expressed keen interest in the idea 
and it is hoped the library board will 
match the Scout contributions to pro
vide a good selection of Scouting 
books for public use. 

CENTENNIAL ROVER MOOT 
The Rover Round Table of Ottawa 

is sponsoring a Rover Moot to cele
brate both Centennial and Scouting's 
Jubilee. All Rovers in Canada are in
vited to the camp, Dominion Day 
weekend, July 1 to 3, in the Ottawa 
Greenbelt near Bells Corners. Fabu
lous program shaping up there! 

A National Council Centennial good 
turn was initiated in Ottawa when 
several thousand copies of "Way to 
the Stars" and thousands of Wolf Cub 
proficiency badges were readied for 
shipment to Africa. The books and 
badges, weighing more than half a ton, 
are being shipped to Bennett Shotade, 
Boy Scouts World Bureau regional 
executive in Africa. Mr. Shotade will 
distribute them to African Scout asso
ciations. Shipping charges, which will 
run to several hundred dollars, are be
ing paid by the Canadian Scout Broth
erhood Fund, which receives donations 
from Scout groups in every part of 
Canada. 

NOVA SCOTIA JAMBOREE 
Scouts, Venturers and Leaders will 

be getting together at Brown's Lake, 
Nova Scotia, for this provincial jam
boree, July 15 to 22. The campsite 
is brand new, carved right out of the 
the Canadian bush! Minimum age for 
this rugged camp is 12 years. 

BRULE DISTRICT 
They're planning a monstrous Cen

tennial celebration in Fticnne Brule 
Park on May 20, 21 and 22. Every
body connected with Scouting in the 
district is invited to participate. High
lights include a barbecue and mocas
sin hop a go-go! 

TRENTON ROVERS 
Rover Scouts of the 1st Trenton 

Airforce Husky Rover Crew plan to 
hold a Centennial Camporee for 
Scouts of the Belleville, Prcsqu'ile, 
Trenton and Airforce Trenton dis
tricts. About 300 Scouts are expected 
to attend from May 19 to 22, in 
Presqu'ile Park near Brighton. Ont. 

RADISSON CREW 
As a Centennial project, the Rov

ers of Radisson Crew (4th Welland) 
want to make a collection of 1967 l i 
cence plates from all the provinces 
and territories, for their den. If you 
want to send your '67 plates along— 
after you're through with them! — get 
in touch with Gerard Delisle, sec
retary of the Radisson Rover Crew, at 
33 LaSalle Street, Welland, Ont. 
They'll send you a reminder in Janu
ary '68. 

CORNWALL DISTRICT 
The district has acquired a new 

campsite containing 68 acres on the 
mainland and more than 100 acres on 
an island in the St. Lawrence. Corn
wall Venturers will build a large gate
way for the new campsite, to be easily 
seen from Highway 2. St. Paul's 
Troop is building a monument to 
Scouting on the campsite, which is ex
pected to be in use by late spring. 
Sacred Heart Troop has made the 
planting of trees its Centennial proj
ect. 

WINNIPEG REGION 
They want you to remember there's 

room for you at the Centennial Scout 
Village and the Pan American 
Games, at Birds Hill Provincial Park, 
Winnipeg, July 23 to August 6. Plan 
now with your Scoutmaster! 

VANCOUVER-COAST REGION 
They're going to spread it around, 

with a "Scouting in Action" show, 
getting in on the Exchange, attend
ing a Provincial Jamboree, going to 
Idaho for the World Jamboree, sailing 
in the National Centennial Regatta at 
Montreal, and having all Camporees 
during '67 run on a Centennial theme. 

JOIN THE FUN 
IN YOUR OWN ALCORT 

/ a r t f i s h or 

/ u n f i s h 

SAILFISH SPORTSCRAFT, LTD. 
Dept. CBY-57, 59 Industrial Rd., Richmond Hill , Ont. | 

Please send color fo lders on your boats 

Address 

l_City Prov. _] 
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A W A R D F O R V A L O U R 
BRYAN ASHBY, 14, WAS HELPING H/SM07HER 
CLEAN DRAPES ON AlLGl/ST // /965 US/NG 
GASOL/NE MME BATHTHB OF THE/P 
EDMONTON//OMB. ...T//£FUMES' 
WOWED mfiX WAY DOWN TV THE 
Ft/PNACE, WHERE THEY EXPLODED 
AND SFA/T A BAC/fF/ASH /A/70 
THE BATHPOOM,F/LL///G LTW/TH 

FLAMES.. MPS ASHBK PAH/CHED 
AND TP/ED 7V C/./MB OUT FHF 
W/NDOW... 

BRYAN LED MS MOTHER TO 
SAFETY, THE// PAH TO A 
NE/GHSOI/R'S HOl/SE TO CALL THE 
F/PE DEPAPTMFHT. HE 
RE77/PHED, GRABBED THE GARDEN 
HOSE AHP TP/ED TO COA/TPOL 
THE F/PE W/TH WATZP UH771 
F/PEMEN APP/YED... BPYAN A A/0 
H/S MOTHER WERE BOTH BADLY 
BURNED.. MPS ASHBY PLED LATER 
FROM HER SEYEPE /HUUR/ES. 

& 

FOR HIS QUICK TH/NM/NG AND 
EXTPEME GALLANTRY IN 

RESCH/NG HIS MOTHEP, AND FOR 
HAVMG ME PRESENCE OF MIND 
TO THY AND CONTROL THE FLAMES, 
PATROL SECOND BRYAN ASHBY 
OF THE 98 — 
EDMONTON 
TROOP WAS 

AWARDED THE 
BRONZE CROSS 
BY GOVERNOR-
GENERAL 
VAN/EP. 

Winter's Tale 
Continued from page 12 

" I couldn't get out," James said. 
The breeze felt very cold on his 
brow. He put up a hand and wiped 
big drops of perspiration. 

Mum and Margery were still stand
ing on the little wooden raft in the 
snow. Mum clutched James against 
her, and held him there a long time. 
It was two o'clock in the afternoon. 

• • • 
At half-past three an olive-green 

truck appeared from the city, stopped 
in the road by the field. A soldier 
said, "It's all right now. You'd better 
go back to your homes. The maga
zine's all right. Some of the sailors 
went in and turned the cocks and 
flooded it." The truck roared away 
towards the city again. People stood 
looking at each other, with many side-
glances at the smoke. A man cried, 
"Better to burn than freeze," and 
shouldering his bundle, walked off in 
the direction of the city, whistling 
"Tipperary." Then people began to 
move out of the field into the road in 
groups, walking slowly, cautiously, to
wards the city. Mum, James and 
Margery got home at half-past four in 

the afternoon. The sky had turned 
grey, like steel. 

Mum said, "We'll have to spend the 
night in the kitchen." James looked at 
the kitchen stove-pipe. It was all 
right. He put coal on the faithful fire, 
and got the coal shovel out of the cel
lar and began to scoop plaster and 
broken glass from the kitchen floor, 
throwing it out into the snow. He 
counted the shovelfuls. There were 
seventy-five. They looked at the 
yawning window frames. "That old 
storm-window," James said suddenly 
"It's still in the cellar." They carried 
it up to the kitchen, and Mum and 
Margery steadied it while James 
mounted a table and drove nails to 
hold it in place. "We must have some
thing to cover the other window," 
Mum said. They gathered up the liv
ing-room carpet, folded it double and 
nailed it over the north windowframe 
on the inside, and James stuffed the 
gaps between nails with dish-cloths 
and towels. "The snow will drift into 
the house everywhere," Mum said. 
"But we can't help that." James nod
ded soberly. "The water-pipes are go
ing to freeze and burst. We must let 
the taps run and hope for the best. 
We can get help in the morning, I 

hope. Tonight it's everyone for him
self." 

Margery said, "Couldn't we go 
somewhere for the night?" Mum 
shook her head. "Everybody's in the 
same mess," James said. "Lots of the 
houses looked worse than ours." 

"We must keep the stove going, 
James. Thirteen hours before we see 
daylight again," Mum whispered, as 
if to herself. 

There was a knocking. James op
ened the hall door carefully, and saw 
the dim figure of a soldier framed in 
the front doorway. "Does James Gor
don live here?" Mum stepped into the 
hall, shielding the candle with her 
hand. "Colonel James Gordon lives 
here. But he's — away, just now." 
The dim figure lifted a hand in a per
functory salute. " I mean young James 
Gordon that goes to the big brick 
school down the street." James step
ped forward, but Mum caught his 
shoulder firmly. "What do you want 
with James?" The soldier was a young 
man with a uniform far too big for 
him, and a long solemn face, rather 
sheep-like in the candle-light. "We— 
the sergeant, I mean — has been sent 
up to this here school for a — well, 

Continued on page 33 
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Off The Record 
B Y S A N D Y G A R D I N E R 

The Monkee-Beatle controversy rages 
on! 

On the one hand is the group spiral
led to the top through a television 
show. On the other, the undisputed 
champions of pop music, who put 
English hairdressing styles back in the 
18th century. The big question in 
teenage minds these days seems to be 
who is better. Let's analyze the acts: 

First, The Beatles, who emerged to 
international glory in 1964, and today 
are still considered the trend-setters in 
the rock 'n' roll field. 

Their humble beginnings were in 
Liverpool and they created some local 
noise but no riots. Then they were 
offered a chance to play in Germany 
backing a singer called Tony Sheri
dan. They grabbed the opportunity, 
packed up and started making the 
club rounds in Hamburg. After a suc
cessful but financially uninspiring tour 
they returned to their hometown. 
While in Germany they had made a 
record. 

Back at the Cavern they played the 
song and received a few requests for 
it. The teenagers liked it and went 
along to one of the local record shops 
trying to pick up a copy. There were 
more than a few enquiries and it set 
the store manager thinking. If they 
can cut a disc in Germany, why 
couldn't they do the same in Britain? 

So Brian Epstein went to see the 
group and offered to manage them. 
The first step was to get them a re
cording contract. He went to Decca, 
one of Britain's major companies, and 
was turned down. 

Then he tried many others—with 
no luck. At one point John Lennon 
was ready to accept anything—even 
one of the low cost record companies 
whose product you'll find in a dime 
store! 

But, just when it seemed all was lost, 
Brian got lucky. He ran into George 
Martin, one of Britain's best record 
producers, and brought him to Liver

pool to hear the group. He liked 
what he saw and heard—and gave 
them the contract! 

From then on, Beatlemania broke 
loose—first Britain was captured, then 
Europe followed by the U . S., and 
finally, with the exception of the com
munist countries, the world! 

The Monkees' rapid rise to fame 
came about because of an ad in a trade 
paper. It requested young men to 
audition for a TV series. 

Of more than 200 applicants, in 
came Peter Tork, Micky Dolenz, 
Mike Nesmith, and Davy Jones. 

Dolenz was no newcomer to show 
business. He started out in television 
at the age of 10, as the child star of 
"Circus Boy". Davy Jones had played 
the leading role in the stage play, 
"Oliver". Mike Nesmith was already 
a songwriting musician, and Peter 
Tork, a talented guitarist. 

Together they were selected, pack
aged, rehearsed and finally unleashed 
on the world as The Monkees! 

On record they do not play their 
own instruments but use session men, 
since Micky and Davy are still learn
ing. However they do sing, and their 
stage appearances are just the opposite 
to those of The Beatles. 

While the British quartet will just 
stand there and perform their many 
hits, The Monkees sing, dance, joke 
and generally act it up just as they do 
in the TV series. 

When it comes to making a disc, 
The Monkees aren't in the same lea
gue as The Beatles. In the first place 
their voices are not outstanding and 
have little range. On the other hand, 
The Beatles' harmony is one of the 
tightest ever to be found on wax. 

The Beatles are highly original. 
The Monkees aren't, since their in
ception was intended to cash in on 
the fame of the English foursome. 
They are copies of The Beatles in 
every respect but one—stage appear
ances. What they do on their tele
vision show is almost just a take-off 
from the early Beatle movies. 

I don't dislike The Monkees. They 
are talented and they are providing 
good entertainment on both screen 
and record for teenagers. 

But let's have no more of these 
Beatle-Monkee comparisons! It's a 
lot of nonsense, and an attempt by the 
people involved to make some money 
for themselves out of the controversy! 

You just can't compare the two 
groups. ^ 

B Y C L Y D E G I L M O U R 

GOAL! is an exciting feature-length 
roundup of the highlights of last July's 
World Cup soccer games, held in 
England and finally won by the host 
country. Soccer, of course, is called 
merely "football" in Britain, and the 
World Cup is its world series. The 
producers of this stirring documentary 
used 117 cameras (in color) to put 
together enough footage to run two 
solid days, all of which has been 
trimmed to 106 minutes with hardly a 
dull moment among them. You don't 
need to be a soccer fan (I'm not my
self) to enjoy the picture thoroughly. 

THE DEVIL'S OWN: Although 
corny in spots, this is an entertaining 
melodrama about a timid but plucky 
school teacher (Joan Fontaine) who is 
trying to regain her "cool" after a 
shattering experience with voodoo in 
Africa. She becomes headmistress of 
a private school in a secluded English 
village, and for a while everything 
looks cosy; but there is soon good rea
son to suspect that her Cornish neigh
bors are dabbling in witchcraft. The 
story gradually rises to a climax—a 
Satanic "orgy" in a cave—which is 
either scary or funny, depending on 
the personal temperament of each 
viewer. 

THE SPY WITH A COLD NOSE: A 
genial comedy for customers of all 
ages. The secret agent referred to in 
the title is not a human but an English 
bulldog named Disraeli. He is sent to 
Moscow as a personal gift from the 
British prime minister to the head-of-
state of the Soviet Union . . . and the 
Russians, naturally, don't suspect that 
the beast is carrying, just under its 
skin, a miniature mike-and-transmit-
ter which unlocks all the secrets of the 
Kremlin. Lionel Jeffries, a bald and 
angry operative back home in Lon
don, is hilarious as the blundering 
genius who dreams up Operation 
Bandylegs. Unlike most comedies, this 
one gets funnier as it goes along. ^ 
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THIS IS WHAT ILL DO . . . , HOLY SPRViG 

1 THAW'l'LL. 

T5ELUS 
CUT 6 * J 5UT5 INTO A apr5tx7 ' PINE BOARD UP TO 8* FROtA END 

THEN.-
•VX2X3K PiME 

|9g HOLES 
•>2X2'X2' PINE 

PUT TOGETHER 
rr WILL LOOK 
LIKE THIS. 

NANCY LOOK! ATRHLLlS DlSfUkY 
I COULD USE 3 OF THEM R * MV 

MR IRDNMUNGER 
I'LL MAKE TRELUS 
KITS | F YDUWIU. 
SELL THEM. 

K E E P UP THE GOOD V\KRfc BOYS 
I'LL T I E THEM U P AND M A * F 
DET.IWERIE-S. 

H/CVE - MADE ASCKQ PROFIT 
FELLAS' / LETS' £ 0 AN I? 

S U R E M R . I R 0 N M U N 6 E R 
I COULD M A K E 
•+ D O Z F N M O R P 
I 'LL G O INTO 
PRODUCTION 

IS IT A DOUBLE 
BARREL SHOTGUN, 

PAD: 
TWO 
soy BEAUTY 

BETTER YET! IT S 
BOTH A RIFLE AND A 

SHOTGUN. C'MON. 
I'LL SHOW you. 

RECORD. PRETEND 
RABBIT 

RIFLE 

BULL'S E Y E ' 

,PUSH THE SELECTOR DOWN. HERE COMES CROW 

IT S A SAVAGE 24- LETS YOU 
LEARN TO BE A CRACKSHOT WHERE D 

YOU FIND A 
GUN LIKE 
THIS? IT'S 

GREAT 

WITH BOTH A 
RIFLE AND 

SHOTGUN! 

* 

Q A l f i l / ^ i r O A C o m D i n e s 2-guns-in-l—22 rifle on top, 410 shotgun below. 
O M V M U EL mmT Instant choice of either one by merely flicking the selector on the hammer. 
It's the world's most useful gun ...for fur, feathers or plinking fun. Only $63.45 

S T E V E N S 8 7 
The 22 automatic that pours out up to 22 

shots as fast as you can pull the trigger. Takes all 3 cartridge 
lengths without adjusting anything. Now features a new safety 

on the top of the receiver—right under your eye and thumb for ^ . C O A{\ 
convenience and safety, fast and quiet for quick shooting. Only 3 > D O > * T U 

See these Savage guns soon. Sold only by sporting arms dealers. F R E E 40-page, colorful catalog of Savage firearms 
and accessories. Write SAVAGE ARMS, WESTFIELD 146, MASS. 01085. Suggested prices subject to change. 

Savage 
SAVAGE. STEVENS ind the Indie ol Savege Arms Division, En Reg. U.S. Pat. OK. Marc 
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B Y R O G E R A P P L E T O N 

A few readers have been writing in, 
asking for some details on the new 
model cars. 

Frankly, I don't think there's too 
much point in covering all the tech
nical d e t a i l s of new automobiles. 
Some people will understand it just 
fine, but a lot of others won't. There 
is nothing much duller than reading a 
bunch of technical stuff if it all hap
pens to be away over your head. 

Still . . . five or six letters have 
come in asking for details. I could be 
wrong. So, in this column, there is 
going to be an experiment. I'm going 
to write about one car, Chevrolet's 
new special sports model, the 295 
horsepower Camaro. Then I'm going 
to let you decide! 

If you want more stories on indi
vidual cars, write and tell me. If you 
don't want them, write and tell me 
that, too! Whatever you say will de
cide it in the future. 

Okay, here's the lowdown on the 
Camaro Super Sport. Most of you 
will have seen the car on the street by 
now, so there's no need to describe 
how it looks. 

The optional 295 horsepower en
gine" is a V8, with a bore of four 
inches and a 3.48-inch stroke, for 350 
total cubic inches. Compression ra
tio is 10.5 to one. The 295 horse
power output is reached at 4,200 
r.p.m., with maximum torque of 380 
lb.-ft. coming 1,000 r.p.m. earlier. 

The standard "stick shift" transmis
sion is four speed, all synchro. The 
differential is semi-floating, with over
hung pinion gear and a stock ratio of 
3.55 to one. 

Front suspension is unequal length 

A-arm and coil spring. Rear suspen
sion is single leaf. Brakes are Delco-
Moraine—discs in front and drums in 
rear. 

The Camaro's wheelbase is 108.1 
inches. The car stands 51 inches high, 
72.5 inches wide and 184.6 inches 
long. The weight, without driver or 
passengers, is a snappy 3,380 lbs. 

If the low weight, plus high horse
power, sounds like the C a m a r o 
Super Sports should move . . . it 
does! In one recent test an SS turned 
a crisp 95.65 m.p.h. in 14.85 seconds, 
in a quarter-mile. 

Translated into street performance, 
that means you're not likely to find 
the new Camaro SS holding up much 
traffic! 

1m 
B Y M O R O C C O B O U N D 

A brand new pack of paperbacks pub
lished by G. R. Welch Co. Ltd. of 
Toronto, under the general title of 
The Camp and Trail Pocket Library. 
is just what a lot of us have been 
waiting for! These five little books, 
priced quite handily at $1.10 each, are 
jammed with information on things to 
do in the great out-of-doors! To break 
it down a little more for you: Ronald 
H. Perry's Canoeing for Beginners 
tells you how to use a canoe safely, 
skilfully and happily, and gives you the 
best methods for paddling, boarding, 
repair and maintenance. Harry D. 
Edgren and Gunnar A. Peterson have 
added The Fun in Winter Camping to 
the library. LaRue A. Thurston's Good 
Times Around the Campfire is filled 
with notions you can use. The Hand
book of Trail and Wilderness Camp
ing, by John A. Ledlie, is a worthwhile 
guide to have around anytime. And 
Oscar E. Norbeck's Indian Crafts for 
Campers nicely rounds out this neat 
little library with clear instructions for 
making authentic Indian artifacts. 

I f you want some chuckles and a 
lot of surprises, read Kerry Wood's 
A Corner of Canada. It's a fabulous 
little book, a veritable treasury of col
orful Canadian anecdotes and some
times startling vignettes of life in the 
West. It's Mr. Wood's personal Cen
tennial project, published privately. 
The book tells of the early struggles 

of a young writer — particularly in
teresting for those of you whose am
bitions might lie in that direction. It 
contains all kinds of odd characters, 
including Indians, gold miners, trap
pers and Boy Scouts. This is history, 
humor and adventure, all rolled up in 
a neat package. Most Western Cana
dian stores stock this book, but if you 
live east of Winnipeg you can get 
postpaid, autographed copies from 
the author, at $3.00 per copy. Just 
write to Kerry Wood, Box 122, Red 
Deer, Alberta. 

Stories about North American In
dians always seem to offer plenty of 
action and adventure. So it is with 
The White Peril by Cliff Faulknor 
(Little, Brown, $3.95). We're not giv
ing the plot away by telling you that 
the White Peril is a white buffalo, 
but to say much more than that 
would spoil it for you. So if you want 
excitement in your reading, there you 
are! 

The Curse of the Viking Grave by 
Farley Mowat (McClelland and Stew
art, $4.50) is a bit spooky in spots. 
The story takes place in the Canadian 
northland, where a Cree Indian boy, 
an Eskimo boy and a white boy stum
ble onto a cache of Viking relics in 
an 'ancient tomb. Because of what 
they find, their travels take them 
north by dogsled and canoe to Hud
son Bay. This is a story of courage 
and skill among boys whose customs 
and beliefs divide them from time to 
time. 

/ , Nuligak, translated by Maurice 
Metayer (Martin, $5.00), is one of the 
most remarkable books to come out 
of the north. It is the autobiography 
of Nuligak, a member of the Kitigari-
ukmeut tribe of Canadian Eskimos. 
The story of his life, told in transla
tion faithful to his original Eskimo 
manuscript, is one of fascinating con
trasts. Incredible physical hardship in 
the harsh Arctic and the struggle to 
survive mix with gaiety and laughter 
in the human warmth of the Eskimo 
community. And there are quiet in
terludes of contentment and a kind of 
peace unknown to us. 

Molly by Charles Perkins (Long
mans, $3.50) is the story of a St. Ber
nard dog, told with gentle humor and 
without sentimentality. The Mounties 
are involved in this story, too, and 
they're always good for a dash of 
color! If you've ever owned a dog, 
or wanted to own one, this book is 
for you. 
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EAGLt 
/ s NOT BALD.... /T /LASA WHITE FEATHERED 
HEAD.... W/LD L/FFFXPFATS AFF BFCOM/NG 
WORR/FD AT TFF/R POSSIBLE EYT/A/CTION 
LA/ TA/E /VOT TOO P/STANT FUTURE... L/RF 
MA/Vr CRFATURFS T//FY FACF TOO MUCH 
COMPFT/r/O/V FROM MAN ANP F/S PVAYS 

*/£RNON 

CELLARED IEMM/NG 
S S — IS TFF ONL Y MEMBER OP 01//? NATIVE FAT A AID 

MOUSE FAMIL Y VYF/CR ORANGES TFF COLOR OF/TS 
FUR FROM SUMMER BROWN TO ARCT/CIA/F/TF /N W/HTER. 
SOME YEARS TFEY BECOME VERY ABUNDANT ON TNE 
BARREN GROUNDS OF NORTHERN CANADA...THEN MIGRATIONS 
OE TNOOSANDS AA?£ OBSERVED. 

INDIANS USED A FORM OF MONEY SFFLLS 
CALLED WAMPUM... THE MAKING OP 77//S MONEY 

REQUIRED MUCH LABOR AND SRILL... AFTER A TIME 
WAMPUM TOON THE PLACE OF ORD/NAPY MONEY FOR 
IFF WRITE SETTLERS AND WAS ACTUALLY MADE LEGAL) 
ITS VALUE WAS 3 BEADS TO A PENNY... BLACR BEADS WERE COUNTED AT DOUBLE THE PRICE OF 
WHITE ONES. ... SETTLERS THEN BEGAN TO MANUFACTURE WAMPUM W/TN TT/E/P STEEL TOOLS 
AND THE IYALUE DECREASED RAP/DLY. 

iVpRWHALS ARE ARCT/C ARLMALS GROWING UP TO /6 FFFT /N LENGTF NOT//YCLUD/NG 
WE UNUSUAL TUSR... L/RF TFE/P COUSINS THE WHITE WHALE, 77/FY RAVE NO DORSAL F/NS... 
7TRF NARWHAL FAS ONL Y ONE TO OTP-L/RE TUSR, SP/RALL Y CURVED AND SLENDER.. /T/S 
ON THE LEFT RAND S/DE OF 77/E UPPER JAW AND GROWS 70A LENGTH OF UP 7D N/NE FEET AND 
IS OF 7FF F/NEST /VOPY. ESF/MOS USE TFE TUSR FOR HARPOON READS AND SPFAPS... THEY 
USE THE MEAT OF TNE NARWHAL FOP FOOD AND TFF O/L FOR MOSS LAMPS.... 
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Philips Contest Winners 
Fifty-one winners have been announced in the Philips 
Young Engineers' Contest introduced in the November 
1966 issue of Canadian Boy. Prizes include a Philips 
19-inch portable TV, two Philips Continental 51 tape 
recorders, three Philips nine-transistor portable radios, 
25 Philips Triple-Header shavers, and 20 Philips elec
tronic and mechanical hobby kits. Winners were re
quired to answer a skill-testing question to receive their 
prizes. There was one girl among the winning entries. 
She is Cathy Gunter of North Battleford, Saskatchewan. 
Her prize? You guessed it — she won a Philips Triple-
Header shaver! 
T V Winner: Philip Roger, Corunna, Ont. T A P E Winners: Ted Man-
chulenko, Winnipeg, Man. ; Bob Sheppard, Fairview, N.S. R A D I O 
Winners: David Mi l lwood , Summerside, P.E.I . ; Gordon Tel ford , 
Calgary, Al ta , ; Bobby Novak, Toronto, Ont. S H A V E R Winners: 
Glenn Gotell , Summerside, P.R.I . ; Murray Hubley, Kentvil le, N.S.; 
Brian Harper, Atholv i l le , N .B . ; Robert Cordingley, Winnipeg, Man. ; 
Russell Bowes, Fl in Flon, Man. ; Denis Bedard, Kenora, Ont.; Greg 
Lowe, Kenora, Ont.; Danny Vosper, Victor ia , B.C.; Ricky Casey, 
Westbank, B.C.; John Henderson, Vancouver, B.C.; Ernest Leo 
Gamache, Hinton, Al ta . ; Cathy Gunter, Nor th Batt leford, Sask.; 
Rob Humeston, Calgary, A l t a . : Frank Desmeules, Ear Falls, Ont.; 
Bruce Gibb, Gait, Ont.; Ron Yake, Etobicoke, Ont.; Brian H . West, 
Sarnia, Ont.; Doug Fallow, Oshawa, Ont.; Ron Jeffrey, Courtright, 
Ont.; John Ruby, Prescott, Ont.; A l l an Madvark, Toronto, Ont.; 
Bob Virkut is , Toronto, Ont.; Eric Bi l l ington, Toronto, Ont.; Gray 
Rintoul, Wyoming, Ont.; John McTaggart, A t ikokan , Ont. K I T 
Winners: Robbie Browning, Vic tor ia , B.C.; Mark Termes, West 
Vancouver, B.C.; Timothy Browne, Kenora, Ont.; Norman Graham, 
Kenora, Ont.; S. Marshalok, Kenora, Ont.; Bruce Morrow, Winn i 
peg, Man. ; Danny Lightfoot , Summerside, P.E.I . ; Gary Cameron, 
Fredericton, N . B . ; Murray Hubley, Kentvi l le , N.S.; Leslie J. Powley, 
Swift Current, Sask.; Tommy Brown, Swift Current, Sask.; Garry 
Beach, Edmonton, A l t a . ; Wayne Richter, Calgary, Al ta . ; David Mc-
Lachlan, Scarborough, Ont.; Lyon Palmer, Ottawa, Ont.; John H . 
Simpson, Sarnia, Ont.; Charles Rogers, Petawawa, Ont.; Bruce Jef
frey, Courtright, Ont. ; S. Schlifer, Toronto, Ont.; Walter Lazurek, 
Sarnia, Ont. 

You may order f r o m th is coupon or coupon on inside back cover. 
NIRESK INDUSTRIES DEPT. G7-4 
210 King St. W., Toronto 1, Ont. 
ORDER TODAY! If you ' re not 100% pleased w e ' l l r e f u n d your 
f u l l purchase pr ice p rompt ly . 

YOU KEEP 2 FREE TACKLE BOXES REGARDLESS! 
Please rush 411 pes. 3 Complete F ish ing Sets 
NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY PROV 
• I enclose $15.95 plus $1.00 f o r postage & hand l ing . 
• Ship C.O.D. I w i l l pay C.O.D. charges & postage. 

Ontario Residents add 5% sales tax 

You may order f r o m th is coupon or coupon on inside f r o n t cover. 

THE NEW BOOK OF KNOWLEDGE 

200 University Avenue, 

Toronto 1, Ontario. 

Gent lemen: Wi thou t ob l iga t ion , please send 
me my FREE copy of "The Magic Carpet ." 
Tell me, too, how we may obta in The New 
Book of Knowledge on your low cost budget 
p lan . There are ch i ld ren in my f a m i l y . 
ages 
Name 
Address • 
Ci ty Prov. 
A NEW GROLIER PUBLICATION 

n 

CB57 

NEXT MONTH: Camping '67 leads off the big June 
issue of CB, which will pack plenty of other exciting 
reading for you, too! We think you'll get a kick out of 
the story of Jerry Potts in the early days of the northwest. 
And there's a true story about a boy who made a speech 
in' Parliament! Next in our series about boys across 
Canada is Ontario Boy—a colorful study of a small 
boy in a big city. There'll be something for the plastic 
model enthusiasts, too, plus all our regular features! 

WIN 
REAL 
NEAT 
JUNK! 
PLUS DIRTY MONEY! 

IN 
P B ' s 

GAGLINE CONTEST!!! 

You don't have to send in any box-tops or 
box-bottoms! You don't have to save any 
cards or coupons! All you have to do is play 
around with your sense of humor and think 
up a funny line for this contest cartoon. This 
is a real cheap contest, so there will be only 
three lousy prizes! The best gagline wins 
the artist's original drawing of the contest 
cartoon, mounted and ready for hanging in 
your home — plus a twisted nail to hang it 
with! The winner also gets a dirty old five-
dollar bill!!! Second prize is a creased and 
crumpled two-dollar bill!! Third prize is a 
mouldy one-dollar bill! Enter now — just fill 
out the official entry form and mail it to: 
GAGLINE CONTEST, Canadian Boy. All en
tries must be postmarked no later than mid
night, June 30, 1967. Contest is open to all 
CB subscribers! 

MY GAGLINE IS 

MY NAME AGE 

A D D R E S S 

G A G L I N E C O N T E S T , Canadian Boy 
Box 5151, Station F, Ottawa 5, Ontario 
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TWO ADVENTURE 
FILLED CAMPSITES 

The Oshawa District Council 
owns and operates two camp
sites, of which one is in opera
tion for the entire year. Why 
not come and enjoy modern 
day camping at : 

CAMP SAMAC 
Training Base 

Located on the northern city limits of 
the City of Oshawa , 172 acres of 
wooded camp grounds, a lake for 
sa i l ing , a stream f o r fishing and a 
modern up-to-date swimming pool of 
double Olympic scale. 

Open the year round , heated cabins, 
showers, city water and nature t ra i ls . 
Idea l , too, f o r conferences. Come as 
a Patrol, Troop, Crew or Pack. 

CAMP SAMAC 
Adventure Base 

Located in the highlands of Hallibur
ton, 12 miles east of the v i l l age . 
Situated on Lake of Two Islands, this 
is a camp f o r senior campers. 

{ 1 . - t a r 
m 

IWi lfMBffl»lllil ;.i uwm 

Six hundred acres o f solid w o o d l a n d , 
a beau t i fu l lake two miles long and 
a mile across, sa i l ing , canoeing, 
swimming, f i s h i n g . Tents and basic 
equipment are ava i l ab le . There is a 
resident Scouter in camp. Open M a y 
to October. 

For further information 
n= write to • 

BOY SCOUTS OF CANADA 
O S H A W A DISTRICT COUNCIL 

P.O. BOX 293 

OSHAWA, ONTARIO 

Ghost Ships 
Continued from page 17 

prepared to swear on oath that the 
vessel never actually came off that 
shoal, once she had struck. They 
claim she has been haunting the 
southern seas ever since! 

On material vessels, hauntings fre
quently occur, and one astonishing 
example was that of the Norwegian 
ship Squando. While in San Fran
cisco harbor, her captain and his 
wife murdered the first mate by 
chopping off his head with an axe. 

This, in all probability, say the 
superstitious, was the origin of the 
subsequent hauntings. The murderers 
were executed, the captain's successor 
was killed in a mutiny, and both the 
captain who replaced him and his own 
successor, too, were found mysteri
ously dead! 

It was after the last death that 
certain unexplained disturbances be
came so acute that, immediately the 
ship reached Bathurst in New Bruns
wick, her crew deserted her. 

Several p e o p l e , including two 
watchmen employed by the Norwe
gian consul, spent a night on board 
her and testified they had seen a head
less sailor gliding in and out of the 
captain's cabin! They added that to 
sleep on board was impossible. When
ever they had tried to sleep, their 
clothes had been pulled off them and 
cold, clammy hands were laid on their 
foreheads! 

After that, no crew could be found 
to man the Squando. She lay in Bath
urst harbor for many years, aban
doned, and was eventually towed 
away and broken up. 

I saw a ghost myself on board the 
old and ill-fated North-German Lloyd 
liner S.S. Elbe. It was a winter's 
night and the Elbe was nearing South
ampton. I was standing on the deck 
when the captain, a tall fair man with 
a Vandyke beard, passed slowly by me 
to the taffrail and, leaning his elbows 
on it, gazed thoughtfully into the sea. 

It suddenly dawned on me that I 
had just been told, not ten seconds 
before, that the captain was holding 
a conference in his cabin with some 
of his officers, and did not wish to be 
disturbed. 

I mentioned the incident to one of 
the stewards and, an hour later, when 
the conference was over, this stew-

i i 
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MARITIME PROVINCES 
Subject: Trail Foods 
Light weight trail foods will help to 
make all your camp-outs more suc
cessful because: 
1. THEY'RE LIGHTWEIGHT 

[A lot less than % the weight of 
fresh or canned foods 

a. All the water has been re
moved. You put it back in 
when you cook. 

b. Everything is portion pack
aged. Just enough for your 
group. 

c. Packed in strong plastic 
bags. 

2. THEY'RE COMPACT 
(Knapsacks don't stretch. Three 
days' meals for four people fills 
less than half of a knapsack) 

3. NOTHING SPOILS 
fin hot weather or cold. Every 
Chuck Wagon item is guaranteed) 

4. PLENTY OF CHOICE IN MENUS 
(Chuck Wagon has the largest 
line of trail foods offered by 
any company in Canada.) 

5. PLENTY TO EAT 
(Seasoned for young people; por
tions are ample; kids come back 
for more) 

6. COST IS LOW 
(Usually Jess than store-bought 
meals if you can take advantage 
of our quantity discounts.) 

ACT TODAY — SEND FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED 
CATALOG AND PRICE LIST 

['Si WA6DN FOODS "j 
c / o BOLTON FARMS CANADA. LTD. 

43 Vic tor ia St., Toronto 1, Ont. 

I Name | 

J Street f 

I City | 

I Province • 

I U n i t * Title I 

• District • 

L —— — — — — — — — — J 
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ard approached the captain and they 
talked together in low tones. The 
captain went back to his cabin and 
the steward came back to me. 

"The figure you saw," he gasped, 
•'was not the captain. It was his 
Doppelganger (wraith). The ship is 
doomed!" 

Apparently the steward was right. 
A few weeks later the Elbe was on 
her way to New York from Bremen, 
when she collided with the Crathie of 
Aberdeen, about forty-five miles off 
Lowestoft. She was sent to the bot
tom with a loss of three hundred and 
eighty lives. Only twenty of the crew 
were saved! 

Once I happened to meet an old 
shellback named Joe Webb who had 
actually seen the ghosts of the famous 
Has-Call. One night, during a violent 
gale on George's Banks, the steamer 
Has-Call broke away from her moor
ings and ran into the fishing smack 
Andrew Johnson, sinking her at once 
with all hands on board. 

The following night the lookout on 
board the Has-Call saw the shadowy 
figure of a man, dressed in fisher
man's oilskins and jackboots, suddenly 
rise out of the sea alongside the ves
sel and up her side! 

Other figures followed, one after 
the other, until they equalled in num
ber the late crew of the Andrew 
Johnson. They then leaned over the 
side of the Has-Call as though fishing, 
and remained there until dawn! 

This same phenomenon occurred 
repeatedly, night after night, watched 
and witnessed by all members of the 
crew. One by one the men left, and 
because the ship had such a ghost-
ridden reputation, it was impossible 
to replace them. Finally the Has-Call 
had to be abandoned. 

No one nation holds the monopoly 
on phantom ships and crews. It is a 
fact that there is not a single maritime 
nation on earth whose seamen do not 
share deep-rooted superstitions to the 
effect that certain parts of the seven 
seas are haunted by spectre ships and 
crews. 

This tradition is best known of all 
the centuries-old lore of the sea. 
Poets have told the tale in rhythmic 
heroics; novelists have taken it for 
their plots; playwrights have drama
tized it. At ieast one distinguished 
composer has founded an opera upon 
the belief in sea phantoms! 

The Germans particularly manage 

to inject an eerie quality of realism 
and fact into their mariners' tales of 
ghosts of the sea. For instance, they 
tell of a spectral warship to be met 
within remote ocean solitudes, whose 
port-holes grin with skulls and whose 
blood-soaked decks are strewn with 
dead and dying sailors. 

She is commanded by a skeleton 
who grips in his bony right hand a 
telescope, and in his left an hour
glass. The German tradition alleges 
that any freighter or passenger ship 
chancing to meet this grisly appari
tion is doomed to founder shortly 
afterwards! 

Coleridge took his idea of a death-
ship, in The Ancient Mariner, from 
an old German legend. She is a sail
ing vessel that approaches without a 
breeze and without a tide, whose sails 
glance in the misty sunlight "like rest
less gossamers" and in her cabin 
Death plays dice with the woman, 
Nightmare, for the possession of the 
ship's crew. 

Longfellow, in The Ship of the 
Dead, uses an old New England 
tradition. A ship was sent to sea from 
New Haven, Connecticut, one day in 
January, 1647, but was never heard 
of again. In the following June, just 
after sunset, a ship like her was 
sighted sailing up the river against the 
wind, slowly fading out until she 
vanished from view. The apparition 
was accepted as a sign of the loss of 
the vessel! 

Most famous ghost ship of all is 
The Flying Dutchman, dreaded by 
sailors as the harbinger of disaster. 
But the legend usually associated with 
this vessel is a comparatively recent 
invention. 

There is an earlier version of the 
story which is supposed to be true in 
all respects. This claims that The Fly
ing Dutchman was a treasure ship, 
with a fortune on board. The crew, 
inflamed with greed, mutinied, seized 
the treasure and murdered all who 
tried to oppose them. 

The murders were particularly bru
tal, and brought down what seemed 
to be supernatural punishment on the 
heads of the cut-throats. They were 
stricken with bubonic plague! 

They sailed from port to port, 
offering the whole of their treasure if 
they might come ashore. But every
where they were refused. No one 
would risk the dread contagion which 
was devouring them. 

One by one they died, horribly, 

but still the ship sailed on, manned 
now by the ghosts of her murderous 
crew. She was given the name of 
The Flying Dutchman because, wher
ever she was seen, she was carrying 
a full press of sail in weather that 
made it dangerous for any other ship 
to show an inch of canvas! i&k 

PLEASE! PLEASE! PLEASE! 
Before you move: Send change 
of address to — Subscription 
Department, CANADIAN BOY, 
P.O. Box 5151, Station F, 
Ottawa 5, Ont. 

CATCH THEM ALIVE AND UNHURT! 

! 
Amazing H A V A H A R T traps catch rabbits, coons, 
squirrels, sparrows, etc. Make a pet of a field or forest 
animal! Work toward a Boy Scout badge! Protect Dad s 
garden from raiders! Straying pets, poultry released 
unhurt. No JaWB 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 ond price 

Name 

Address 

r 
WATCH 

better... 

sports 

> 
1 

the Stars more clearly. 

EXAMINE 4 ^ your 

specimens easier 

SHOOT straighten 

with 

coatep 
O P T I C S 

Unconditionally Guaranteed Forever. 
For FREE descriptive literature, write 

TASCO Optics Ltd.. 
127 Portland St. Toronto 2A. Ont J 
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B O D Y BUILDING EQUIPMENT 

FREE . . . PHYSICAL FITNESS COURSE 
32 pages w i t h 15 i l lus t ra ted exercises, this course 
can be f o l l o w e d at home. You w i l l b u i l d muscles, 
strength and increase your endurance. Send 10 
cents to cover postage a n d hand l ing charges to: 
WEIDER PHYSICAl INSTITUTE, W e i d e r B u i l d i n g , 
Dept. CB, 2875 Bates Road, M o n t r e a l , Quebec. 

B O O K S 

BEST OF C A N A D I A N BOY — 108 interest packed 
pages o f suspense, adventure and comedy stories— 
sports, f i tness , h o w - t o - d o - i t and many other fea
tures. Hours o f useful enter ta inment f o r young 
and o l d . A MUST f o r your home l i b r a r y . ONLY 
$2.75 f r o m your nearest Scout Dis t r ibu tor , Scout 
O f f i c e or d i rect f r o m SCOUT SUPPLY SERVICES, 
P.O. Box 5 1 5 1 , O t t a w a 5. 

ADVENTURES OF A SCOUT — Tells , in colour, the 
t h r i l l i n g story of the l i f e o f Baden-Powel l . From 
his boyhood , through his army l i f e , to the found
ing o f the Boy Scout Movement . EXCITEMENT, 
ADVENTURE a n d SUSPENSE. O N L Y 25c (20 copies 
or more 20c each) f r o m your nearest Scout Dis
t r i bu to r , Scout O f f i c e or d i rect f rom SCOUT SUP
PLY SERVICES, P.O. Box 5 1 5 1 , O t t a w a 5. 

Learn to MoimtFlSH-
* T u r n those f i sh y o u 
catch i n to b e a u t i f u l , 
permanent t rophies! 
• Start a co l l e c t i on 
that w i l l be the envy 
o f a l l your f r i ends . 

A n d , l i ke so many \ 
have taken o u r T a x i d e r m y course, y o u ' l l soon f i n d m a n y 
oppor tun i t i e s to m o u n t f i s h , b i rds , an imals a n d b ig-game 
heads for o the r s . . . t u r n your s k i l l i n to a m i g h t y p r o f i t a b l e 
h o b b y ! O u r step-by-step lessons are so easy to f o l l o w 
e v e n boys o f 12 learn to d o b e a u t i f u l w o r k ! O v e r 450,000 
m e n , w o m e n and boys have taken this famous course. 
W R I T E or send postcard f o r F R E E B O O K today. 24 pages 
o f f asc ina t ing read ing! Please g ive your age. 

N . W. School of Taxidermy. 6405 Elwood Bldg . . Omaha, Nebr 

BUSINESS OPPORTUNIT IES 

M O D E L C H A M P S S T I C K W I T H 

"Regular" Cement 
Strong, fas t -dry ing , hot f u e l 
proof 

Plastic Cement 
Ideal f o r a l l Styrene models 

Super White Glue 
S p e c i a l e x t r a - s t r e n g t h 
f o r m u l a 

Take a t i p f r o m the t rophy-
winners — bui ld your next 
k i t w i t h AMBROID! 

AMBROID CO., BOSTON, MASS. 02110 

BOYSI EARN CASH A N D PRIZES w i t h an SW M a g a 
zine route . Send f o r f ree comic book conta ining 
de ta i l s . Dept. C , SW Magaz ine , 80 King Street 
West , Toronto. 

C A M P I N G EQUIPMENT 

BACKPACKING? 

Manufac tu re r and 
f o r h iker , canoeist 

impor ter o f mp ing equipment 
Send for ca ta log 

BLACKS 
225 Strathcona, 

Ot tawa, Ont. 

R A D I O & ELECTRONICS 

G I A N T ELECTRONICS B A R G A I N PACKED CATALOGS 
— H a m , H i - F i , Shor twave, Ci t izens ' Radio, Ki t s , 
Surplus. Wholesa l e Prices. Send 25c, ETCO, Dept. 
CB, Box 7 4 1 , M o n t r e a l , Que . 

S C O U T EQUIPMENT 

KILTS: Boy Scout K i l t s , any t a r t a n , made in 
Scot land. M a i l e d d i rec t ly to you f r o m Scot land. 
Up to 3 2 " hip $21 .00 ; Up to 3 6 " hip $25 .00 . For 
fur ther enquir ies a n d measurement forms w r i t e to: 

G A E L I C IMPORTS REGD. 
P.O. BOX 283 , 

MONTREAL 3 , Q U E . 

S P O R T S EQUIPMENT 

SKATEBOARDS 

M f g s . Clearance Skateboards . 2 2 " , 2 5 " and 2 8 " 
board w i t h w i d e ax l e , steel assembly and large 
profess ional f i b r e plas t ic wheels — Reg. $7 .95 , 
Sale $2 .50 plus postage; or w i t h f o r g e d steel , 
doub le act ion assemblies and profess iona l f i b r e 
plas t ic wheels , the top l ine skateboard — Reg. up 
to $12 .95 , Sale $3.25 plus postage. FOX M A N U 
FACTURING C O M P A N Y , Box 8 2 1 , Chothom, O n t . 

STAMPS 

300 EXCELLENT W O R L D W I D E STAMPS, 15c, w i t h 
approva l s . AZALEA STAMPS, M a r t i n , Tenn. 38237 . 

FRANCE " A R T " STAMP; M u l t i c o l o r reproduct ion of 
FAMOUS Pant ing, M i n t . O n l y 30c W i t h Approva l s . 
CONTINENTAL STAMP CO. , Box 4371C, Roanoke, 
V i r g i n i a 24015 . 

RARE STAMP FREE. Also new packet A d e n to 
U r u n d i , w i t h Kennedy, Tr iangles , Space, Sports, 
Ships, Dogs, Cats, Reptiles, plus others. ALL FREE. 
Send 10c f o r m a i l i n g . EMPIRE STAMP CO. , Dept. 
CR, Toronto, Canada. 

25 DIFFERENT TOPICALS, Birds, Flowers , Tr iangles , 
Fish, Kennedy, But te r f l ies , many d i f f e r e n t countr ies , 
25c w i t h app rova l se lect ion. W o r l d w i d e , U . S . A . , 
and U . N . K N O L L , 529 West 111 Street, New Y o r k , 
N . Y . 10025, U.S .A. 

You may order from this coupon or coupon on outside back cover. 

JUNIOR S A L E S C L U B OF CANADA, Dept. 103, Ajax, Ont. 

Enrol me as a member of the J.S.C.C. and send me AT ONCE FREE MEMBER
SHIP CARD, FREE PRIZE Catalogue, complete with details on how to get 
valuable prizes plus a supply of cards. French cards also available. 

• Check here if French cards desired. 

My name 
Print Clearly 

Address Apt. No. 

City Zone Prov. 

Parent's Signature 

STAMPS 

PHILIPPINE SCOUTS, 25c w i t h A p p r o v a l s , McDougal 
Miss ion Stamps, Route 5, Box 318, Fairmont , W . 
V a . 26554 . 

4 TRIANGLES PLUS 75 STAMPS! 10c. A p p r o v a l s , 
too . MERRILL, Box 4 9 1 7 , Pi t tsburgh, Pennsylvania. 

STAMP COLLECTORS, PUT YOUR DUPLICATES to 
work . Join our Exchange Circui t . Bu i ld up your 
col lec t ion a t the lowest possible cost. W r i t e f o r in 
f o r m a t i o n . P & R STAMP SERVICE, Burchell Lake, 
O n t a r i o . 

139 DIFFERENT STAMPS 10c. Approva l s : PETERSON, 
405 Nor thwestern Bank B u i l d i n g , St. Paul , M i n n . 
5 5 1 0 1 . 

200 DIFFERENT PHILIPPINE STAMPS PLUS 2 V I E W 
CARDS $5 .00 . 100 d i f f e r e n t plus 1 v iew card 
$2 .00 . Forwarded by Registered A i r m a i l , ANGEL G . 
RIVERA, P.O. BOX 2187 , M A N I L A , PHILIPPINES. 

S P E C T A C U L A R 
Space stamps free w i t h approva l s . S I G M A STAMPS, 
5556 Lyndale , Mont rea l 29 , Quebec. 

G I A N T Stamp Co l l ec t ion , inc luding astronauts, sat
e l l i t e s , moonrockets . Boy Scout issue, complete 
U . N . set, many O l y m p i c and sport issues, etc., 
plus b ig stamp d ic t ionary and approvals . Every
th ing , 10c. STAMPEX, Box 47-RCB, W h i t e Plains, 
N . Y . , U .S .A. 

FREE COLORFUL SET 
beauties 10c Appro ' 
STAMPS, 6385 Liverpo< 

wi th 
als 
I Str« 

w e l l mixed pack o f 
accompany. SUPREME 
5t, H a l i f a x , Canada . 

7 0 DIFFERENT UNITED STATES 20c. 5 0 Canada 25c. 
50 Germany 25c. TOWNSEND, Box 5 0 2 2 , Hamden, 
Connecticut 06518 . 

50 STAMPS 10c, A p p r o v a l s , Ca ta logue : M i k e 
Wat son , W i n d s o r , Nova Scotia . 

A B O M I N A B L E S N O W M A N . Set of f i v e t r i angula rs 
f r o m Bhutan depic t ing reproductions f r o m ancient 
manuscripts, and fo r t s . 10c w i t h approvals f ea tu r ing 
this month only sets conta in ing t r i angula rs or 
d iamonds . Commemora t ive Stamp Centre, Post O f 
f i ce Box 157, Station " K " , Toronto, O n t a r i o . 

TRIANGULARS, D I A M O N D S . Interested? See " A b o m 
i n a b l e S n o w m a n " Adver t i sement . Commemora t ive 
Stamp Centre. 

FREE 100 W O R L D W I D E . 10c H a n d l i n g . DB APPROV
ALS, 796 Headley Dr ive , London, O n t a r i o . 

25 DIFFERENT U.S. Commemorat ives , 2 " diameter 
m a g n i f i e r , 10c. A p p r o v a l s . M I Z D R A K , 1213 Nor th 
Paul ina , C H I C A G O 60622 . 

READ THIS CAREFULLY 
BEFORE PLACING ORDERS 

APPROVALS—Most of the stamp ad
vertising in Canadian Boy make offers 
lo " A p p r o v a l A p p l i c a n t s " or words 
similar. This means: in addi t ion to 
the special o f f e r , you w i l l receive 
stamps on a p p r o v a l which are yours 
only if you pay add i t i ona l for them. 
You may select the stamps you wish , 
and return the balance a long wi th 
payment for the ones not returned. 
Some s tamp c o m p a n i e s m a y con
t inue to s e n d a p p r o v a l s to you 
unless y o u w r i t e a n d tel l them not 
to do s o . 

If the advertisement says " t o ap
proval buyers" you w i l l receive the 
special o f f e r stamps only a f te r you 
have purchased f rom the approvals . 
If you do not understand this , ask 
your parents to exp la in . Be sure that 
you include FULL N A M E and ADDRESS 
(Printed)-. 
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STAMP 

B Y H . L . W O O D M A N 

Canada has issued another red and 
blue stamp and, in our opinion, these 
are rather striking. The first of the 
Centennial issues in January, which 
wi l l remain on sale for the balance of 
this year, is being hailed as one of 
our finest in recent years. 

As this is being written, the Expo 
issue has not been released. How
ever, f r o m its photograph and descrip
tion, it would appear that this also wi l l 
be an attractive stamp. 

This stamp goes on sale A p r i l 28 
fo r the normal ten-day period, but wi l l 
be available in Montreal f o r the du
ration of Expo 67 (until October 27). 

The new Harris catalogue of United 
States-B.N.A. now contains 192 pages 
and lists more than 3,000 value 
changes covering a period of about 
six months. The publishers sent Cana
dian Boy a review copy and, after 
making a careful study of the book, 
we feel it to be the most practical 
catalogue on the market for a young 
collector (or advanced, for that mat
ter) of Canada and the provinces; 
United States and possessions. The 
price is just 75 cents and i f your 
favorite stamp store does not carry it , 
a letter with money order to H . E. 
Harris & Co., Catalogue Dept., Bos
ton, Mass. 02117, w i l l secure your 
copy. 

One of our readers, Peter Roe-
richt, 78 Eckhardt Ave. E., Pentic-
ton, B.C., tells us that he has many 
stamps to trade. He wants Canada 
and United States and offers United 
Nations, Europe, Asia, British coun
tries, and other U.S. and Canada 
trades. 

Gary MacDonald, of Victoria, B.C., 
continues to keep us up - to - date on 
new topical Scout issues. We make 
frequent reference to this list when 
preparing our column and we thank 
Gary for his thoughtfulness. 

For a stamped and self-addressed 
envelope. Bob Sheppard, 63 Glenda 
Crescent, Fairview, Hal ifax County, 
N.S., w i l l send readers packets of 

stamps made up f r o m his duplicates, 
of which he has hundreds. 

Bob Panting, 1110 Neild Rd., RR 1, 
Victoria, B.C., asks us to supply a 
list of philatelic bureaux of the world. 
We are unable to do this. From time 
to time, we pass along information 
about stamp issuing agencies but it 
would be d i f f icu l t to f ind a list such 
as reader Panting requires. 

Many countries (including British 
colonies) rely on an agency to pro
duce and market their stamps and 
have no internal sales organization. 
The Crown Agents do an excellent 
job in this regard for United Nations, 
commonwealth countries and colo
nies. However, stamps of most o f these 
countries must be supplied through 
dealers. Here, we would like to re-
emphasize that i n the long run, you are 
better served by a good, reliable 
dealer. He supplies new issues at a 
very modest markup, sells only good 
copies and is able to f i l l your needs 
long after the post office has used up 
its supply. 

From the Crown Agents, we have 
information of some interesting new 
stamps. The Afr ican countries of 
Botswana and Lesotho, which last 
year gained their independence as 
Commonwealth partners, have attrac
tive definitive issues. 

The Botswana birds make a fine 
page in the topicalist's album. 

One of the nicest sets we have seen 
so far this year is the Turks and 
Caicos Islands definitives. There are 
14 stamps in this Crown Agents' re
lease and all feature either an indus
try or recreational facili ty. These is
lands are in the West Indies and 
pounds, shillings and pence are the 
units of currency. rife 

FREE 198 
DIFFERENT STAMPS 

FROM MONACO, HUNGARY, RUSSIA 
AND OTHER COUNTRIES 

WITH OUR PACKET PRICE LIST 
AND COLORFULL APPROVAL 

pltoie melon 0.25 (or potiog 

NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY 

QUEBEC STAMP CO LTD 
353 BLVD CHAREST EST, 

QUEBEC 2, P. 0. 

Christopher Brereton, 4043 West 20th 
Ave., Vancouver 8, B. C , is a Cub 
going into Scouts soon, collects stamps 
and is anxious to trade, buy or sell 
stamps. Mike Ridgway, 640 Need-
ham Lane, Cooksville, Ont., is inter
ested in rocks aand minerals, and 
would like penpals f rom all over 
Canada. John Pape, 43 Dundas 
Street West, Brantford, Ont., is 11, 
likes model cars, astronomy, rockets 
and satellites, hockey, and T V spy 
shows, wants a p.p. f r o m the Prai
ries. George Vincent, Box 27, Spring
field, Ont., is in Grade 7, likes 
sports, models and books, and w i l l 
write to a p.p. f r om anywhere. Terry 
Long, 640 Moody Ave., Nor th Van
couver, B .C. , is 11, likes The Bea
tles, sports, reading, making models, 
water skiing, boating and music, and 
collects hat badges. He'd like a pen
pal f r o m the Maritimes. Blake Moore, 
151 Sparton Drive, R.R. 1 Penticton, 
B .C . , and Mel Lidster, 290 Scott 
Ave., Penticton, B. C , would like to 
hear f rom anybody who attended the 
B. C.-Yukon jamboree in their home
town. Their hobbies are model build
ing, skin diving, and motorcycles. 
Rick Cleghorn, 550 View Royal Ave., 
Victoria, B. C , is a 15-year-old Sea 
Scout and an ardent badge collector 
anxious to trade Victoria district 
badges with anyone who wi l l send 
him their badges and a stamped, self-
addressed envelope. Peter Stevens, 
421 Billings Ave., Ottawa, Ont., is 
11, likes space science, and wants a 
penpal f r om Montreal. Lee Quinton, 
7819—7th St., S.W., Calgary, Alta., 
is 11, likes skindiving, skiing, water 
skiing and archery, w i l l be a p.p. to 
anybody f rom anywhere with similar 
interests. Stephen Auld, 1743 Heron 
Road, Ottawa, Ont., is 11, likes mod
el airplanes and swimming, and wants 
a p.p. f r om anywhere between A l 
berta and Newfoundland. Bob Bailey, 
1251 Minaki Rd., Port Credit, Ont., 
is 9, likes reading and The Rolling 
Stones, wants a p.p. f r om Halifax. 
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BUYER'S GUIDE 
Supply Services v 

DURAPEG TENT STAKES 
At last—an almost perfect tent peg 
—the only way to get rid of it is to 
lose it and even that's diff icul t with 
its bright colour. Cost a little more 
but it won't be necessary to replace 
these plastic pegs. 
Two sizes 52-407 9" $3.25 per doz. 

52-408 12" $3.65 per doz. 

INDIVIDUAL COOK KIT 
If you are looking for an ideal gift 
item for a boy this is it. Canadian 
made, of heavy gauge aluminum 
which will last for years with care. 
Catalogue 55-920 $4.50 

CENTENNIAL FLAG 
A permanent souvenir of Canada's 
birthday—for your home or meeting-
place. Attractive royal blue back
ground with white sign, AV2' x 2W— 
with toggle for hoisting. Catalogue 
71-599 $6.95. 

CUP & SAUCER 
An idea for MOTHER'S DAY. Attrac
tive bone china featuring Scout mo
t i f in green and gold. Mom will be 
proud to see this in her china cabi
net. Catalogue number 60-210 
Only $4.50 

CANADIAN FLAG 
For camp or club-room. Made of ny
lon with minimum-fade colours. Top 
quality—measures 27" x 54" Avail
able as "colours" at $6.50 and with 
rope and toggle, for hoisting, at 
$6.75 

SERVING TRAY 
Attractive two tone spun aluminum 
tray — 13" diameter — Provincial 
coats of arms encircling Scout 
badge. Ideal as a Centennial Year 
gift . $6.95 Catalogue 60-340 

A 32-page book of ful l color drawings 
depicting the life story of Lord Robert 
Baden-Powell, Founder of the Boy 
Scout Movement. Here you will f ind 
exciting, fantastic adventures as you 
follow B-P into action in India and 
Africa. See him outwit the fierce Af
ghans along the Northwest frontier of 
India! Be with him in Zululand, on the 
Gold Coast, in Southern Rhodesia and 
in the Boer War! 

Single copies, ONLY 25 cents. 
Group orders, 20 or more, 20 cents 
each. 

Name 

Address 

City Zone 

Province 

Mail with remittance to: 
SUPPLY SERVICES, 
BOY SCOUTS OF CANADA, 
Box 3520, Station C, Ottawa 3, 
Ontario. 

C A N A D I A N B O Y 

¥ 
711 

86711967 
All items available through 

SCOUT DISTRIBUTORS 
on direct from 

SCOUT SUPPLY SERVICES 
BOX 5151, OTTAWA 5, ONTARIO 

(Cash with order) 



W i n t e r ' s T a l e 

Continued from page 22 

a special kinda job, ma'am. The 
a w f cer telephoned to the head school
master's house. He lives 'way down 
in the city somewheres, but he said 
there was a boy named James Gordon 
lived handy to the school an' would 
show us how to get in the basement, 
an' all like that." 

James moved quickly, and Mum's 
hand slipped f r o m his shoulder and 
fell to her side. " I won't be long, 
M u m . " 

I t was strange to be going to school 
at night, and the great silent building 
seemed very grim and awful with its 
long rows of black window-holes. A 
dark blur in the main doorway disin
tegrated, came towards them. Four 
men in fu r hats and long flapping 
overcoats. Soldiers. "You f ind the 
kid , Mac?" James' soldier said, 
"Yeah. This is him. Where's the ser
geant?" One man waved a vague arm 
at the dim bulk of the school. "Scout-
in ' around in there somewheres." 

The sergeant came out into the 
snow, swearing into a turned-up col
lar. Wi th the shapeless fur hat on his 
head he looked strangely like a bear 
roused out of a winter den. "Here's 
the kid, Sarge." The sergeant re
garded him. "Hello, son." James 
pointed. "The basement door is 
around there." He showed them. 

"Hold a thousand easy," declared 
the sergeant, after a tour of the echo
ing basement. The soldiers said, 
"Yeah." The sergeant fumbled in the 
big pocket of his greatcoat and 
brought for th a dark bottle. He took 
a long swig, wiped his moustache with 
a sweep of mittened hand, and passed 
the bottle around. "Gonna be a cold 
job," he rumbled. 

A light came, and as it turned in 
towards the school James caught a 
faint rattle of wheels, and a hoarse 
voice bellowed, "Whoa-hoa!" T h e 
soldiers came stumbling up the steps 
in the darkness, and James went wi th 
them towards the light. I t was a 
wagon. A man climbed s t i f f ly f r om 
the seat. He was crusted wi th snow, 
even to his moustache and eyebrows. 
They walked to the back of the wagon 
and the sheep-faced soldier held a lan
tern high while the sergeant whipped 
a long tarpaulin f rom the mysterious 
freight. 

James, peering between the soldiers 
in astonishment, beheld six figures ly

ing side by side on the dray: three 
men, two women, and a young girl . 
They were stiff and impassive. The 
snowflakes drifted lightly on the calm 
up-turned faces. Their eyes were 
closed, hands lay easily at their sides, 
as i f they were content to sleep there. 

Two of the soldiers picked up a 
dummy by head and feet, carried it 
awkwardly down the basement steps, 
and dropped it. There was a dull 
' f lap' when it struck the concrete. 
They came up the steps quickly. 
"Froze?" asked Sarge. "S t i f f as a 
board," they said. The wagon was 
cleared of its silent passengers and 
went away into the night. 

Another lantern swam up the street. 
Another wagon. More silent figures 
under the tarpaulin. More wagons. 
The intervals diminished. A teamster 
gave them a spare lantern and in the 
f i t f u l glow the dummies lay in or
derly rows, toes up, faces towards the 
dim ceiling. The shadows of the sol
diers performed a grotesque dance on 
the walls as they went about their 
work. Sarge said, "You still here, 
son? We don't need you no more. 
Better go home." 

M u m greeted James anxiously in 
the candle-lit kitchen. "How pale you 
are, James! What did they want? 
You've been gone three hours." James 
looked at the stove. "Nothing. No
thing much, M u m . I guess they — just 
wanted to f ix up the school a bi t ." 
M u m said, "Don't you want some
thing to eat, James? There's tea on 
the stove, and there's bread and but
ter." 

"Not hungry," James said in a low 
voice. 

It was a long night. James had 
never known a night could be so long. 
Sometimes you would doze a little, 
and you would see the faces of the 
dead people on the drays as plain as 
anything. Then you would wake up 
with a start. Several times he took 
the hod and the candle down into the 
cellar and brought up more coal. 

" I n the morning, James, you must 
go to the telegraph office and send a 
cable to your father. He' l l be frantic." 

"Yes," James said. 
James thought M u m looked very 

white and hollow, somehow. B u t 
when he looked in her eyes there was 
something warm and strong in them 
that made him feel better. 

" I t w i l l be morning soon," M u m 
said. 

But it was a long time. They sat, 

stiff and cramped over the stove, and 
listened to the snow sweeping into the 
rooms upstairs. Daylight crept through 
the stormwindows at last, a poor grey 
thing that gave a bleak look to every
thing it touched. Outside, the snow 
still swept fiercely against the carpet 
and the glass. James found potatoes 
in the cellar, and rescued bacon and 
eggs f rom the wreck of the pantry. 
M u m brushed the snow and bits of 
plaster f r om the bacon and put i t in 
the frying-pan. I t smelt good. 

The telegraph office was f u l l of 
people waving bits of scribbled paper. 
Outside, a newsboy was selling papers 
turned out by some miracle on bat
tered presses in the night. They con
sisted of a single sheet with " H A L I 
F A X I N R U I N S " in four-inch letters 
at the top. Within the telegraph of
fice, lamps cast a yellow glow. There 
was a great buzz of voices and the 
busy clack-clack of instruments. James 
had to wait a long time in the line 
that shuffled past the counter. A 
broad cheerful face greeted him at 
last. 

"What's yours, son?" 
" I want to send a cable to Colonel 

James Gordon, in France." 
The man leaned over the counter 

and took a better look at him. 
"Hello! Are you Jim Gordon's son? 
So you are. I 'd know that chin any
where. How old are you, son?" 

"Fourt—going on fif teen," James 
said. 

"Soon be old enough to fight, eh? 
What's your Dad's regiment?" 

James paused. "That ' l l cost extra, 
won't it?" he suggested shrewdly. 
"Everybody in the army knows my 
father." 

The man smiled. "Sure," he agreed 
reasonably. "But France is a big 
place, son. It's their misfortune, of 
course, but there's probably a lot of 
people in France don't know your 
Dad." 

James said, "It's the Ninetieth." 
" A h , of course. Jim Gordon of the 

Ninetieth. There's an outf i t wi l l keep 
old Hindenburg awake nights, son, 
and don't you forget it. What d'you 
want to say?" 

James placed both hands on the 
counter. "Just this: 'All 's well. James 
Gordon. ' That's al l ." 

The man wrote it down, and looked 
up quickly. "Al l ' s well? That counts 
three words, son, at twenty-five cents 
a word. Why not just, ' A l l well'?" 

James put his chin up. "No. 'All 's 
well. ' Send it like that." ^ 

M A Y 3 3 



R I B T I C K L E R S 

A man walked into a barbershop and 
decided to have a change. Instead of 
having his hair parted usual way, he 
told the barber he wanted it parted 
f rom ear to ear. That was fine, until 
two weeks later. The man showed 
up at the barbershop again, and said: 
"Part my hair the way it was before. 
I ' m getting tired of people whispering 
in my nose!" 

Paul Hayward, Toronto, Ont. 

Q: What would you do i f you were 
surrounded by 20 lions, 20 leopards 
and 20 tigers? 
A : Stop the merry-go-round and get 
o f f ! 

Bob McArthur, North Surrey, B.C. 

Q: What time would it be i f a man 
gave a dime to his son and fif teen 
cents to his daughter? 
A : A quarter to two! 

Teddy East, Everett, Ont. 

Tourist: My, the flies are terrible 
around here! Don' t you shoo them? 
Native: No , we just let 'em go bare
foot! 

Susan Quillinan, Rock Island, Que. 

A n adult is a person who has stopped 
growing at both ends and has started 
in the middle! 

Suzie Camp, Banff, Alta. 

Long-haired gir l to long-haired boy: 
Of course Dad doesn't mind our be
ing alone. He thinks you're a gir l ! 

Jack Summers, Moose Jaw, Sask. 

Barber: Son, how would you like your 
hair cut? 
Small boy: Just like my Dad's—and be 
sure to leave the round hole on top 
where his head comes through! 

Dean Barts, Pembroke. Ont. 

Q: Why did the Prime Minister burn 
his fingers when he answered the 
phone? 
A : He forgot it was the "hot line". 

Brian Pepperdine, Owen Sound, Ont. 

A f ink is a guy who lets you read his 
CB, then takes i t away before you're 
finished! 

Donald Elliott, Beebe, Que. 

Daffynit ions: 
Ringleader—first one in the bathtub. 
Fad—that which goes in one era and 
out the other. 
Nonsense—someone else's opinion. 
Waiter—one who thinks money grows 
on trays. 
Tarzan—a real swinger. 

Harry Lopers, Drayton, Ont. 
Bob: Say! Why is the pail empty? 
Didn't the cow give anything? 
Sam: Sure! Nine quarts and a kick! 

Derek Smith, Arvida, Que. 

Q: What did The Beatles sing as they 
were sinking in the quicksand? 
A : I want to hold your hand! 

David Waller, Brantford, Ont. 

CHOPPER 

Brother: Mom, may I go out and 
play? 
Mother: What! Wi th those torn trous
ers? 
Brother: No, wi th the kids across the 
street! 

Jacques Goodyer, Hudson, Que. 

Q: Why did you throw the clock out 
the window? 
A : I wanted to see the time f l y ! 

Blaine Blacquiere, N. Rustico, P.E.I. 

Me: What happens to old cars, 
Mom? 
M a : Someone sells them to your 
father! 

Gary Huntley, Richmond, B.C. 

Q: Where does Friday come before 
Thursday? 
A : In the dictionary! 

Jimmy Clow, Charlottetown, P.E.I. 

Two Indians were having their first 
look at water skiing. One asked, 
"Why boat go so fast?" The other re
plied: "Lunatic on string chase 'em!" 

Robert Julian, Agincourt, Ont. 

By S i m p k i n s 

'Pst! Chopper! Leave that one standing!" 
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J EXPERTLY BALANCED RODS ANQUftEELS 

^ v. ^ ARGOS^-WEtTDRIVE 

POWER ACTION 
BLACK MAGIC 

FIBRE-GLASS RODS 

STRONGER THA 
STEEA-

OR-BAMBOO MARK IV 
LEVELWIND 

CASTING 
REEL 

3 SETS FOR THE PRICE 
OF A REEL ALONE 

I S U P E R " 8 8 

AUTOMATIC 
DUAL DRAG 

SPINCAST 
REEL 

PUSH BUTTON 
CASTING 

ANTI REVERSE 
NO BACKLASH 

2 5 N A T U R A L B A I T L U R E S 
SURE SHOT A C T I O N WITH SHRIMP 
M I N N O W S , G R A S S H O P P E R S , MAYFLIES 
B U M B L E B E E S , C R I C K E T S . L E E C H E S 

9 

F A M O U S 
C R A F T Y L U R E S 
SELECTED FROM 

WORLDS MOST POPULAR 
ALL TIME FAVORITES 

ITS/ NOTHING tlSB TO BUY! 
SELECTED FOR YOlJ£SY EXPERTS. This choice fish-getting tackle, used by experts, 
contains nationally famous brands. Each item carefully chosen—everything you need 
for all types of fishing. Deadly lures that are all time favorites. A veteran angler or an 
occasional fisherman can be proud of this precision-built kit . You can go fishing at 
once. Compare! You will not find a bargain like this anywhere. 

LOOK! YOU GET EVERYTHING S H O W N . S u p e r " 8 8 " S p i n c a s t R e e l • C o m e t X 3 C B a i t C a s t 
R e e l • A r g o s y D i r e c t D r i v e T ro l l ing R e e l • 5 ft. 2 p c . F i b e r G l a s s S p i n C a s t R o d • 4 ft. F i b e r 
G l a s s Bai t C a s t R o d • 3'/2 ft. F i b e r G l a s s T ro l l ing R o d • 9 ft . 3 sect ion B a m b o o P o l e a n d 2 5 
ft. B a n k L ine • 41 p r o v e n D e a d l y L u r e s • 5 p c . F u r n i s h e d L ine • 2 F l o a t i n g T a c k l e B o x e s wi th 
r e m o v a b l e t r a y s • F ish Kn i fe a n d S h e a t h • 2 8 p c . P o p p i n g L u r e Kit • D i p N e t , S t r i n g e r , Sp l i t 
S h o t , C l i n c h e r S i n k e r s , S n a p S w i v e l s , A s s o r t e d H o o k s , S n e l l e d H o o k s , C o r k B o b b e r s , P o p p e r 
C o r k s , a n d c o m p l e t e instruct ions. 4 1 1 p i e c e s in a l l . 

NIRESK INDUSTRIES, TORONTO 1, ONTARIO 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 
NIRESK INDUSTRIES DEPT. G7-4 
210 King St. W.. Toronto 1, Ont. 
O R D E R T O D A Y ! If you're not 1 0 0 % p leased we' l l 
refund your full purchase price promptly. 

Y O U KEEP 2 FREE T A C K L E B O X E S R E G A R D L E S S ! 
Please rush 4 J 7 pes. 3 Compfefe Fishing Sets 
NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITr PROV 
• I enclose J15.95 plus $1.00 for postage & handling. 
• Ship C .O.D. I will pay C .O.D. charges & postage. 

Ontario Residents add 5 % sales tax 

S E E PAGE 27 FOR ADDITIONAL COUPON TO ORDER THIS FISHING S E T 



B O Y S ^ 
Old ^ 

G I R L S ^ 

r MAIL 
C O U P O N 

TODAY, 

S E E PAGE 30 FOR ADDITIONAL COUPON TO JOIN THIS C L U B 

^ J U N I O R S A L E S C L U B OF CANADA, Dept. 103, Ajax, O n t . ^ 
Enrol me as a member of the J . S . C . C . and send me AT ONCE F R E E MEM
BERSHIP CARD, F R E E PRIZE Catalogue, complete with detai ls on how to 
get valuable prizes plus a supply of cards. French cards a lso available. 
• Check here if French cards desired. 

My name. 

CHEMLAB SET 
Sell only 
15 Boxes 

or GIRL'S 
WRIST WATCH 
Sell only 
15 

KODAK 
FLASH 
CAMERA KIT 
Sell only 
15 Boxes 

UKIE WALKIE-TALKIE 
Sell only 
30 Boxes 

BASEBALL 
GLOVE 
Sell only 
15 Boxes 

Print Clear ly 

Address Apt. No. 

City Zone Prov 

Parent 's Signature. 

01 TABLE 
Sell only 
15 Boxes 

BICYCLE 
ell only 
D Boxot 

Join the ORIGINAL 

Get the 

YOU WANT 
at *to c&4t €a <puc. 

GET YOUR PRIZES THIS FAST, EASY WAY 
Thousands have done it — so can you. 

OR IF YOU WISH, YOU MAY KEEP, AS YOUR PRIZE 
50c FOR EACH BOX YOU SELL 

It's so easy to sell our beautiful cards for only $1.30 per box and 
earn these valuable prizes — become a member of Junior Sales 
Club of Canada. Cards are sent to you on credit. YOU DO NOT PAY 
IN ADVANCE — we trust you. Friends, relatives and neighbours 
will be delighted with such fine cards at such a low price and they 
all carry the "Good Housekeeping" seal of quality. Many members 
have earned a prize in only a few hours. 
Pick out the prize you want, then simply fill out the coupon and 
mail it in. We will immediately send you 15 .boxes of cards. Start 
with 15 boxes even if the prize requires more. THAT'S ALL THERE 
IS TO IT. 

THE J.S.C.C. PLAN is quick and easy and lots of fun! 

GT CAR SE 
by MATTEL 

Sell only 
15 Boxes 

Sell only 
15 Boxes 

B O W SET 
Sell only 
15 Boxes 

ESTER 
CARBIN 

Sell o nly 15 Boxe 

RADIO 
Sell only 
15 Boxes 

Sell only 
30 Boxes 

ASTING SET 
'\JP Sell only 15 Boxes 

PUP TENT 
Sell only 
;5 Boxes 

S E E MASTHEAD FOR OFFICIAL S E L L I N G POLICY OF BOY SCOUTS OF CANADA 


