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ALONG T(ME WAY -- 
The slpring s a w n  is ham@lete unkss I get at least a 

couple of days of trout fisjhing in. Every spring the fever 
hits me. Z e out my tadkle, shalrpen up my Casting ann 

They were two beauties, brown and speckled as they 
lay there on the (green grass, dying. The setting was m e  of 
beautified serenity. The pond, surrounded by treerj, dive 
with nature, was a qxmtsman’s paradise. A place to forget 
tihe cares and trou8sles of the world, a t  least for a few hours. 

The sun had set or  rather it was twilight. The frogs 
were croaking from their various positions in the reds and 
bullrushes around the pond. One coultl scarcely see the float- 
ers on tihe lines. There was a slight evening !breeze IMchwing. 
It felt fresh and invigorating. It (made ripples on the surface 
of ~e pond, rilpples evemming ripples, glittering in their 
proudest moment, only to lose %heir existence on the beach. 

A warbler was heard as he dove ‘headlong I= the 
heights in the act of cntching insects. This was the note \Dad 
had been listening for. 

“We may as wdll go, Jch.  No more fish tonight,” said 
Dad with a great deal of c&ittde. 

I diu not argue. He knew the pond anxi its inhabitants 
well. We were about a half mile from the mad where we 
left %he car. We drove home contented. I had mught only 
two ibut they were Eange. Dad had swen to his credit but not 
as llarge as the ones I had caught. 

Mother had supper ready wihen we got  h m e ,  so we 
washed up and sat d m  to eat. 

“John”, said mother, “Stan dkd” 
“Yes? What ldid he say?” 
“He wants you to call him back as m n  ‘as you can”. 
“Thanks, F’U do that”. 
We were ‘hungry. After swprper I called Stan on the 

“Hdlo, istan?” 
“Just a moment please.” 
‘ZHeilb,” ibeauned a voice from the other end a€ &e line, 

d dream and wait and dream. r 

phune. 

“John?” 



**I-” I.,”...*-, J’V -1 u -. 
“John I’ve Changed my plans, 1”m ileaving in the morn- 

ing for Montreail. You can be ready iby then? You see I’m 
overdue now.” 

“Sure Stan, I’ll ibe ready.” 
Boy, I’ll have to hustle. Nothing packed yet and only a 

‘Worn! Fm leaving in the morning.” 

“John! but you’re not ready!” 

‘Stan is ‘leaving in the morning, I have no choice.” 

Father was seated‘ in a roeking chair, ibesrpmtaded, and 
reading bhe evening paper. I noticed a strange expression on 
his face. I then turned and looked at mother. The same ex- 
pression. A sixth Sense told me that something was brewing. 

)Mother finally broke the silence. 
“‘Must you go away this surmuner?” Then she paused. 

‘“hy don’t you stay home .this summer and help Dad on the 
farm? We need your help now. Bid1 is away and does not in- 
tend to m e  home this summer. So yau see %he prdblem. 
Another thing, John, well, I shall put it this way. Parents 
like to know bheir own children. You have been away fm 
home since yoll were fifteen. First it was to high sohooll and 
now wllege. And then away somewhere to work for the 
summer. The only time we spent together was the weekads  
you got ifrcun school. It is a depressing Uhought; actually it is 
a very depressing thought for your father and me,” 

You see, these words struck me. I was t r m  in the 
middle. I had to deliberate, yea, even further, weigh out my 
mother’s address. But, it had to be done quidkly. 

“John, there is something else I want to say.” Again 
she paused. “Your gather and ‘I have \been taking things over 
arid we reached the conclusion that you should not go to that 
army camp in Montreal this summer. We do not &ink that 
an a m y  camp is a proper place for any young college b y ,  
John. We are alder than you and have more experience than 
you. Your Uncle was in the amy during the First World 
War and he tdd us what the a m y  was ljke. It is only a 
place for roughnecks. We have heard lots of people who 
talk atbout it too. And the things tlhey said about it were not 
very nice. As ;Mrs. Brown said the other day, “I wouldn’t 
allow a son of mine to join the amy”! 

few hours &o get ready. 

- 

I 



\ 
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time wishing with all my heart that the opposite was tha 
pening. 

We were in no special hurry gbecause we were 
make it a two day trip. We travelled UQ the coast 
Brunswick. It was a Ibeautiiul day. New Brunswick, o 

coast of New Brumwick. They have not lost. any 
original flavor. They picture a rugged life but a plea 

Stan was a self-educated individual. His formal 
tion was limited, but that was due to circumstances, 

back home, Stan?” 

is dose enough for them to pick it up.’’ 
‘‘Maybe. If the peopIe can afford T.V. sets and a station 

“I sqppose you’ll go (back home then and set up shop?’’ 

‘“oh! well, perhaps it is for the better, T.V. also has its 

iStan did not answer. We were now entering Bathurst. 

“It is too ‘bad,” I said somewhat dejededily to Stan, 
“that we should not have more small industries operating on 
the Island.” 

defects in exes.’’ 

“Wihat, for example?” querid Stan. 

“Well, I was thinking that if we codd have more canner- 
ies or more modern fish proutessing plants or even starch fac- 
tories. Another industry that has been neglected on the Is- 
land is that of Irish Moss. Why do we not process it m- 



instead of sending it thousands of miles to ibe pmces- 

imagination was really {beginning to function. Stan 
s I did, 4hat these were merely hypothetical exam.p 
what hurt both of us was that $here was a g a i n  of 
them. At least, on Ithe Island we had fresh air to 

At five o’clock in the evening we arrived at  Campbell- 

Valley. I have ‘both 
bhe valley. iseen in 
of all Eastern Cana- 

‘Stan”, I asked, “what is a FrenohCanadim?” 

special Canadian heritage.” 

The Freneheanadiain village !has several c?haracteristics 



60 St. Dunstan’s Red and White 

of its o m .  We passed $hrough many af them on our trip. 
They looked so cozy. They are full of vigor, literally, beam- 
ing with life, hewed out with great care from the grey gran- 
ite rocks orf their Province. 

The next day at sunrise we were again on our way. We 
passed through sma’ll FrenchGanadian tams which sue- 
ceeded each other in kaleidoscopic fashion. The front doors 
of the shops and homes open gracticaliy on the street. The 
endless Pne of tourist cabins, travel lodges, motels and sum- 
mer cottages whieh dominated the shorelines of the St. Law- 
rence from Qu- City to Montreal on ~bbh sides of the 
river clearly indicated that other people besides ourselves 
enjoyed the scenery and out-of-doors *Bfe offered by this 
particular part of the Province orf Quebec. We crossed the 
bridge and on up to ISherbrmke St. East. We were in Mont- 
real. Stan drove me to the camp. 

‘Tll see you this weekend Stan”. 

I wajked to the Orderly Room. 
“TF 75596 2pLt. John - - - - reporting, Sir”. 

“TF 75596”, he flipped over several sheets, “Oh! here i t  

‘“Field Qps Coy, hut 16, room 23,-report to R & D at 

is.” 

0830 hrs. tomorraw.” 

“Right, Sir. Goodevening”, I saluted and left. 

Orderly Officers are always impersonal, I thought to 
myself. They have to ibe. Otherwise-. I went to bed. 5.30 I 
was up again. The a m y  routine ’begins then for 1persmnel 
under training. The bathroom was in a hdmb. 

“Hi, John,” echoed from all its occupants. 

“Hi, fellows, what’s the stir?” 

“Haven’t you heard?” 

“No.” 

“We leave for a two week seheme this morning.” 

“What? Oh Hell! Not a scheme.” 

“Yes, and an infantry one too.” 
“Eut we had our infantry training ‘last year.” 
“Oh! this is a rdfresher course.” 
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I washed and shaved reluctantly. I did not want to go 
on scheme so soon. I was fresh from college and not tough- 
ened up enough for the grind. But, what was I talking about? 
Mine’s not to reason vvhy; mine’s to do or die. 

The next morning I found myself disembarking from an 
a m y  bus in the middle d nowhere. The site picked tor the 
scheme by headquarters was on a mountainside. The scen- 
ery was beautiful, but urould we ‘have time to appreciate it? 

I land in time to go on parade. I did not have time to 
get ready so I ‘went on parade the way I was. M j .  rifle had 
not been cleaned that morning. Sure enough, rifle inspection, 
and I stood there in line, sweating and waiting, and very ill 
at ease, holding my rifle at the port. The inspection officer 
toak one look at  it and yelled: 

“Is this your rifle?” 

Yes, Sir.” 

“There’s a bird’s nest in it.” 

“Yes, sir.” 
‘Disgraceful, the dirtiest rifle I have sem in twenty 

“Yes, Sir.” 

“Sergeant, get this horrible little man’s name.” 

“Yes, Sir,” retorted the sergeant with a [beaming smile. 

That night I had to go sentry duty from 0200 to 0400 
hrs. I had to learn the hard way. Soldier kwp thinking, 901- 
diw be more solicitous in the future. Soldier, I thought to my- 
self, keep your head up and your nose clean. 

That night I walked alone on the mountain side. The 
company were all tuakd  in their sleeping bags. It was 
lonely. I sat on the edge of a thicket about thirty yards in 
front of the trenches and my sleeping ’buddies. What was I 
doing there? Why shouldn’t ‘I ibe sleeping? I had erred but 
was 1 culpable? If I was on civy street I could have told the 
boss to go to hell and got anoaher jdb, but this was a differ- 
ent situation, I had no right to do such a thing. From my 
position on the mountain side I could see the flickering 
lights glitterinig from the windows of bhe h m e s  ‘below on 
the plain. A road wound its way along the foot of the moun- 
tain and am interrupted stream of headlights flowed by, 
tourists mainly I suppsed, heading bauk to Montreal after 

years.” 
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a holiday in the country. Hour I lcmged to [be in one of those 
cars instead of standing guard on a makeiklieve ,battle 
field, in tlhe middle of night, cold, lonely, and unhappy. I 
Med to think but my emotions intervened. wlhy am I here 
standing like a jackass I was Ibecoming ironical even at  my 
own expense. !Make believe! Why this stuff is only for child- 
ren. 43ildren like to play cwvtboys and Indians. Sure, that's 
it, Cowboys and Indians. Why should I go for that? I am a 
grm man. What shall I do - - - go tell the C!O that I want 
a dischange or  shall1 I string along. Maybe I can take this 
sort of stuff for a couple of weeks. But why should I? There 
was the hitch. It was an unseemingly small word at  first, 
but the more I pondered on it the more important it became. 
Why? Maybe I am looking at  $he aim d the scheme through 
the wrong lens. Maybe this chicken stuff does make sense, 
but how? 1 recalled the words of the 2'/c who gave us a 
lecture that afternoon. 

"The aim of this schme is to give YQU some idea of 
battle-field conditions. - - - Gentlemen, although things may 
go wrong, although you may think you are getting a rough 
deal, don't forget that the morale of your troops is of prim- 
ary importance. Never do anything to that morale of your 
unit, and do everything you can to foster it." 

I was ashamed of myself. I was chicken, I considered 
myself mature but now I knew that this was not quite true. 
I still had much to learn. 

I began to reflect over the past few days. Did I gain 
anything from them in the way of personal development? 
Why, certainly I had. I had many things to be thankful for, 
little incidents mainly, that happened during the week. They 
all contributed some little tbing. An impression, an attitude, 
a concrete fact, or some other actuality was abstracted 
frm each singular incident. The impressions one has in- 
fluence adiom, and the same can be said for facts. The way 
a person acts depends upon the type of personality he has. 
So you can see that the little incidents, the fishing trip, see- 
ondly my ,parents' charge, then one could enumerate the 
trip to Montreal and finally the dirty rifle episode are of 
small importance as !isolated events, 'but in the over-all pic- 
ture of life they are very important. 

-RALPH GAUDI3" '55 
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