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for June
If you could travel all around the world you’d be am azed probably at the number of 

places that are remembered because of meetings that happened there. Almost everywhere 
you go, someone is sure to point out an old gray house or a monument and say —  “ That’s 
where they met. That's where history was m ade.”  In England, they’ll show you a little island 
in the Thames and say, “ That’s where King John met the barons, on a June morning like this, 
seven centuries ag o .”

There are places like this in Canad a , too. In Prince Edward Island, for instance, in 
Charlottetown, they'll point out a time-darkened building and say, “ That’s where the Fathers 
of Confederation met. That's where Canada was born .”  Maybe there’s a famous meeting- 
place in your own town.

W hy is it that people remember these meeting-places —  for generations, often for cen
turies, sometimes long after the names of the kings and their battles have been forgotten? It’s 
because meetings —  more than good kings and bad kings, more than battles lost and battles 
won —  meetings make history. It’s meetings that turn ideas into action.

Look at one of your Junior Red Cross meetings, for exam ple. Somebody gets an idea 
for a new project. It may be quite a small idea to start with, but as you discuss it, and add 
your own ideas to it, it grows and becomes a plan. The plan keeps on growing, working through 
the whole of your group until, days or weeks later, it turns into action. The action may not be 
very big —  a new hot-lunch programme, or a visit to a hospital —  still it is important. You have 
taken an idea, you have given it strength and purpose, and you have used it to make a 
real difference in your school and your community. That is what people mean when they 
talk about “ making history.”  r

Now, take this picture of a Junior Red Cross meeting and magnify it several million times. 
Instead of Juniors from one classroom you have men and women representing nations in every 
part of the world. Instead of making plans for one school or one community they are dis
cussing ways of bringing better health, greater happiness and security to all of the world ’s 
people. That would be a page out of tomorrow’s history books!

And that is exactly what is going to happen —  this summer, here in C an ad a . On July 
23rd, in Toronto, delegates from sixty-eight national Societies, and from seventy-two govern
ments will be meeting for the 18th International Red Cross Conference. That is a date for every 
Junior to remember. Remember that you are represented at this meeting —  you and 41 mil
lion Juniors throughout the world. Remember, too, that the purpose of this great meeting is 
your purpose —  to make a new future, and a happier history for tomorrow’s world.

OUR JUNE COVER
They met in G eneva .
Jop Quanjer comes from H olland. He and ten other 
Juniors made a study visit to Geneva last summer. At 
the headquarters of the League of Red Cross Societies 
they saw  d isp lays of artwork and handcrafts from 
Juniors in a ll parts of the w orld . (You w ill be reading 
more about these Juniors and their experiences on 
page 14 .)
“ Corporal C a n a d a ”  comes from A lberta . Juniors at 
Colonel W a lke r Junior High School in C a lg a ry  dressed 
him in his “ M ountie”  costume and sent him to Geneva 
with a message of friendship for Juniors everywhere.
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This is a story about a tree. 
Our fam ily tree.

&
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You have heard people say that 
the Red Cross is like a fam ily, 
a great fam ily to which millions 
of people of many nations 
belong. The things that make 

us a fam ily, of course, are the things that we share 
—  a name, an idea and a purpose.

Perhaps you nave seen a real fam ily tree —  one of 
those complicated diagrams that trace one’s family 
through a lot of generations. They don’t look much 
like trees, rea lly , except that they have a lot of 
branches. Our Red Cross fam ily tree (if anybody 
could draw it) would be even more complicated, and 
it would look more like a real tree. It would show 
how our fam ily idea has grown and spread, from one 
person to another, from one nation to another.

To begin with, the idea was small enough to put into 
four words, Henri Dunant’s words: “ A ll men are 
brothers.’ ’ A  lot of people who heard those famous 
words just nodded their heads and said “ Quite so .” 
(The w ay you might look at an acorn and say, “ Oh 
yes. An aco rn .” ) But Henri Dunant worked hard to 

plant his idea and make it grow. In the spring of 1863 he met with 
four other Genevan gentlemen to discuss his idea and the plans that 
might grow from it. A  year later representatives of a dozen European 
states signed the first G eneva Convention. That was the first International 
Red Cross Conference. The idea was growing. The tree was showing 
its first green leaves.

You have seen the “ rings of growth”  in the cross-section of a tree trunk, 
and you know that these rings tell the tree’s history. Each one means 
that the tree has grown a year stronger, that its roots have struck deeper 
and its branches spread w ider over the earth. W hen you look at the 
history of our Red Cross fam ily you can see growth-rings like that.

They are the great fam ily gatherings— International Red 
Cross Conferences— that have taken p lace regularly ever 
since that first meeting in G eneva . Each one has been 
broader and stronger than the last. Each one has given 
new strenath and breadth to our work in the world.

This summer, in Toronto, almost a thousand men 
and women from all parts of the world w ill be 
meeting for the 18th International Red Cross Con
ference. They are meeting because, like the five 
men who met in G eneva long ago, they believe in 
one idea , and because they believe that in a 
crowded and troubled world there is still room for 
this great idea to grow.%
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The Warrior
IN THE old days of chiv
alry ( i f  you believe what 
the story-books tell you) 
the world was full o f bold 
adventurers. “ Knights er
rant”  the story-books call 
them. They went rush
ing about the world on 
horseback, defying all dangers, defend
ing noble causes, rescuing damsels in dis
tress, fighting terrible dragons. They call
ed themselves by strange-sounding names, 
and they usually had some special emblem 
or “ device”  painted on their armour, or a 
special banner to wave furiously when 
they went out to do battle or seek adven
ture. When they came home (even knights 
errant have to come home sometimes) they 
had all sorts o f strange tales to tell.

“ Yes,”  you say, “ but that was once 
upon a time— ”

This is a story about a knight errant 
who is alive today. He has ridden horse
back— and ridden planes and ships and 
jeeps— into all kinds o f danger and into 
many strange adventures. It is his business 
to defend— not princesses, but ordinary 
people in distress. It is his business to de
fend a noble cause, and to fight a real 
dragon— the dragon o f human suffering 
— wherever he may meet it. Like the story
book knights he has a banner to fight 
under, and an emblem to wear, a red cross 
on a white ground. Like many of them, 
he has a strange-sounding name. He is 
called “ the warrior without weapons.”

His real name is quite ordinary— Dr. 
Marcel Junod, and he is a citizen o f Swit
zerland. His official title is Delegate of the 
International Committee of the Red Cross. 
He is one of a small group o f men who go 
to all parts of the world, whenever and 
wherever there is war, to help and pro
tect the wounded, the prisoners and the 
ordinary people who are caught in the 
trap o f other people’s battles. While 
enemies are taking sides and fighting with 
guns and bombs for this or that idea, for

this boundary or that, 
these men are fighting for 
humanity. Their only 
weapon is a symbol —  
a red cross on a white 
ground —  and the idea 
that symbol stands for.

We can’t tell the whole 
of Dr. Junod’s story here, but we can tell 
you a few o f the stories he has brought 
back from his travels —

There was war in Abyssinia in 1936. 
Dr. Junod was sent to the capital city, 
Addis-Abbaba. One day, not long after 
his arrival, he was handed a telegram. An 
ambulance, marked with the Red Cross, 
had been bombed. “  . . . doctor in charge 
seriously wounded.”  How and why had 
this happened?

Dr. Junod and a young Swedish pilot 
took off from the capital’s airport, headed 
(they hoped) for the remote jungle out
post where the ambulance had last been 
reported. For many hours the tiny plane 
flew low over the green carpet o f tropical 
jungle. Evening drew on as they circled 
the country where the ambulance ought to 
be. Still no sight of it, of a Red Cross flag, 
or anything to show them the way. Fuel 
was running low. Then they sighted a 
back-yard clearing and a village, and de
cided to land. Perhaps the natives would 
help.

As they climbed out of the plane and 
began to walk toward the village, woolly 
heads popped up from behind bushes, be
hind trees— unsmiling, unfriendly faces. 
Dr. Junod stopped still in the middle of 
the clearing. He thought over the five 
Abyssinian words he knew. “ Denesti- 
ligne!”  he shouted (that was hello). “ Kay 
Mascal!”  he added (that meant “ Red 
Cross” ). The faces looked puzzled; they 
frowned. "Haile Selassie,”  he piped. (The 
King’s name should mean something to 
them!) The faces stared blankly.

Suddenly— he had no idea why he did
JUNE, 1952 5



it— Dr. Junod leaned back and yodelled 
like a herdsman in his own Swiss mount
ains. Just as suddenly, there was a crowd 
of natives around him, all smiling and 
laughing. They talked in arm-wavings and 
strange noises. Did they know where the 
brrr-r-put-put had gone? Yes, it was just 
over there— not far— they would show 
him. But first, would he teach them how 
to make the wonderful noise, how to yo-le- 
oh-ho-hoo—

There was war in Spain in 1937— civil 
war. All week long, in his tiny office in 
Valencia, Dr. Junod talked to wives and 
mothers, sisters and aunts. He tried to give 
them what hope he could, what news he 
could, o f the men who had been taken 
prisoner by the enemy. On the weekends 
he went to a little seaside place to rest and 
to be alone for a little.

One Sunday, walking on the beach, he 
met an old fisherman mending his nets. 
The old man looked up, and he smiled 
a wrinkled, sunburned smile, shyly, hope
fully. “ They tell me, senor, that you are 
from the Red Cross?”

Dr. Junod knew what that meant. “ Who 
is it?”  he asked. “ Who is missing?”

“ José,”  the old man muttered. “ My 
son José.”  José was just twenty years old. 
Six months ago he had been reported miss
ing on the Madrid front. Since then, no 
news— no news at all.

Dr. Junod went back to Valencia. That 
week, and the week after that he tried to 
get news o f José— José and a thousand 
others like him. The next weekend, and 
the weekend after that, he went back to 
the seaside village. He met the old fisher
man again, and twice, three times, he an
swered his question: “ No. No news.”

Then, one day, there was news. At last 
the Red Cross message-form had come 
through— a printed postcard, a few words 
and José’s signature. He was a prisoner, 
but he was alive!

Dr. Junod jumped into his car and took 
the shortest road to the village. He found 
the old man, down by the wharves, and as 
soon as be saw him he shouted “ News!

Good news!”  He put the postcard in the 
old man’s gnarled brown hands. José’s 
father couldn’t read, but he knew all the 
same what the message meant.

After a moment he looked up, and 
smiled. “ I have nothing but my boat, 
señor,”  he said. “ Take it.”

There was war in the world in 1941.
Driving along a road in Germany, Dr. 

Junod shuddered in the dawn wind, and 
shuddered again as he caught first sight 
of the steel-grey towers o f the fortress—  
another prisoner-of-war camp.

But when the great steel gates clanged 
behind him, he seemed to be in a different 
world. There were rows of wooden huts—  
like a little village, he thought— neat, al
most cheerful. Twenty-nine for living 
quarters, the officer o f the guard explain
ed, two for meals and one for meetings.

He spent an hour with the prisoners in 
their meeting hall. How were the meals? 
Well— they weren’t like mother used to 
make— but not bad, not bad at all. Were 
they getting their Red Cross parcels? Oh 
yes, just like clockwork. Any complaints? 
“ Sure,”  said a young Canadian. “ We want 
to go home!”  But no, there were no real 
complaints.

It was a pleasant hour, and quickly 
spent. Through it all Dr. Junod kept re
membering other prisoners’ camps he had 
seen in other years. And his eyes kept 
going back to a piece of paper tacked to 
the wall of the hut, printed in big type, 
printed in English for everyone to read. 
“ . . . Treatment of Prisoners o f War”  it 
said— it was the text o f the Geneva Con
vention, the reason for this miracle.

A thought struck him, and he smiled. 
It was as if one o f those knights in a fairy
tale were to come to a strange castle in a 
strange land, and find his own banner fly
ing from the ramparts. That piece o f 
paper was like a flag, the warrior thought, 
a small, bright flag to show that here, at 
least the fight for humanity had not been 
l o s t . ______________________________
These stories come from Dr. Junod's book WARRIOR 
WITHOUT WEAPONS, published by Jonathan Cape Ltd. 
in England and by Clarke, Irwin & Co. Ltd. in Canada.

$ THE CANADIAN RED CROSS JUNIOR



C O R N E R S  OF C A N A D A

Mackenzie House
LYN HARRINGTON

“ WELL, we won that election from 
the Lamily Compact!”  said the reformers. 
“ Let’s make Will Mackenzie the mayor. 
He’ll speak up for us little fellows.”

The little town of York had just been 
enlarged, and changed its name to To
ronto, that year of 1835. The hot- 
tempered William Lyon Mackenzie be
came the first mayor of the City o f To
ronto.

Mackenzie wasn’t mayor for very long. 
He was not popular with the rich people, 
nor with the government o f Upper Can
ada. He criticized them all the time. He 
believed that the common people should 
have a vote, and elect their own represen
tatives, instead of having the same few 
wealthy people do the governing.

Most of his ideas were very good, but 
he went about things the wrong way. He 
travelled around the country, stirring up 
discontent and finally rebellion. Of 
course, the Governor o f Upper Canada 
didn’t like that at all. He put a bounty 
o f £1000 on Mackenzie’s head.

“ What!”  snorted the little Scots- 
Canadian. “ Well, my head is worth ten 
of his any day.”  Mackenzie posted a re
ward of £100 for the capture of the 
Governor.

The rebellion did not last very long. 
The discontented men were not well arm
ed. Besides, they didn’t want to kill any
one. The soldiers didn’t want to shoot 
their own countrymen, either.

The battle was all over in a few min
utes. Most of the rebels ran away, in
cluding Mackenzie. He stayed in the 
United States for twelve years.

Photo courtesy o f the Star N ew spaper Service

Toronto has several memorials to “ the 
little rebel” . The newest, which is also 
the oldest, is the house where Mackenzie 
lived in Toronto. When he came back 
after his exile, he was at once elected to 
the government.

He was very poor, and had a great 
many debts. “ Let’s club together and buy 
a house for Mackenzie,”  his friends said. 
“ That will show him that we appreciate 
what he has done for Canada.”

They found a place, the centre section 
of a 3-house building. It was at 82 Bond 
Street —  the street named for his old 
enemy, the Governor of Upper Canada. 
It cost $4,435.00, which was a lot of 
money to collect in those days.

Mackenzie was old now, and sick —  
he was very glad to have a home o f his 
own. He died there, three years later.

The house was sold, and finally be
came a rooming house. It grew old and 
shabby, In 1935, it was to be torn down. 
“ We can’t let that happen,”  said a To
ronto business man. Mr. T. Wilbur Best 
had made a hobby o f Canadian history, 
and he bought the house.

Now the house belongs to Canada. Mr. 
Best and a group o f interested friends 
have restored it as a library and museum. 
You may visit it any afternoon in the 
week, including Sunday. Be sure to look 
for the proclamation on the wall. “ £1000 
to anyone who will apprehend and deliver 
to justice William Lyon Mackenzie.”
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VERA L. DAYE

PIERRE is a brown-eyed, black-haired 
boy who lives in Shediac, New Brunswick.

He is ten years old, and his last name 
is LeBlanc. Pierre and his family are 
descended from the Acadians, the very 
earliest settlers in the Maritime Provinces.

Although Pierre is French, he can 
speak English as well as anyone. Some
times when he is playing with his friends, 
he will talk half in French, half in Eng
lish, switching back and forth from one 
sentence to another.

Early on the morning o f his tenth birth
day his father said to him: “ Pierre, I 
need your help in the lobster boat today. 
Come with me.”

Pierre had often been in his father’s 
boat, but he had never been asked to help 
before. His eyes shone as he pulled on his 
tall rubber boots.

He picked up an armload of oval 
wooden floats painted black and red. He 
carried them across the grassy turf to 
the beach below his home.

Out on the water, his father’s boat was 
one o f ten or twelve at anchor, bobbing 
up and down with the tide. Fishermen 
were rowing out to them and stowing

ierre of Shediac
dozens o f wooden lobster traps and gaily 
painted floats aboard.

Pierre climbed into his green rowboat 
and rowed out with his load. Then he 
returned for more floats and the big traps. 
The coarse twine mesh on the traps had 
been freshly tarred. Pierre liked the 
sharp smell of the tar.

He watched his father stack the traps 
one on top of the other. He piled them 
in the stern until the boat would hold no 
more.

“ The gun goes at noon,”  his father told 
him, “ at the high tide.”

Pierre ran home to get his heaviest 
jacket. Although the sun was high in the 
sky, it was still early May and it would 
be cold out in the Strait.

When he returned to the beach, his 
father hustled him into the motor boat 
and started the engine. With the anchor 
up, they headed slowly out through the 
Bay. Once they were past the sand bars 
of Shediac Island, Pierre’s father fo l
lowed the channel into the Strait of 
Northumberland. The channel was marked 
by buoys that bobbed in the water like 
little, round, red barrels.

Soon all the lobster boats were strung 
out in a long line up the Strait. Pierre 
and his father had nothing to do but sit 
and wait for the gun.

All at once —  BOOM —  the starting 
signal echoed across the water.

Around them came the sudden thunder 
o f noisy engines exploding into life. Their 
own boat quivered and leapt under their 
feet like a live thing.

The race was on! The lobster season
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in the Northumberland Strait was open.
“ Why do we have to race to the fishing 

grounds?”  asked Pierre.
“ To give every fisherman a fair 

chance,”  his father explained. “ You see, 
all the fishing grounds are open and free 
to everyone. The speediest boat and the 
best skipper can win the best fishing place 
and keep it for the season.”

“ Will we win this time?”  shouted 
Pierre above the roar of the engine.

“ We’ll try!”  his father grinned back.
Pierre crouched behind the spray-hood 

up in the bow. He wondered how his 
father could tell which was the best spot.

“ How far out do we go?”  he asked.
“ About five miles.”
As the icy spray stung his cheeks, 

Pierre remembered how warm it had been 
last Sunday for the blessing ceremony. 
He and his sister Suzette had put on their 
best clothes to march in the bright pro
cession that wound its way to the wharf.

The fishing boats were decorated for 
the occasion with flags and coloured bunt
ing. The children had listened solemnly 
as the village priest asked a blessing for 
the fleet and prayed for its safety on the 
treacherous waters. Afterwards, Pierre’s 
father, as the owner of the biggest and 
fastest boat, had the honour o f taking 
the priest for a sail around 
Shediac Bay.

Now, with a cold wind tearing at 
his jacket, Pierre looked up and 
down the Strait. The whole long 
stretch of water looked the same to

him. But not to his father. The LeBlanc 
boat was well in front of the rest now, 
and it seemed to know where it was going.

“ Voila! Here we are!”  said Pierre’s 
father.

The engine idling, the skipper and his 
new helper began to stake out their claim. 
It was Pierre’s job to put the bait, dried 
herring, on a small spearhead in the cen
tre of each trap. Then, his father cast 
the lines out over the water. Every twelve 
feet or so, there were shorter lines that 
held the wooden lobster pots with the bait 
and rock weights. These trawl lines were 
buoyed up by the red and black floats 
Pierre had carried.

Pierre was very tired when he reached 
home that evening. The next day, though, 
he was as eager as his father to go out 
and see if their catch had been good.

The red and black floats showed up 
well against the white-capped, blue-green 
water.

Pierre hauled on the lines with his 
father. The first pot came up. He counted
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quickly, "un —  deux —  trois —  cinq 
sept”  —  seven lobsters!

Then he pulled a crate along the bottom 
of the boat and watched as his father 
lifted each squirming lobster from the 
wet trap and placed it in the slatted one.

“ Bait the traps again,”  his father said.
Some traps had other things besides 

lobsters. Pierre saw crabs and sculpins 
and mussels. He threw them back into 
the water.

As he picked up each lobster, Pierre’s 
father wedged a sharp, three-cornered 
wooden plug into the joint o f their large 
crusher claws.

“ Why are you doing that?”  said Pierre.
“ To keep the lobsters from fighting and 

chewing each other to pieces,”  replied his 
f ather.

“ But won’t they nip you?”
“ Not if you hold them properly.”
Before long, the crate was full of a 

dull greenish mass, always moving.
“ What are they doing?”  asked Pierre.
“ Breathing,”  said the skipper. “ Lob

sters can live almost two weeks out of 
water if the air is cool and their gills 
are kept moist.”

When the last trap was hauled dripping 
from the sea, Pierre noticed two shells 
with a delicate creamy-pink lining. Each 
one was ridged on the outside. Like the 
ripples in the sand on the beach, he 
thought.

“ Whelks,”  his father said. “ They eat 
the bait sometimes before the lobsters can 
get it, and then the lobsters eat them.”

“ May I have them?”  asked Pierre. 
“ They’re very pretty.”

That evening, after Pierre and his 
father had sold their catch to the cannery 
on shore, Pierre ran home to find his 
sister. He found her playing on the 
shore.

“ Suzette,”  he called. “ Come close your 
eyes and I’ll give you a surprise.”

Little Suzette held out her hands. Into 
them, Pierre dropped his two whelk 
shells.

“ Oh, Pierre, these are the loveliest 
shells. Merci, merci!”  she smiled. “ And

now, I have a surprise for you. Can you
0 9?guess:

Pierre shook his head.
“ While you were away with Father 1 

dug a bucket of clams on the flats. A 
whole bucket! We’re going to have 
steamed clams and butter for supper!”

“ Little fisherman!”  Pierre smiled down 
at her.

“ Like you —  ”  Suzette grinned back 
impishly. They laughed, then raced to
gether over the sands to home and supper.

OUR BOOKSHELF
This month's book is LITTLE GIANT,
written by O live Knox and published by
the Ryerson Press.

Why does everyone enjoy a good story? 
Isn’t it because the people in it seem 
alive?

You sometimes hear people say that 
history is “ dry”  or “ dead.”  But Cana
dian history is alive with the adventures 
o f people whose everyday living was as 
exciting as any story book.

Henry Kelsey was one of those people. 
He came from England as a boy of four
teen to find adventure in the New World, 
in the service of the Hudson’s Bay Com
pany. He found what he was looking for. 
From the day he landed adventure fo l
lowed breath-taking adventure.

Before he was nineteen he had seen 
things that no Englishman had seen be
fore— the musk-ox in the wild country 
to the north, the great herds of buffalo on 
the western plains. He had done things 
that no one else had dared to do. He had 
sat in council with the fierce and warlike 
Blackfoot Indians.

As you read the story of the Little 
Giant, you will feel that history is coming 
alive and you are living in it. With Henry 
Kelsey you will explore the trackless, un
charted wastes westward and northward. 
You will know what it is like to feast with 
the Indians, and starve with them as 
he did. You will share the dangers of 
forest fires and treacherous rivers and 
face all the challenges o f Kelsey’s daring 
journeys.
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While we have been telling you about 
this summer’s International Red Cross 
Conference, perhaps you have been think
ing, “ It sounds wonderful, but how does 
it work? What will it be like?”

You have a working model o f this great 
conference right in your classroom. Your 
Junior Red Cross meeting works, as this 
international meeting does, through shared 
ideas and shared responsibility. Your 
purpose, too, is the same —  to put Red 
Cross ideals into action.

*)t <i it&e ttU&...
WE PLAN— Red Cross action, in the 
classroom or in the international 
sphere, begins with free discussion. 
Juniors at Bearspaw School, near C a l
gary , are planning a new project.

WE SHARE— A “  penny p arad e" is a 
picture of shared responsib ility. In 
your Branch and in the whole of the 
Red Cross world the w ay of sharing 
is the w ay to service.

AND — we share our w ork, too. On 
the left, you see four of the Juniors at 
Bearspaw  School working together on 
one of their projects, a portfolio for 
international exchange.

WE SERVE— Add planning, sharing and 
working together. These are the results: 
A Junior Red Cross Branch sends school 
kits overseas; the International Red Cross 
helps millions of needy people.
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Cun *?xie«ieU,
Forty-one million Juniors in the world 

today are working together. They are 
working as a group o f friends, because 
they like to do things together, and be
cause there is a job they all want to do. 
It’s a big job that you and your friends, 
here and in other lands, have undertaken 
— the job of bringing better health, better 
understanding and happiness to all the 
world’s people.

IN GERMANY Juniors find new ideas for 
service— as well as a lot of new English words 
— in the magazines sent to them by the 
American Junior Red Cross.

IN TURKEY Ju niors are working— just 
as you are— for health and safety in 
their communities. Here four Juniors 
are practising first aid.

IN JAPAN Juniors are learning about 
their friends in other lands through the 
International Art Programme. This 
school has contributed many paintings 
to the Programme.

IN THE UNITED STATES, at a school for 
the blind, Juniors are making a port
folio to take the story of their country 
to Juniors in England.
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IN NORW AY Ju niors pack gift boxes. The 
other two pictures show refugee children in 
Germ any with their presents from N orw ay.

S v & u f t v & m e .  .  .

·.

Stories about international friendship 
come from every country where Junior 
Red Cross is organized. Here is a story 
that comes from Norway.

Norwegian Juniors heard about the 
thousands of refugee children in Germany 
who were living in crowded camps and 
shelters, without the things that children 
need to make them comfortable and 
happy. They had no toys. Many of them 
hadn’t enough clothes. Of course the 
Juniors wanted to help.

Hundreds of gift boxes came to Junior 
Red Cross head-quarters in Oslo from 
schools all over the country. Then the 
day came when Mrs. Nielson, the Secre
tary of Junior Red Cross was to take the 
gifts to Germany.

She came to Hamburg, and to the shel
ter where the first hundred boxes were to 
be given out. It was a gloomy-looking 
building that had once been a gymnasium. 
Inside were dozens of little cubicles divid
ed by lengths of sacking strung on poles. 
Each room was a family’s home.

When the boxes were distributed it was 
as if bright summer sunshine had burst 
into the dingy hall. Here a little girl was 
hugging a doll, the first she had ever 
owned: there a boy was trying on a new 
pair o f bright red socks. Others were

crowding around Mrs. Nielson, clamour
ing for her to read the letter that came 
with each box —  a letter from a friend 
in Norway.

“ 1 wished,”  Mrs. Nielson said after
wards, “ that the Juniors who wrote those 
letters, and all the other Juniors, could 
have been in Hamburg that day to see, 
as I saw, what international friendship 
can mean.”
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The future starts now!

YOU HAVE often heard people give 
speeches that end up something like this: 
“ Young people—·”  (or “ Members of 
Junior Red Cross— ” ) “ — the future
belongs to you!”  That sounds fine, but 
somehow, sometimes, it doesn’t sound as 
exciting as it ought to. Sometimes it gives 
you the sort of feeling you might have 
if a stranger were to hand you a golden 
key and say: “ This is the key to a 
wonderful castle in a distant country—  
and it’s yours!”  “ But where is this 
castle?”  you say. “ How do I get there?”  
And the stranger shakes his head and 
smiles, “ I ’m sorry— I can’t tell you that.”  

In Junior Red Cross, though, we can 
answer our own questions— “ Where is 
it?” — “ How do we get there?”  Our De
claration o f Service tells us how to get 
from where we are to where we want to 
be, from the kind o f world we are living 
in today to the kind o f world we would 
like to find in the years after tomorrow. 
The lines on the map are clearly marked, 
the road of service and international 
friendship leading to a peaceful world 
community —  the castle o f the future.

And yet all this seems a long way off. 
We know that we are going in the right 
direction, but the road stretches on and 
on ahead of us. One portfolio, one gift 
to children in another land— how many 
miles is that? If we could see this future 
o f ours, not just as an idea, but as some
thing real and alive— if we could live in 
the future, even for an hour or two—  

That’s exactly what did happen to a 
hundred or so Juniors, in Europe last 
summer. They saw the ideal o f inter
national friendship, not as something that

ought to happen, or something that could 
happen— but as something that was hap
pening, right there and right then, and 
happening to - them. Writing about it, 
Collette Marillier whose home is in France 
said, “ It was Europe in little, Europe of 
peace and friendship, Europe of the 
future.”

Now, all this sounds very wonderful 
indeed— but what exactly happened? In 
two towns, one in England and one in 
Holland, Juniors from twelve European 
countries met for international study 
centres. Eleven of these Juniors made a 
study visit to the international head
quarters of Red Cross in Geneva.

Perhaps to you as you read it, all this 
seems a long way off, too— almost as far 
away as the future. But after the study 
centres and the visit to Geneva, every one 
o f these Juniors felt that they had found 
out important and exciting things about 
Red Cross and Junior Red Cross, and 
about the future— things that they wanted 
to share with every other Junior in the 
world. That is why we are telling you 
their story.

Thirty-seven Juniors came to the study 
centre at Barnett Hill near London, Eng
land. They came from Belgium, Den
mark, Eire, France, Germany, Great 
Britain, the Netherlands, Norway, Sweden 
and Yugoslavia. Some observers came 
from other countries as well, from Austria 
and from Switzerland.

The purpose o f the study centre was to 
further international friendship and to get 
a clearer picture o f the great international 
organization to which all Juniors belong. 
Each Junior had something to add to this
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AT BARNETT H IU IN GENEVA

picture, and each one had a great deal to 
learn. The group worked together for 
eight days at Barnett Hill. During the 
whole course they worked in five interna
tional groups, each one led by a Junior 
from a different country.

The language problem was overcome 
by using practical methods as much as 
possible —  by doing instead o f talking. 
The lectures were given in English —  
slowly, and with pauses now and then 
to make sure that everyone had under
stood. Each section kept its own log-book 
with descriptions and illustrations —  a 
really international record of the study 
centre.

The theme of the study centre was 
“ Building a House o f International 
Friendship.”  The foundation o f the house 
was laid on the first day by an illustrated 
talk on the international organization of 
Red Cross. As the delegates watched and 
listened the whole structure and meaning 
of Red Cross spread out and grew before 
them — the International Committee of 
Red Cross and the League of Red Cross 
Societies in Geneva, the sixty-eight na
tional Societies in all parts of the world.

Next, the British room was added to 
the house— there was a talk on the organi
zation of the British Red Cross, then skits 
and demonstrations by the British Juniors 
to illustrate the different services. On the 
days that followed Juniors from each

VISITING A SWISS PREVENTORIUM

country added their own rooms to the 
house, explaining the work o f their own 
national Societies in talks, by dramatiza
tions and exhibits.

There were lots of lively activities along 
with the lectures and discussion groups. 
One day, for instance, was spent on 
“ casualty faking.”  Clad in overalls, and 
armed with boxes of grease-paint, the 
Juniors turned each other into realistic 
looking casualty victims. They learned a 
lot about theatre makeup that day— and a 
lot about first aid. Another activity period 
was spent on book-binding. At the end 
of the period each Junior had a souvenir 
to take home, a book that he had bound 
himself. Each one had a new skill that 
would be useful in many future projects.

There was time for many exciting field 
trips. They saw Red Cross in action at 
a beach first-aid station in nearby Hamp
shire. They visited a children’s hospital 
and spent the afternoon entertaining the 
small patients. Then there was the trip 
up to London —  a tour of Red Cross 
Headquarters, a visit to the Festival of
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Britain, and, for three o f the delegates, a 
broadcast interview in which they de
scribed the study centre.

The theme of international friendship 
linked hours of work and hours of play 
at Barnett Hill. In their spare moments 
Juniors from many lands traded favourite 
games, favourite songs and dances that 
they had brought from home. Cora 
Gaffney, from Ireland writes: “ Rosemary 
had a busy time copying out the words 
and music of “ Derin De” — an Irish lul
laby— for Belgian and French Juniors, 
and I taught Valentine from Belgium a 
few steps of the Reel.”

When the last day came, all the Juniors 
had a great deal to say about the study 
centre. They had learned so much, made 
so many friends.^ But the most important 
thing, they all knew, was that they had 
learned to live and work together happily 
in the house they had built themselves. 
They called it “ the house o f international 
friendship.”  You could call it, too “ the 
house o f the future.”

Over in Holland the same kind of 
thing was happening. At a place called 
Woudschoten, eighty-four Juniors from 
twelve different nations were learning that 
Red Cross means working together— and 
learning to do just that, as the Juniors 
at Barnett Hill had learned. They were 
learning to speak one another’s languages, 
in words and in ideas. Here too lectures 
led to discussion groups and discussions 
led to all sorts of interesting practical 
projects. You’ll be reading about one of 
these on the next page.

Later some of the Juniors from the 
Woudschoten study centre made a special 
visit to Geneva. They saw the room 
where Red Cross was born —  Alabama 
Hall where the First Geneva Convention 
was signed, almost a century ago. And 
they saw the great and complicated 
organization that has grown from that 
simple beginning. They saw the head
quarters o f the League which is the cross
roads o f the Red Cross world. They had 
a chance to study the wonderful, intricate 
“ machinery of mercy”  —  the Central 
Agency for Prisoners o f War, where the

International Committee o f Red Cross 
keeps detailed records o f many millions 
o f prisoners.

After a few days in Geneva, these 
young visitors began to see something 
else, something much more important than 
all the files and offices and pictures. They 
began to see how it all fits together. Here 
is what a French Junior had to say about 
this: “ At first sight, the International Red 
Cross seems very complicated, very dif
ficult to understand. Then you look again, 
and you see that it is just a huge piece 
o f living and well-regulated machinery. 
The heart is Geneva, the national Societies 
are the arteries, and we Juniors (if you 
like to think of it this way) are the red 
corpuscles of this great, active body. A 
strong Red Cross needs healthy Juniors 
who understand what it is that they are 
part of, and what it is they have to do.”

Now what does all this mean to you? 
Just this: These Juniors whose homes are 
thousands of miles from yours learned, 
as you are learning “ what it is that we 
are part of, what it is we have to do.” 
They learned as you are learning— by 
looking and listening, by thinking and 
acting.

Some of the things these Juniors did 
at their study centres were big and excit
ing; some were as small as your smallest 
Branch project. That doesn’t matter. 
What does matter is that these Juniors, 
whose homes were scattered all across 
Europe, did these things together. As an 
Italian Junior said, “ We know now that 
we can make friends with other young 
people that we do not know, just as simply 
and easily as we did at our study centre.”

We said a while ago that at their study 
centres these Juniors were “ living in the 
future.”  That is so because in the days 
they spent together they found out that 
their ideal of international friendship 
could come true, that for them it had 
come true. If you believe this, and work 
as these Juniors are working to make this 
miracle of friendship spread, then you 
can live in the future too. Then the future 
really does belong to you, and the future 
begins now.
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The Storm ing o f D elft
DR. GOETZ FEHR

Director of the German Junior Red Cross

THE LITTLE old town with its neat 
brick houses, sleepy canals and windmills 
was dozing in the heat of a summer after
noon. It was one of those timeless, lumi
nous days— the kind of day and the kind 
of scene that make you think of the 
paintings of Rembrandt and the “ Old 
Masters.”  A wide, clear sky stretched 
lazily overhead.

That was Delft on a July afternoon—  
a dignified little town with a great past. 
It seemed to us the very essence of every
thing we had heard or read about Holland. 
We could feel that this was a place to 
visit unhurried. It was a place to wander 
about and enjoy the pleasure of —  just 
looking. We were tired o f rushing here 
and there across the country, and the 
serenity of this place was catching. But 
we hadn’t come here to relax. We had a 
job to do.

We felt like conspirators as we crept 
along side streets, through back alleys. 
Had anyone seen us? Would they guess? 
At last we came to a little park in the 
suburbs. Groups formed and instructions 
were given. Then the leaders o f the dif
ferent groups unfurled their flags. Every
thing was ready . . .

The stillness of the sunny afternoon 
was suddenly shattered by a roll of drums. 
The people of Delft stopped and stared 
in amazement. What on earth was hap
pening?

The police band marched in front, and 
the sound o f their drums shook the win
dow-panes all along the narrow streets. 
We marched behind them into Delft. The 
Red Cross flag came first, then the flags of 
ten western European nations —  France, 
Germany, Belgium, Norway, Sweden and 
the rest. Following our flags we marched 
in order, a hundred Juniors from ten dif
ferent Junior Red Cross sections. An 
international advance-guard had set out to 
conquer the heart of Delft.

The ancient streets of Delft had seen 
many foreign soldiers, but they had never 
seen an invasion like this. The people in 
the streets laughed and waved to us, the 
children ran after us. They understood 
our idea.

What was it all about? Nothing more 
nor less than a visit to the old people of 
the town.

We stopped outside the first Home for 
the Aged, and the first group in our pro
cession disappeared into the house. The 
band, meanwhile, did its best to produce 
a serenade. We waited, and chatted with 
the people who clamoured around us. 
After about fifteen minutes the first group 
came out, smiling and laughing, and took 
their place again in the parade.

Then off we marched again, over the 
arched bridges, along the flower-lined
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canals, to the next Home. Here the whole 
scene was acted out again. We, the dele
gates at the Junior Red Cross Inter
national Study Centre at Woudschoten, 
were delivering the gifts, the small tokens 
of understanding, that we had made our
selves.

At the next stop, it was our group’s 
turn. We gathered up our armfuls of 
parcels, then climbed the steep stairs. 
Old eyes lit up, first with astonishment, 
then with happy understanding. Yes, 
understanding —  although ten different 
languages expressed our message: a gift, 
a greeting, best wishes and our blessing! 
It was all so simple, so clear, that the old 
eyes filled with tears.

It was hard, after that, to remember 
that we had to keep up with our parade. 
At last, with hasty farewells, we rushed 
downstairs again and ran up the street 
to catch the tail of our procession, just 
disappearing around the next corner.

How long did we march through the 
town? We hardly knew. We must have 
stopped at ten or twelve houses. In that 
time we had forgotten how tired we were. 
It had been fun to march behind the band 
and the Red Cross flag, and to see the 
townsfolk waving and smiling as we 
passed. It had been wonderful to distrib
ute our small gifts, and to see the old, 
tired faces reflect our happiness. We felt 
as though we had invaded the town, and

conquered it. We had lost our weariness 
somewhere along the way.

We stopped to rest at last in one of 
the larger homes. Before, there had been 
a lot o f little groups, each talking its own 
language —  French, German or Italian. 
Now there was one big crowd o f Juniors, 
all chattering about the same thing in all 
sorts o f different languages. That after
noon had solved our language problem. 
“ Que c’était bon!”  somebody said; and 
someone else, “ Wasn’t that fine?”  “ Was 
denkst du?”  “ Non era perfetta?”

Yes, it was good. We had all had the 
same experience, and the same feeling 
about it. We had brought presents, but 
we had brought more than that. We had 
brought a token of friendship and respect. 
And the band, the flags, the procession 
through the town? We had seen eyes 
turned towards us, windows opened, peo
ple staring after us. They all had looked 
to see where we were going.

And where did we go? To the silent 
houses which the busy world passes by. 
We had entered where solitude and neglect 
breed loneliness. For a few hours we 
had attracted the town’s attention to these 
Homes, and to the people who lived there. 
We hadn’t just brought presents. We had 
brought the whole town to these Homes. 
We had shown the old people of Delft 
that they were not forgotten, not left out.

That is the story o f our storming of 
Delft. We shattered its sunny 
quiet to break through the creep
ing stillness of solitude. We 
brought greetings from a young 
world to people whose once-work- 
aday lives are now drifting into 
timelessness. Just for a day, for 
a few hours, we gave them the 
assurance that they were not for
gotten. That assurance is more 
priceless than any gift.

At their study centre in Woudschoten, 
Holland, Juniors of many lands spent 
long hours making all sorts of small 
gifts —  “ ammunition”  for the storm
ing of Delft.
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t f o  T M a n ld

IT IS A hot September day in India. 
This summer of 1951 has been a cruel 
season for the people o f India —  first 
floods, then drought and earthquakes. Be
cause o f all these things now there is 
famine.

Outside a house in a northern village, 
a young mother sits rocking her baby. 
He is so thin, she thinks. —  He cries all 
the time, because he is hungry. There is 
no milk to make him strong and healthy, 
to make him stop crying.

Up the road from the town comes a 
jolting ox-cart, laden with round metal 
drums. Behind the cart is a crowd of 
children, laughing and shouting. What 
does it mean? Soon the young mother 
hears the news from her neighbours. The 
big metal barrels are full o f powdered 
milk for all the children in the village. 
The milk is a gift from children in a 
country across the ocean, a country called 
the United States.

This story could be told over and over 
again. In villages and towns and cities 
throughout the famine district o f India, 
thousands of people were saved from 
starvation by gifts o f milk and cereals 
from Red Cross Societies and from Junior 
Red Cross in many lands. The gifts came 
from the United States, from Canada and

from other distant places, but they came 
quickly, when they were needed most.

The little girl in the picture above lives 
in Italy —  but. she has no home. She and 
her family lost their home and most of 
their possessions in the floods that raged 
through northern Italy last autumn. Then, 
as suddenly as the floods came, almost 
overnight, help came for these homeless 
pêople. The Red Cross brought them food 
and clothing and medicine, gifts from 
countries that the little girl had never 
even heard o f —  from India, from New 
Zealand, from Canada -—

Do you wonder how these things can 
happen? How do we in Canada find out 
that a hungry child in India needs our 
help, that a homeless child in Italy needs 
clothing? The answer to these questions 
is in Geneva. There, the Relief Bureau 
of the League o f Red Cross Societies re
ceives news o f people in need throughout 
the world. The Bureau tells the National 
Red Cross Societies exactly how and ex
actly where their help, is needed. Then 
it helps the Societies to make sure that 
gifts will reach their destination as 
quickly and safely as possible. The two 
stories you have read show how well this 
plan works. They show that by working 
together, just as you in your Branch work 
together, the Red Cross Societies o f the 
world can make the ideal o f international 
friendship and service come true.
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f f  Ttt/S ts CANADA
Pictures like these have carried 

the story of Canada and the mes
sage of international friendship 
to many lands, through the In
ternational Art Programme. This 
summer, pictures like these will 
welcome hundreds of friends of 
Red Cross, coming to Canada  
from many lands.

Paintings by Juniors in city 
schools and country schools all 
across Canada will be part of a 
special international exhibit at 
the 18th International Red Cross 
Conference.

SCHOOL HOCKEY PRAIRIE SUNSET DBY DOCK



Summer Do 's There are rules for every game 
To learn when you begin it.
These do's and don'ts will help you play 
The safety game -—  and win it!

Our friend here, walking on the beach, 
Is walking into trouble. j ¡¡j 
DO you see the five dangers'"" here?
If not, then you're his double!

,  DO learn the simple skills like this 
That even a beginner 
Can use in dn e’jtje^gf'ncy·.·
Tc^help a tired swimhter.

Here's something you should learn to DO 
Right now. Don't wait a day, for 
Tomorrow you may have a chanc#
To be a real life-saver.

Drawings by Carter B. Storr

What would you DO if you should tip 
When you are out canoeing?
The safest answer is "hang on!"
(That's what this boy is doing.)
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Summer Sou
You know what happened to the boy 
Who cried "wolf” when there wasn't —  
Well, DON'T. This is the kind of trick 
That every good sport doesn’t.

If this is your idea of fun 
When summer days grow hotter 
The best advice for you, my boy, 
Is "D O N ’T go near the water!"

L O O K  MAW ·7 
OP TO 
MY CHIN·'

Diving is a lot of fun
And you'll have fun

till autumn
If you DON’T dive

until you're sure /« V
That you won't hit 

the bottom.

It’s hard to walk back 
to the beach 

If you can't find 
floor.

DON'T try this 
of thing until 

You’ve learned to 
swim ashore.

A rule for happy holidays 
(That rules out accidents) —  
The most important DO of all 
Is "Use your common sense!"
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How the Indian Came on Earth
A legend of the Mandan Indians, told by 

AUSTIN H. PHELPS

ONCE upon a time,’ said old Iron Bear to the 
children, ’ ‘ all the Indians lived in the centre of the 
earth. They were farmers, and they planted seeds 
and grew corn and beans and things like that. They 
were great farmers —  greater than there are now.

"One day Walking Stone grew a huge bean stalk! 
It grew and grew until it came against the outside o f 
the earth’s crust. It was so strong it pushed through 
the earth and came out on top. The sunshine filtered 
through the hole and the Indians marvelled at this. 
Of course, they had never seen sunshine before. Night 
came, and around the bean vine they could see the 
stars wheel and turn and the moon sail by.

“ The chiefs called a council. They sent the wolf 
up the vine to dig with his paws and make the hole 
bigger. When he made the hole big enough, the 
chiefs sent the blackbird up to see what he could 
see. The blackbird circled around, then up through 
the opening and away out over the land. He saw the 
wonders o f the lakes and rivers, and the deer and 
moose and the other animals. He came back and told 
the chiefs all about it.

“ Now,”  said Iron Bear, “ these chiefs tried to 
keep the news from the people, but someone told, 
and soon there were hundreds o f people struggling 
around the beanstalk. Of course, the strong young 
braves soon fought their way up, and then the young 
girls. When they were well on their way the older 
people could get at the stalk, and up they climbed.

“ After most of the tribe had come to the 
outside of the earth, an old squaw who had 
been waiting and waiting got to the vine at 
last. She was very old, and very fat.

She started to climb. As she went up, the 
vine bent under her weight. She kept on 
climbing. Her people called to her as they 
saw the vine bending more and more, but still 
she went on. At last the vine broke and all the 
people climbing fell to the ground.”

Old Iron Bear shook his head sadly. “ Now 
when you feel what you call an earthquake, 
it is just our people trying to grow a bean
stalk strong enough to break through the 
earth’s crust again, so that they can join us.”
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Queer Money

JIMMY slid the zipper open on his 
shiny new wallet, and took out a crisp 
one dollar bill. He looked at it for a 
moment, then put it back and closed the 
wallet. It was rather awkward reaching 
around to put it in his back pocket, but 
he would soon get used to that.

He was eight years old to-day, and 
this was Mother’s present. He had owned 
purses before, but never a wallet like this. 
It made him feel quite grown up.

Of course his new bicycle, Dad’s gift, 
was his best present, but nearly all the 
other boys had bicycles. Not one of them 
had a wallet with a zipper. He could 
hardly wait for morning to take it out of 
his pocket at school.

He reached around to the pocket again, 
and once more the bill was in his hand. 
“ I can buy a lot with this,”  he thought. 
“ Maybe I’ll buy ice cream cones for Bill 
and Jack.”  He could see himself taking 
the dollar out of his wallet at the store, 
just like a grown-up.

“ I like shiny money best,”  said Janey, 
his little sister. “ That’s just paper.”  

“ Silly!”  laughed Jimmy. “ It’s real 
money.”  Then a thought struck him and 
he turned to his father. “ What is money, 
anyway?”  he asked.

“ Well,”  said his father, “ that’s a big 
question.”

“ I know,”  interrupted Janey. “ Money’s 
what you buy things with.”

“ But,”  persisted Jimmy, “ why is 
money made o f different things, like cop
per, and silver, and paper?”

“ Janey has the right idea,”  said his 
father. “ Money is something that the gov
ernment says may be used to buy things.

EATHA G. SETTERINGTON

Drawings fay M . Marshall

Gold, silver, and copper are metals that 
have been used as money because they are 
not easily destroyed. But they are heavy, 
and hard to handle in large amounts, so 
the governments of most countries ap
prove the use of paper money. It is a 
promise that the bank will pay the amount 
stated on the bill.”

“ My dollar says that the Bank of Can
ada will pay to the bearer on demand,- 
the sum o f one dollar,”  said Jimmy. “ I 
could demand twenty nickels for it, 
couldn’t I, Dad?”

His father nodded, then seeing that 
Janey was yawning, he said, “ When Janey 
goes to bed, I’ll tell you the story of how 
the first paper money was made in Can
ada.”

Janey said good-night, and ran off. 
Jimmy looked at his dollar while he 
waited for the story.

“ When the first French settlers sailed 
up the St. Lawrence,”  his father began, 
“ they found that the Indians, had money 
of their own.”

“ I know,”  broke in Jimmy. “ We had a 
story about that in school. It was called 
wampum, but it was just beads made from 
shells.”

“ That’s right,”  said his father. “ The 
settlers did not like the Indian wampum. 
They felt that beads were not real money.”

“ Didn’t they trade things instead of 
using money?”  asked Jimmy.

“ Yes,”  said his father. “ The farmers 
traded wheat and other grains for the 
goods they wanted. Beaver skins too, were 
used so often for trading, that the people 
thought them just as good as money. But 
the soldiers and government officials 
didn’t have any of these things to trade. 
They were paid in French coins.

“ These coins were sent out to the colony 
every year by the French King, but few
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of them stayed long in Canada. The sol
diers spent them at the stores, and the 
merchants sent them back to France to 
pay for goods bought there.”

“ What did they buy from France?”  
asked Jimmy. “ I thought they made every
thing they needed.”

“ They made a great many things,”  re
plied his father, “ but they could not make 
things like guns, knives, and axes. They 
had to buy dishes and pots and pans and 
many other things for their homes. Clothes 
were bought from France too.”

“ They’d need a lot o f money for all 
those things,”  said Jimmy.

“ Indeed they did. That was why the 
whole settlement was worried, when the 
money to pay the soldiers did not arrive 
from France in the summer o f 1685. The 
Intendant, M. de Meulles was most 
anxious of all.”

“ The Intendant was the man at the 
head o f the government,”  Jimmy inter
rupted.

“ I see that you remember history 
stories,”  his father smiled. “ All during 
the fall, the settlers kept eager watch for 
the ship bringing the money. Every day 
they hoped to see it sailing up the St. 
Lawrence, but it did not come. At last the 
ice began to form and they knew there 
was no hope of a ship until spring.

“ No one was more disappointed than 
the Intendant. ‘How will I pay the 
troops?’ he wondered. Then an idea came 
to him. ‘ I’ ll take some paper, and write 
promises to pay them,’ he decided. ‘Then 
they can use that until the coin arrives.’ ”  

“ Did he give green paper like this?”  
asked Jimmy, looking at his dollar.

“ No, not like that. Your dollar is print
ed on special paper that is quite strong. 
The only paper in the colony was ordinary 
writing paper, and the Intendant knew it 
would tear too easily. He tried to think 
of something that would be better. Then 
he remembered that there were large 
stocks o f playing cards in the stores. These 
were intended for games, to pass the long 
winter evenings, but M. de Meulles 
thought they could serve a more useful

purpose. He could use them to make 
paper money.”

“ Were they cards like the ones we play 
with?”  Jimmy asked.

“ Pretty much,”  said Father, “ except 
that the backs were plain, without any 
pictures on them.”

“ The Intendant had the cards cut into 
four pieces. The value o f the money was 
written by hand on each piece. Then a 
drop o f sealing wax was placed in the 
corner, and stamped with the govern
ment seal. Last o f all, they were signed 
by the Intendant, and by the Clerk of the 
Treasury.

“ My dollar has two names on it, but 
there isn’t any sealing wax,”  said Jimmy.

“ No, but your dollar has the King’s 
picture on it,”  replied his father. “ Now 
we’ll get back to our story.”

“ The Intendant ordered the merchants 
to accept the cards as money, and prom
ised to buy them back, and pay for them 
in coin when the ship arrived.

The people trusted M. de Meulles, and 
no one refused to take the card money, so 
the soldiers were able to buy things as 
usual. In the spring, when the money 
came from France, the Intendant bought 
back all the cards that had been issued. 
As the cards were exchanged for coins, 
they were tossed into the fire, blazing on 
the hearth in the Intendant’s office.”

“ Imagine burning money,”  said Jimmy, 
taking a firmer hold on his dollar.

“ All this first card money was de
stroyed,”  continued his father. “ But M. 
de Meulles described it in letters to 
France, and many references to it have 
been found in the government’s records.

“ The Intendant’s plan was so success
ful, that after the cards were destroyed, 
people remembered how convenient they 
had been. Before long, more paper money 
was issued. The card money was the fore
runner o f the bills in use to-day.'

“ I ’m glad,”  said Jimmy, as he looked 
at his dollar again. “ I ’d sooner have this 
than a hundred coppers, or even four 
quarters.”  Then he put it back in his 
wallet, and closed the zipper.
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FAR AWAY AROUND HOME
MARION COX PALIN

Chapter Eleven: A FUNNY FARM

FATHER stopped the car in front 
of the little house.

“ Toot! T oot!’ ’ said the car.
Mother and the children came to 

the door. They each carried a basket.
“ Put the baskets in the car,’ ' 

Mother said. “ Be sure to take them 
all.”

“ Oh yes!’ ’ laughed Peter. “ A picnic 
would be no good without any dinner. 
W e’ ll take every one. ”

“ Let's put down the car windows,”  
said Mother. “ The salt air smells 
good.”

“ I like this place,”  said Nancy. 
“ The sea is all about.”

“ That’s so,”  answered Father. “ We 
are always near the sea. This is an 
island. Prince Edward Island it is 
called. It is very long. It is not very 
wide. So we are near the sea all the 
time.”

They got into the car.

“ Where are we going today?’ ’ 
asked Peter.

“ W e’ ll eat our picnic dinner on the 
shore,”  Mother told him. “ Then 
Father has promised us a surprise.

They drove for a long time. They 
passed many fields. Potatoes were 
growing in every one.

“ The people here must like pota
toes very much,”  said Nancy.

Father laughed.
“ The people could not eat all the 

potatoes,”  he said. “ Not if they ate 
potatoes for breakfast, potatoes for 
dinner and potatoes for supper.

“ What do they do with the pota
toes?”  asked Peter.

“ They dig them,”  said Father.
“ Then they send them away. They 
send them to other parts of Canada. 
They ship them to other countries.

Father stopped at a beach. The 
family got out. They walked along.
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The big waves came in.
“ I like the waves.”  said Bob.
Father made a fire. He made it on 

the rocks.
“ It is safe here,”  he said.
The children brought the baskets. 

They helped Mother spread the cloth, 
and put stones on the corners. The 
cloth could not blow away. They put 
out the picnic dinner. They sat down 
on the dry sand.

“ I like a picnic dinner,”  said Bob. 
“ I like bread and butter best of all.”

Nancy looked around.
“ There are lots of pretty shells,”  

she said.
“ Pick them up after dinner,”  said 

Mother. “ Pick up some large shells 
and many small ones. Look for pretty 
shells. Some day we shall use them.”

They ate dinner. They put water 
on the fire. They picked up shells.

“ We must go now,”  said Father. 
“ It’ s time for my surprise.”

Father drove till he came to a farm.
“ We are going to visit a farm,”  he 

said.
“ O h!”  said Peter. “ That’ s not a 

surprise. W e’ve seen lots of farms!”
“ We’ ll make this visit a surprise,”

said Father. “ Come, let me put this 
cloth over your eyes.”

Father tied the cloth over Peter’ s 
eyes. Then he tied one over Bob’s 
eyes. Mother tied one for Nancy.

Father and Mother led the children 
up the path. They met the farmer.

“ The children want a surprise,”  
Father told him, “ so we covered their 
eyes.

The farmer laughed. “ Come this 
way,”  he said.

“ This must be the barn,”  said 
Peter. “ It has a stone floor.”

They walked up the stairs. There 
were a great many stairs.

“ Where do the stairs go?”  asked 
Nancy. “ We must be as high as the 
barn roof now.”

“ Wait and see,”  said Father.
“ What do they grow on farms?”  

asked Mother.
“ Horses and cows and sheep,”  said 

Nancy.
“ What else?”  Father said.
“ Potatoes and things to eat,”  said 

Peter.
“ Guess again,”  said the farmer.
“ Wheat and corn,”  said Bob.
“ I grow something else on my
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farm,”  said the farmer. “ Look and 
see.

The children took the cloths from 
their eyes.

“ Oh! O h!”  they cried together.
“ Such beautiful, beautiful foxes!”  

said Nancy.
“ Yes,”  said the farmer. “ This is a 

fox farm.
The foxes were in wire pens. Each 

pen had a little house in it. Some 
foxes were in the houses. Some were 
outside.

The children were up in a high 
tower. They could look down at the 
fox pens.'

“ May we go down near the foxes?”  
asked Peter.

“ No, not now!”  said the farmer. 
“ The mother foxes have little ones. 
The little ones are in the houses. 
Mother foxes are frightened very 
easily. If they are afraid they some
times kill their babies. Only one man 
goes near the foxes now. He goes 
very quietly. He gives them food.”

“ Do you ever go near them ?”  asked 
Bob.

“ Oh yes, indeed!”  the farmer an
swered.

“ We walk all along between the 
pens. But we are careful. We do not 
touch the wire. A fox will bite very 
quickly. They bite hard. Their teeth 
are sharp.”

“ When will the mother foxes bring 
their babies out?”  asked Nancy.

“ I really don’t know,”  said the 
farmer. “ But it will be soon now. The 
babies are born early in the spring. 
They will soon be out in the pens.”

“ I would like to have a pet fox,”  
said Nancy.

The farmer laughed.
“ Foxes don’ t make very good pets,”  

he said. “ It is not safe to pick them 
up. They would run away if they 
were not in pens. No, I don’ t think 
you could have a pet fox.”

“ Some of the foxes look white,”  
said Peter. “ Some are very black.”

“ There are many colors,”  said the 
farmer. “ The silver foxes have white 
ends on their fur. The more white 
ends, the lighter the fox. Some foxes 
are nearly all silver.”

“ They are very beautiful,”  Mother 
said.

“ Our fox furs are among the most 
beautiful in the world,”  said the 
farmer.

They turned to go down the stairs.
“ This is a lovely farm,”  said Peter. 

“ It is very different from all the others 
we visited.”

“ I promised you a surprise,”  
laughed Father.
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“ Oh, that was all right,”  said Robin. 

“ Aunt Lucy, do you mind if I run down to 

the beach now? You can meet me there when 

you get your suit on. It’s time for my swim

ming lesson, and I don’t want to be late. As 

soon as my swimming is good enough, Ed 

says he’ll teach me to paddle a real Indian
f 11canoe!

Page 12

Pictures by 
Priscilla Hutchings
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“ Aren’t you going to show me your 
tepee?”  i asked my friend Robin.

“ Oh, the tepee fell down,”  Robin said. 
“ Aunt Lucy, when are you coming to watch 
me swim?”

“ After I unpack my suitcase,”  I said. 
“ I had lunch just before I got off the train, 
so I can’t go in the water yet anyway. But 
what happened to your tepee? Your letter

Page 2 JUNIOR RED CROSS

clothes away on the end of a broom— I think 
she buried my shoes— and she said I mustn’t 
be an Indian any more— ”

“ That was too bad,”  I said.

“ Oh, I didn’t really mind,”  said Robin. 
"When I was in the lake that day, I met Ed. 

He’s the lifeguard. He didn’t seem to mind 
about the skunk, and he started teaching me 
to swim that day, and he even had supper 
with me on the dock! Now I can float on my 
back, and float on my front, and turn a 

somersault in the water, and do fourteen 
strokes of the crawl!”

“ It was too bad, though, that you had 
to stop being an Indian,”  I said.
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Cut

“ What did you do?”  I asked. “ What 
did your mother do?”

“ I ran home. And Mother made me 
stay on the beach all day— on the dock, and 
in the lake— I even had my lunch all alone 
on the end of the dock! Mother took all my

said that you played in it every day. Weren’t 
you an Indian?”

“ That’s right,”  Robin said. “ The tepee 
was out in the woods, back of the cottage. I 

used to go out right after breakfast with my 

dog William, and my bow and arrow, and 

some apples and things. Sometimes Mother 

let us take our lunch!”

“ Was William an Indian too?”  I asked.

“ Sometimes,”  Robin said. “ Sometimes 

he was another Indian, and sometimes he 

was my faithful hound, and sometimes he 

was a wild animal for me to hunt with my 

bow and arrow.”

mg this line  — ---------------------------------------- -------------------------------------------------------------------------
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“ You didn’t really shoot him, did you?”

“ Oh, no!”  Robin said. “ Besides —  I 
couldn’t if I wanted to. The bow didn’t shoot 
very straight —  I made it myself. I hit some
thing once, though —  and that was when 
Mother made me stop being an Indian!”

“ What did you hit?”  I asked.
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“ What did you do about the tracks?”  I 
said. “ I mean, what did Brave Moose do?”

V

“ Brave Moose got down on one knee, 
and he aimed his bow and arrow into the 
hollow log, and he shot! And then Mighty 
Hunter ran away howling, and I ran too, 
but I couldn’t get away from the awful 
smell— ”

“ You didn’t shoot a skunk!”  I said.

“ I did too!”  said Robin. “ He didn’t 
need to get so mad, though. I was only 
playing.”

“ You must have scared him,”  I said.

“ Well, he scared me too!”
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“ Who were the squaws?”  I asked.

“ They were just pretend squaws,”  said 
Robin. “ Pretend squaws to carry home pre
tend meat!”

“ But the log and tracks were real, 

weren’t they?”

“ They were very real!”  Robin said.
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“ Well —  I was hunting a bear— ” 
Robin said.

“ It wasn’t really, was it?”

“ No— ” Robin said. “ Not a bear— ”

“ Tell me about it,”  I said.

“ Well— ”  Robin sat down on the foot 
of the bed. “ William and I were out hunt
ing. I was an Indian called Brave Moose 
and William was an Indian called Mighty 
Hunter. Mighty Hunter found some tracks, 
and we started to follow them.”

“ Were they deer tracks?”  I asked.

Robin shook his head. “ No,”  he said.

this l i n e ------------------------------------------- — - —  ----------------------------------------- ----------------------
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“ I’ve seen lots of deer tracks. These were 

different. We thought they might be a bear. 

They weren’t very big, but we pretended that 

we were hunting a great big bear!

“ Mighty Hunter and Big Moose were 

very happy when they found the bear tracks. 

The whole Indian camp was starving, and 

now they would bring home bear meat! They 

followed the tracks for a long time. Once 

Brave Moose lost them, but Mighty Hunter 

found them again. All of a sudden the tracks 

went into a hollow log, and didn’ t come out 

again!”

“ What did you do?”  I asked.
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“ I wasn’t me!”  Robin said. “ I was an 
Indian called Brave Moose!”

“ I’m sorry,”  I said. “ What did Brave 
Moose do?”

“ Brave Moose said, ‘Mighty Hunter, 
we have captured a bear! Now our camp 
won’t be starving any more! We will kill this 
bear, and skin it, and call the squaws to help 
carry home the meat!’ ”

T'NV BOOK Page 7



It was dark aboard the flagship. The 
black waves surged and broke under her 
prow and she plunged westward, all sails 
set to the driving wind. A lantern flared 
over the compass astern, where the pilot 
kept his watch. Out over the water to star
board a pinpoint of yellow light bobbed 
and flickered; to port a little golden star 
rose and fell with the waves. The two 
other ships were keeping pace.

A boy’s shrill voice sang the hour— the 
last hour o f the first night watch, and an 
hour before moonrise.

The little pilot peered into the gloom 
below and barked a sharp command to the 
helmsman, then straightened and cast a 
quick glance at the tall, shadowy figure 
behind him. “ Three nights,”  he thought. 
“ Three nights he’s stood there. Just there. 
Just like that. Friendly as a statue. And 
staring, staring as if his eyes could pull 
land out o f the ocean. You’d swear he 
was listening, too. But listening to what?”

As he stood there in the darkness, 
leaning against the wind, the admiral was 
listening. Maybe it was because he hadn’t 
given himself time to sleep these last 
few days— last night and again tonight 
through the long watches he kept hearing 
voices that didn’t belong to this time or 
this place-—- .

“ No, Christopher— ” (That was his 
father’s voice. That was thirty years ago.) 
“ No. You shall not go out with the fleet 
tonight. Fishing all night, dreaming all 
day, your head full of fairy-tales. Islands 
in the western sea —  land beyond the 
sunset— ”  The master-weaver had smiled 
then and put a hand on the boy’s stiff, 
angry shoulder. “ You can’t make honest 
cloth of these sailors’ yarns, my son.”

Suddenly, the admiral stiffened. Was 
that a light out there ahead? A tiny light 
flickering at the ocean’s rim —  “ Look, 
man! Over there— Can’t you see it?”

— “ No, sir. Can’t see nothing.”  The 
admiral’s arm quivered as it dropped to 
his side again. The man was right. There 
was nothing.

The pilot shook his head. “ Dreamin’ 
wide awake,”  he muttered.

“ No, senor,”  the Queen’s advisor smiled 
a thin, scholarly smile. (That was at 
Seville, on a winter night two years ago.) 
“ Spain cannot afford to buy dreams as 
extravagant as yours. How can we know 
you will find land to the west? You can
not answer our questions. How then do 
you expect us to trust you?”  These old 
men are full o f doubts, full o f questions, 
Christopher had thought. Aloud he had 
said: “ Give me a ship, my lord, and I 
will bring back your answers from the 
other side o f the world.”

The ship lurched under him. The voices 
came closer now— angry voices, the voices 
of his own crew. “ Says he won’t turn 
back —  says he’s seen signs of land— ” 
“ Signs? A couple of sticks in the water, 
a couple o f birds in the sky!”  “ Thirty 
days out, and nothin’ to look at but 
water— ”  The quiet, cautious voices of 
his captains: “ There’s talk of mutiny, 
sir— ”  And he’d answered them all: 
“ Give me three more days— ·”

That was three days ago.
He closed his eyes, just for a moment, 

and for a moment there were no voices. 
Then it happened. A shout echoed across 
the water— “ Tierra! Tierra!”  He looked, 
and it was true. Riding the silver waves, 
under the rising moon— a strip o f white 
sand, a dark line of trees. The sailors 
were all crowding the rail, all shouting 
and singing.

Christopher Columbus stood alone on 
the deck. “ There,”  he thought, “ there is 
your answer— all of you who doubt, all 
o f you that will not believe in the future. 
Land— a new land. A new world.”
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It doesn't take long to turn an ordinary 
baby doll into an Indian doll, dressed like a 
real Indian baby. C an ’t you imagine how happy 
a child in another land would be to have a 
doll like the one shown here? Indian dolls are 
a good idea, too, for your contribution to the 
International Exhibit Programme.

Perhaps you have an old baby doll at home. 
A  small one is best— the kind that is made of 
hard plastic or “ composition”  material, with 
arms and legs that move. A  coat of light brown 
enamel, carefully applied, will give your doll 
the right complexion and make it as good as 
new. Then, when this first coat is dry, you can 
use a fine brush and some black enamel to 
give your doll new hair and eyebrows.

The doll’s clothes and sleeping bag are 
made of any kind of fine, soft leather. You 
might use old kid or doeskin gloves, or per
haps you can get scraps of gloving leather or 
chamois from a store near you. Natural- 
coloured leather is best. The other things that 
you will need are : scissors, a needle, strong 
embroidery thread, glue, and some tiny glass 
beads for decoration. Red, blue, green and 
white are the best colours for beadwork.

Measure the doll carefully, then make a 
paper pattern for the dress, the jacket, the 
sleeping bag and the bonnet, to match your 
measurements. If you look at the drawings be
low you will see how these garments are made. 
The jacket is cut out in one piece, and sewn 
under the arms and down the sides. The bon
net is one piece of m aterial, too, with a seam 
up the back. Your pattern should allow for 
seams and for narrow hems around the cuffs 
and collar of the jacket, the edges of the 
bonnet and the top of the sleeping bag. Leave 
room for a hem at least V i "  deep around the 
opening of the sleeping bag.

Trace the outlines of your pattern in pencil 
onto the material, and cut out each piece along 
the pencil line. Make your seams with a fine 
running stitch, on the wrong side of the 
material.

W hen you have sewn the sleeping bag to
gether, fold back a w ide hem around the
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opening. G ather the material at the bottom 
in small folds, as the drawing shows, and 
secure the gathering with small firm stitches. 
Before you stitch the hems along the sides of 
the opening, spread glue inside the fo ld , and 
press the hem in place. When the glue is dry, 
use a large darning needle or an awl to make 
the holes for lacing . The holes should be evenly 
spaced, and well aw ay from the edge of the 
material. The lacing for the bag is a long, 
thin strip of leather. Two shorter strips, sewn 
in place, make the ties for the bonnet. The 
fringes on the jacket and dress are made with 
neat scissor-cuts, about 1 /1 6 "  apart and 
Vi "  deep.

A little beadwork will add the finishing 
touches to the costume. First sketch the lines 
of your design on the leather. Thread your 
needle with strong thread, knotted at the end. 
Starting at one end of your design, bring the 
needle through from the wrong side of the 
material. Slip two or three beads over the 
needle and stitch through to the wrong side 
again . Pull the thread tight to hold the beads 
in place. Use small, firm stitches and follow the 
lines you have drawn until the design is filled 
in.

TOTEM BOOKMARKS

Anyone who likes to whittle will want to try 
making these bookmarks. You start with a 
piece of good whittling wood (like basswood 
or white pine), about 2 "  long, V i "  w ide and 
Vi"  thick, and a wooden bead to make the 
knob that holds the bookmark in p lace. Then 
you will need a sharp penknife, some sand
paper, bright enamel paints, a length of 
coloured cord, and some strong glue or plastic 
wood.

The drawings opposite will give you some 
ideas for totem designs, and you will be able 
to find many others in your books about 
Indians. Sketch your design onto the piece of 
wood, then whittle it out. Sandpaper the rough 
edges, and paint your miniature totem pole in 
bright colours. You could paint a small design 
on the wooden bead as well.

The doubled cord should be about 1 1 "  long. 
Knot the loose ends and thread the cord 
through the bead. Bore a small, deep hole in 
the top of the totem pole. Apply glue to the 
doubled end of the cord and stuff it into the 
hole. Fill in the hole with glue or plastic wood, 
so that the cord will be held firmly in place. 
Another w ay to attach the cord is simply to 
knot it around the totem's neck.
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INDIAN LAPEL PINS

The drawings above show two kinds of lapel 
pins that you can make wth odds and ends of 
scrap m aterial.

The doll's head is made of nylon stocking 
material, stuffed with cotton batting and tied 
at the neck. A few  strands of black wool sewn 
to the crown of the head make the hair. The 
ends of the wool are smoothed down around 
the head, and tucked inside the tight roll of 
cloth that makes the doll’s body. A few stitches 
will keep the roll firm and attach the body to 
the head.

The do ll’s features are embroidered on in 
coloured thread. If you like, you can use tiny 
black beads for the eyes. A narrow headband, 
cut out of leather or oilcloth will hold a feather 
in place.

The case is a diamond-shaped piece of felt 
or leather. W rap  the doll snugly in the case, 
then lace it down the front with a leather 
thong, or sew it criss-cross, with coloured em
broidery thread. If you use the design at the 
right, sew a safety pin to the back of the case. 
The other doll is mounted on a square of felt 
with a small leather loop sewn to the top.



International meetings don’t happen only 
in big conference rooms, in great cities. 
They can happen in all sorts of ways, in 
all sorts of places— in your classrooms, 
for example.

Through the International 
Art Programme Canadian  
Juniors meet Juniors of 
many other lands. At Lord 
Byng Junior High School in 
Vancouver, Juniors are 
working on pictures to be 
sent abroad. The paintings 
in the background came 
from a school in Chicago.

When you share something 
with a chiid in another land 
— that is another kind of 
international m e e t i n g .  
These Juniors at Forest Hill 
Village School in Ontario 
raised funds to send a gift 
of sports equipment to chil
dren in Europe.

Juniors at Winsloe Station 
School, P.E.I., are packing 
health kits and school kits. 
Through international serv
ice projects like this we are 
not just “ meeting a need." 
We are meeting and mak
ing friends with people who 
need our help.


