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In September 1941 a party of Canadian journalists was
taken on a tour, by the Dominion Government, throughEastern Canadian establishments of the Navy, Army and
Air Force, and a number of industrial plants engaged in
the production of war materials.
Mr. G. H. Saltans, representing T H E VANCOUVER S U N ,
wrote a series of articles describing his impressions of the
men he saw at camps, barracks, schools and airports. These
articles are now reproduced in this pamphlet through the
courtesy of T H E VANCOUVER S U N and Mr. Saltans.

A Visitor
Amid Tough Young

Men

These young soldiers of Canada's Active A r m y are tough,
make no mistake about that. They are so tough they make your
heart pound and your blood run faster and they bring a mist of
pride to your eyes.
They tear through their field manoeuvres and ride down dizzy
hills on their steel war wagons and plunge from their guns into
action with a swagger and a sureness and a bright light of excitement in their eyes that makes oldsters pale with envy.
A l l the cynicism of the street and the slouch of the office and
the braggadocio of the street corner are gone now. These men
have learned to live as many of them never lived before. They
are tanned and tough and terrible. When we, of older and therefore more tender years, stand to watch them we envy them,
with the passionate nostalgia of every man for his youth that was
his and is no more.
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We said tough. We mean it. Tough and hard and strong and
glorified. Let no has-been tell you this generation has gone soft.
Let no "when-I-was-a-boy" apostle regale you with Paul Bunyan
dramas of his own youth and a shrug of his hand for the youth of
today.
We have seen differently. We have seen these boys in their
basic training centres, where every one of two days' standing
was a hardened veteran to him of one day's standing. We have
seen them forming threes and taking P . T . and learning the rudiments of the parade ground and the army camp.
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We have seen them in progressive stages until they came out
as trained experts, and we have thought of the hundred thousand
Canadians already overseas and of these who are going to join
them and we have said to ourselves, profanely and reverently:
" G o d help the hun that gets in the way of these boys."

that's my son, but don't tell anyone." " W h y not?" we finally
got to asking. "Because, even though he's not in my command,
he's in the same camp, he's on his own, and I want it to stay
that way."

How

It's

Done

That, if you like, is the spirit of the Canadian army. T h a t
is the whole warp and woof and wallop of what, in our humble
way, we want to tell you in this and a few more short-shorts
which you may read as you run.
Tough, nonchalant, magnificent. How did they get that
way? It is a good story. It is such a good story that it wants
to burst out all at once, in a panorama, in a swift explosion of
words that would instantly picturize what your reporter has
seen. T h a t sight brought a storm of emotions not easily rationalized, for we had known this was going on.
B u t to be rushed from the kindergarten to the " m a t r i c " and
from there to the graduation, all in a swift few days, that was to
make it v i v i d , compelling and awful. W h y awful? Because that
which fills with awe is awful. Because we would sooner be on the
sending end than the receiving end of the onslaught of these young
gods who are forming the Canadian Active A r m y .

We walked across a playing field with a major, where some
of the boys were practising football after ten hours in manoeuvres.
A young giant tore at us with the ball in his hands, the speed of
the wind in his feet, and the glint of the devil in his eyes. H e wore
trunks, and his powerful young torso was a poem, a poem of
bronze and brawn, and in the brief instant that we saw his face
we saw, even while we instinctively ducked his cavalry charge,
the light of mastery, fearlessness, the sheer joy of being alive.
We breathed, in startled wonder: " L o o k at that young soand-so go—What a body!" The major beamed sternly. " Y e s ,
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Bear with us, then, and we will try to take you with the young
man who reminds us of ourself this quarter-century gone, this
young man who ventures into a uniform because he heard a call
he could not trace, because the age-old lure and longing of adventure swept him out of his rut or on in his rage, whichever it
might have been, and drew him on over the shining road of discovery and fellowship and new things.

But soldiers are not made i n a day. Will you come with
us, then, tomorrow, and spend five minutes highlighting
what we spent hours to see i n Basic Training Centres?
If we can make it one-hundredth as interesting as the
soldiers made it for us, you are rewarded, and so are we.
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The Young Reciult g«ls the feel of a sas-mask
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Where Young Soldiers Learn
The A B C

Of Army Life

Here is the second of a series of eyewitness stories of the Canadian
troops in training. It is written after a visit, with a party of Canadian editors, to camps in Eastern Canada. Today's story is of a
tour through a Basic Training Centre.

Next to them we have 30-day men finishing their third week.
B u t they have had only three hours' platoon drill. Here the
soldier develops that steadiness, precision and instant obedience,
which are not mere physical responses; these qualities go deep
into his being; they form the pattern of his thinking—some
time they will probably save his life and sink the enemy. Platoon
drill gives the men a pride in their platoon and achieves the
miracle of getting a group of men, of divergent thoughts and reactions, acting as a unit.

It is a far cry across the hills of time from the last war to this
for our readers to traverse, but here we are in a Basic Training
Centre where the Canadian soldier learns the A B C and forms
threes—(streamlined version of the form-fours of his father's).
The particular one we visit is in Brantford, but it is only one
of 28 in Canada. M o s t are in the East, but the West has a few,
and Vernon is one of them. Here the soldier learns weapons and
the fundamentals of the army.
Here he learns first aid, rifle and bayonet instruction, squad
and arms drill, gas protection, anti-aircraft rifle and lightmachine gun, rifle and pistol drill, firing on the ranges, field-craft
and map reading.
Here he works in the classroom and on the field. Here he
learns about the Lewis gun which is the first step toward a knowledge of all automatic weapons.
RIFLE IS THE BASIC W E A P O N

Into the Classes
But no more of your dry facts about what they teach. Come
with us across and arouncl the parade grounds and into the
classrooms. Here is a squad learning how to examine arms, one
of the preliminary exercises in teaching a man how not to shoot
himself. These men have finished their third week, but this is
their first experieqice. They do it in easy stages, then by numbers, then by judging time.
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Canadian Soldiers must be straisht-shooters

From these men, for contrast, we go on to men who are finishing their eighth week. W i t h 37 hours of drill you can fairly feel
the difference, let alone see it. T h a t crisp, metallic precision is
coming into their movements. N o longer have we disintegrated
units, trying to follow the unit next to them; now we have men
who know their way about.
[
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Lewis Gun
B u t the restless commanding officer strides on, and we see
the same spread on the Lewis gun; first, the three weeks' drill
where they learn the action stages, the first aid for a jammed
gun, and the firing position. Then to the men i n their eighth
week. Here the soldier is expected to change sight, aim and
fire in six seconds.
Then on to the rifle anti-aircraft, where the soldier jumps
around to meet attacks from planes, gliders and parachutists.
In their eighth week they go through the firing stages.
After this the press party is invited to pick out concealed
machine gun posts ahead, camouflaged i n the underbrush. T h e
editors having shown themselves 100 percent inefficient, then
see the boys come over the parapet in bayonet charge, rush forward to the next shelter, then spring out of the earth with bloodcurdling yells to capture the position.
Here the job is to develop the savage " w i l l to k i l l " which
makes a bayonet fighter. These boys have what it takes. O u r
humble estimate is that 75 percent of Canadian soldiers are i n stinctively good with the bayonet; the other 25 percent are good
by training.

The map reading classes are fascinating when you know their
purpose. T o read a map is dull work—personally a chart with
more than one line always baffled us. B u t these men learn by
reading the contours of a map to tell what troops are concealed
there. It is as intriguing as finding a burglar under the bed, but
it takes a lot more study.
Here also we learn the mysteries of first aid, of the splints
on broken bones and of the triangular bandage—which is not a
diaper. O n , then, to the gas chamber, where the boys are taught
how to put their masks on in a hurry. Then they go into the gas
where they test them. Mindful of the last war with its rubber
mouthpiece which strangled us and induced a Niagara flow of
saliva, we are impressed by these new respirators in which you
can not only hear an order, but give it.

We have gone through the kindergarten of the soldier.
Come, if you will, to the proving grounds, to Camp Borden
and the famed and sandy grounds of Petawawa, where
men appear from nowhere to find and take a position
which cannot be seen, and where the ghostly rustle of
shells again comes out of the sky.

Spotting Stalkers
B u t without too much detail, let us watch them stalking.
Troops must know how to use every weed, every shadow. Groups
of stalkers approach a fixed position. They want to get within
30 yards—bombing range—without being spotted. Observers
try to pick them out. Each time they do they score a point,
each time they fail the stalker gains a point. Y o u r reporter
awarded the position to the enemy on all counts with a score of
zero and was laughed off the battlefield i n confusion for trying
to use a chipmunk as an alibi.
N o t so those eagle-eyed young spotters. They picked them
off right and left. T o prove they were right we were escorted
over the field and had two stalkers pointed out to us. They
lay right at our feet, but had they not moved we would have
stepped on them quite innocently.
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Editors Take The Bumps
In War

Wagons

The previous article on Canada's Fighting Men took the soldier
through the basic training camp. Today's takes us to the proving
grounds, where soldiers demonstrate what can be done with armored
vehicles. This is the third of a series written after a personal tour of
training camps in Eastern Canada.

T o prepare the innocent scribe for what he shall see at Camp
Borden, the astute tour directors first take us to proving grounds
near Oshawa, in those dust badlands which try in vain to steal
from Dufferin County the honor of giving birth to the first sidehill gouger.
This fabled creature has one leg longer than the other, for
walking on hillsides.
Among these hills the pop-eyed scribes watch what the army
soberly calls A and B type vehicles. The A type are scout cars
(called "Jeeps," with enormous tires); reconnaissance cars and
Universal (or Bren gun) carriers. The B type include all the
service vehicles, the artillery tractors and other types. These
battle progeny are put through their paces, first over a course
which seems tame and leads the neophyte into speculation
whether he couldn't do it with his current 1935 model. Then
comes the tough show.
Down over the sandy pits plunge the little "jeeps" at an unearthly speed, and no sooner do you finish gasping at that than
after it go the carriers, the troop carriers, and of all things, the
station wagons and sedans.

Self-Sealed Tired
M i n d f u l of blowouts, you respectfully ask about the tires,
and are told that they are self-sealing, will bring a vehicle safely
in for miles after being punctured. Mentally resolving to see a
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tire dealer on your return, you are intrigued by the announcer's
voice inviting the visiting editors to ride in as many kinds of
vehicles as they desire.
Being cautious, you crawl into a utility car, which confronts
you with hard steel no matter which way you turn. Down
over the hill you go and this reporter's head bears an honorable
bump sustained on the first descent, when the armored roof
comes in contact.

QUICK M O V I N G A N D H A R D HIHING
In Canada's Modern Army youWe got to be Tough to Take it.

" H e a d d o w n ! " yells the driver, a young fiend, probably a
bank clerk or a school teacher in civilian life, and he tears at
the next knoll. Y o u close your eyes and laugh to keep up your
courage for the abyss beyond. B u t half-way around the course
you have your bearings, and find you can actually ride in these
things and survive.
B y way of variation, as you toil up something that looks like
the wall of the Marine Building, a "jeep" driver plunges cross[
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wise through the ravine and cuts across your prow at something
around Vancouver's legal speed limit, his low-slung yet highclearance little doodlebug throwing up a storm of sand.

Ground Wasps
Exhilarated, amazed and unhurt—save for the aforesaid
bump which, as L i l Abner says, is "only on the h a i d " — y o u arrive back at the starting point and with feeble dare-deviltry
climb into a Universal.
These little wasps of the ground are on caterpillars and can
literally turn in their tracks. They do not turn, actually; they
simply stop going one way and without hesitation start going
another. They are good for up to 50 miles an hour, you are told,
and as you are a novice the driver holds it down to 30 as he heads
straight for something like Capilano Canyon and dives into a
sandpit with you. H e wallows around this for an instant, sees
an opening and tears at it, emerges, with you hanging on to the
gun struts and the sides, and races merrily off on a comparatively
smooth road, just to lull you into confidence.

the men who race up a cliffside to drive pegs and string a cable
on which a truck literally hauls itself up the side of the wall with
its own windlass, without the aid of its drive wheels.
These drivers and these crews are the sons of our next door
neighbors, the boys who went to our high schools, the boys who
a scant few years ago came home with slivers in their fingers.

If you could only look into their faces and see that
infectious, irresistible lightning of confidence, of quick
sureness, of sheer enjoyment, then you would know why
we have written this little piece. These boys came from
training camps for the demonstration. Tomorrow we
ask you to come there with us.

The carrier's gears whine and sing and you are just picturing
what it would be like in shellfire, with that gun whacking away
at your ear, when the driver lurches at the nearest clump of
bushes. He will, of course, turn suddenly when he reaches them.
He will not! H e races on over them, and the trees and branches
thrash around you but by some uncanny accident never touch
you.

By the Chasm
Just as suddenly as the miniature forest closed around you
it clears again and y o u find yourself delicately balanced on the
edge of a pit which the driver knew was there and you didn't.
The carrier whirls and darts along the side of the chasm, then
slashes up the side of a sandhill, its gears fairly yelling with glee.
Over the hill you go, a hardened and happy veteran.
If this narrative has been personal, think of it only thus:
That i t is told to humanize those drivers to you, and the men
who ride with them. The men who are ready for instant action;
[

12

]

[

13

]

Where Troops Learn Warfare
And

Field Guns Bracket

The Targets

Their Meals
A n interesting sidelight at Borden is that the A . S . C . officers'
mess dines on the regular ration, funds for nothing more, and
finds it adequate. M e n who first enter the army eat the full
measure of their ration for a few days, gradually fall back and
eat a little less as the balance of their physique is built up.

In yesterday's description, the writer told of what soldiers can do
with army vehicles over the roughest kind of ground. In this fourth
article of the series the party of editors on their conducted tour take
a trip to Camp Borden and Petawawa, where the troops learn that
and other arts of war, in their advanced training.

After sightseeing over Camp Borden, Petawawa and Debert
in trucks, lorries and open troop carriers, you resolve to come
home and drive your car over hydrants, back fences, sewage
ditches and anything else you can find, just for atmosphere.
Pavement is no longer familiar.
Camp Borden, among other things, shows mechanized and
armored infantry in action. The visitors are politely invited to
stand on a hill which is to be captured. A motor company races
across the hills, leaves its covering troops, the vehicles rush away
among the trees.
The visitors' attention is distracted by another demonstration, and all are firmly convinced that the action that was promised them has failed to come off. B u t one stands on the side
of a shallow sandpit and is disconcerted on looking down suddenly to find a machine gun crew in position at his feet.
They have come up the hill under camouflage, using scrub
and their own disguise, and have literally crawled up among our
feet. We are looking into the business end of a Bren gun in support of them halfway down the slope.
B u t in shop as well as in field, soldiers are taught the inner
details. In the gunnery wing motion pictures, neon chart systems, cut-away models and other equipment show the armored
corps the nature of their weapons and vehicles.
[
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LOUDSPEAKERS FASCINATE EDITORS
At Petawawa the Held guns roar.

Over in Petawawa (and you will pardon the geographical
skip) are artillery and engineering forces, but Petawawa is primarily an advanced artillery camp, consisting of two centres.
On the parade ground, in quick succession, come howitzer, 60pounder, field and anti-tank gun demonstrations, gas and decontamination, then over the hillside to see the dispatch riders.
W i t h respectful remembrance for those dauntless daredevils
who rode the perils of the plank roads in France, we watched
[
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with chills chasing up and down our spines as riders took the
bumps over the sand hills and pits with their machines.

On the Target
Then off to the artillery ranges, to an improvised 0-pip to
see the artillery fire. Over to our left, some 3,000 yards away,
the batteries fired, the muffied thump of the four-fives, the sharp
staccato of the field guns (18-pounders for practice, i n lieu of
the new 25-pounders). The shells slithered through the air to
our left flank, and ahead they burst on the target, a model village
which was to be taken; then switched several degrees right to
fire on an auxiliary target, two salvoes to each. We are bound
to report that the first salvo in each case was the truest.
Infantry taking a position, with support of mortars and
machine guns, are another highlight. W e look into the adjoining scant woods and see nothing. A mortar fires; suddenly, here
and there, men are moving forward; scouts set off a smoke barrage in front to hide them; the men go forward with stealthy,
deliberate movements, behind the smoke barrage. Platoon
supports platoon with machine gun fire alternating.
Here is warfare in the open field, yet hidden.

slides carelessly down to sub-zero temperatures, comfortable
barracks have been built. So if your son is there, worry not for
him. H e is growing tough, hard as nails, but he is in good hands
and good quarters.

Out of the woods of Nova Scotia has grown the phenomenal camp of Debert, where thousands of Canadians
of the active army are on defense. That story, brief but
important, will be told next.

Ideal Setting
Petawawa has for years been the summer camp for engineers
and artillery. One looks almost in vain for the spot where his
battery placed their horselines i n the last war, for today there
are only nine horses in the Canadian army, and the thud of their
galloping feet is heard no more i n the firm sand. Y o u can stride
for miles over its featureless terrain and see no outstanding
landmark. This makes ideal setting for firing and battle practice, and the camp has one of the largest ranges i n Canada.
Shilo in Manitoba and Tracadie in N e w Brunswick are others of
the type.
Troops are given war realistically as is possible in manoeuvres,
every type of possible trouble and breakdown is improvised, and
the troops' initiative tested. Detachments go out on the march
for days at a time, pitch camp i n the open, and learn open warfare from all angles. B u t for its winters, when the thermometer
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