HOW IT STARTED 3

Clara came to the station with a box of candy. I sup-
pose if we had known as much then as we do now about
German diplomacy, we should n’t have eaten it, but
we only knew then that Clara’s candy was the best
going, and so we ate it, and often wished for more.

I have since heard, however, of other Germans in
Canada who knew more of their country’s plans, and
openly spoke of them. One of these, employed by the
Government, told the people in the office where he
worked that when Germany got hold of Canada, she
would straighten out the crooked streets in our towns
and not allow shacks to be built on the good streets,
and would see to it that houses were not crowded to-
gether; and the strangest part of it is that the people
to whom he spoke attached no importance whatever
to his words until the war came and the German
mysteriously disappeared.

I never really enlisted, for we had no recruiting meet-
ings in Trail before I left. We went to the skating-
rink the first night, about fifteen of us, and began to
drill. Mr. Schofield, Member of the Provincial Parlia-
ment, and Hill were in charge, and tested our marks-
manship as well. They graded us according to physical
tests, marksmanship, and ability to pick up the drill,
and I was quite pleased to find I was Number “One”
on the list.

There was a young Italian boy named Adolph
Milachi, whom we called “Joe,” who came to drill the




