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[image: image1.jpg]Fun and Games
by Conall Barr, student

Sy, the manager of the H. R. MacMillan Planetarium, became an enemy to
my friends and me while we were growing up. Things we thought of as fun
and games, such as frightening an elderly couple almost to death by taking
the places of dummies in a display and sitting up as they approached, were
malicious mischief to Sy. Time after time he caught us sneaking around, and
time after time he ordered us to leave and warned us never to return. Walking
out, our heads hanging low, our hands drooping in our pockets, and our feet
kicking any small object that obstructed our path, we headed away from our
favourite play area. Our melancholy lasted no longer than two days, for sneaking
back into the planetarium, we found a new adventure. Creeping about the
place, trying not to let Sy see us, we looked like spies in a war movie, and felt
like them too. Sy soon caught on to our games when he started to receive
complaints of strange giggling and animal noises coming from behind the
theatre screen. Finally, after he had personally kicked us out and advised
every member of the staff to throw us out on sight, we admitted defeat and
moved on to greener pastures at the Maritime Museum.
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by Bob Klettke, student

Completely dark. Can’t move backward; can’t see forward. Stuck. A cloud of
unhealthy anxiety disperses through the cave, searching for and finding my
cramped, immobile body, forcing a rush of adrenalin into my pulsing arter-
ies. My heart beats faster, stronger; my breath quickens, deepens; and my
eyes widen, still blind. I search through the muddled maze of my mind looking
for answers. None. Yelling provides a safe, if temporary, escape from this
tomb of darkness. Screaming uses up the adrenalin, allowing a false calm to
follow. A brief calm. Hard, harsh walls slowly move in, squeezing the air
from my weakening body. My one free hand, battered and bloody, flails helplessly
at the unseen, but solid walls in front of me. No freedom. My mind stalls.
Too many questions with no answers. I pass out. Maybe seconds, minutes, or
hours. Later I wake up and nothing has changed. Still stuck. Completely
dark. Trapped.
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by Peter Newman

“I’ll never forget coming from a hockey meeting with Skalbania and arriving
“in Toronto on the same plane,” recalls Johnny F. Bassett, the Toronto entre-
preneur. “‘He had this briefcase with him, and we stopped somewhere on the
way into town. I asked Nelson, ‘Where are you going? We’ve got a meeting at
Carling’s and they’re waiting for us.’

“He said, ‘I’ll just be a minute.

““He came out in about seven minutes, and I asked him what he’d done

“‘Just bought a piece of property,” he said.

“A few minutes later, Skalbania stops the cab again, and when I wanted
to know where he was going now, he replied, ‘I’ll be back in a minute.’

“He came back out, and I asked what he’d done.

“““TJust sold it,” he said and told me he’d made a million bucks. The poor
cab driver — I don’t think he’ll ever get over it.”




