


























Comptroft Section

An interesting way to study animal tracks and to
discover what kind of critters live in the area where
you are camping is to make a tracking pit,

First clear an area four feet square and loosen the
soil in the area so the tracks will show up clearly.

Next punch holes around the top of a coffee can.
Put a piece of fish or meat inside the can and

cover it with a plastic lid.
Place the can in the center of the pit and weigh

it down with a rock.
Leave it out overnight and you will usually find

an abundance of tracks the next morning.

A TRACKING PIT
by Elton Bell
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HIGH ADVENTURE



A passenger rvho had never florvn
before glanced out of the plane
rvindorv. To the passing stelv-
ardess she said, "Isn't flying amaz-
ing? From this height, people down
there look just like ants."
"As a matter of fact," replied the
stewardess, "they are ants. We
haven't taken off yet."

Ray Lambert
Middleburg Heights, OH

Man: I just saw something ruming
across the floor rvith no legs!
Wife: Goodness! What was it?
Man: A glass of spilled milk.

trVarren Bebout
Morro Bay, CA

A commander instructing his boys
in cooking told them to cook wie-
ners just like fish, Upon inspection
during the cookout the Commander
noticed that one boy had only dried
out wiener peelings in his skillet.
Asked what was wrong, the Rang-
er replied, "I started to cook them
just like we do fish but after clean-
ing them, I didn't have much left,"

Ray Lambert
Middleburg Heights, OH

Farmert "And how did you come to
fall in the lake?"
Buckaroo: "I didn't come to fall in
the lake' I came t'#:l;, 

Bebout
Morro Bay, CA

FALL 1974

Sundall School Teacherr "What les-
son do we learn from the story of
Tonah and the whale?"
Boyt "People make whales sick."

Warren Bebout
Morro Bay, CA

When the motorist asked the farm-
er how far it was to the next town,
the farmer told him it was "tr,r,o

miles as the crow flies."
"Well," said the motorist, "how far
is it if the cror,v has to walk and
roll a flat tire?"

Ray Lambert
N{iddleburg Heights, OH

Then there u'as the elephant Iuurter
who had to quit. The decoys rvere
getting too heavy.

Warren Bebout
N{orro Bay, CA

Little sister rvas entertaining the
visitors until her mother was ready,
One of the ladies remarked to the
other with a significant look, "Not
very p-r-e-t-t-y."
"No," ansrvered the child, "but
awfully s-m-a-r-t."

lVarren Bebout
Morro Bay, CA

First grade teacher on opening day
of schaol: "Anyone who r.vants to
go to the washroom should hold up
two fingers."
Neu Pupil: "Teacher, how is that
going to help?"

Billy: Mom, mom, guess what hap-
pened to Tommy today?
Mom: What?
Billy: He fell into the mud rrp to
his ankles.
NIom: What's so bad about that?
Billg: He fell in headfirst.

Warren Bebout
Morro Bay, CA

A young fellow wanted the latest
hit records in his home. One day he
heard o=ver his radio a number
cailed "Ten Little Fingers and Ten
Little Toes Waiting for NIe Dolvu
in Tennessee." He rushed to the
telephone to call the corner record
shop. In his haste his finger hit one
of the wrong digits on the dial and
he rang the plumber. i'Have you
got "Ten Little Fingers and Ten
Little Toes Waiting for lv{e Down
in Tennessee?" The plumber rp-
plied, "No, but I've got a little rvife
and ten little kids waiting for me
dor'vn in Texas." "Is that a record"
the young fellow askecl, "No, I
don't think so," said the plumber,
"but that's pretty big even in
Texas."

Phil Wayman
Kirkland, WA

History Teacher: What happened
in 1800?

Iohnny: Lincoln was born,
Teacher: Now, what happened irr
1812?

Iohnng: Lincoln had his twelfth
birthday.

"Noah, you've got to separate the elephants."
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The moon was still, while cannons ceased their
booming. The wage of battle retreated to the lines
in the moonlit night. The battle was heavy that day
in 1863.

The Blues and Greys fought with valor and sacri-

fice. The night had come to bring temporary rest
for the weary soldiers. Tomorrow would soon come

again.
The trenches were bustling with preparation of

the forthcoming attack at the rising of the sun' The
soldiers knew that the hill must be taken from the
enemy. Men and equipment waited patiently for
the first glimpse of light from the eastern skies.

Everyone was tense. An eerie hush hovered over the
tools of war.

Alas, the bugle sounded out, humanity poured out
of the dens and crevices. The booming of roaring
cannons, crackling of rifle fire, the crys of the attack-
ing force vibrated through every hillside. Fear
struck the heartstrings of every man and boy, The
battle was on!

Rockets bursting in air, the onrushing attackers
were confronted with a wall of steel and shot. Sol-
diers by the score fell. Fear gripped the invaders.
The bugle sounded, "retreat, retreat, retreat," The
staggered army turned and swiftly found refuge be-
hind its lines,

Defeated and beaten, the survivors began to take
inventory of the missing in action. "The flag-bearer
is gone. Where are our colors?" echoed the line.
Every eye strained over the smoke-scarred battlefield
in search of their banner and the blond-haired lad
who bore it. Everything looked helpless. The slender
lad could not be seen among the debris. All was lost.
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"Look," yelled the sergeant, "There on the hill."
Up on the crest of the hill u,as a slight shadow of a
boy waving the colors to his comrades in arms. The
young soldier was motioning to advance.

The commanding officer in his foxhole cried out,
"Bring the colors back to the men,"

"No sir, bring the men back to the colors."
Courage filled the ranks. The men responded with

unconquerable zeal! The bugle sounded. The men
pressed on and joined their colors, The battle was
won, the hill had been taken,

What of the young flag-bearer? He has disap-
peared in the pages of time. His bravery and action
has outlived his name.

There are other battles to be fought within our
own lives. The enemy of our hearts is rampaging
against us in our daily Christian living. It takes a
special kind of courage to face criticism or threats.
Battles are not always won in the security of the
"in group." Victories are won on the battlefield,

Christ has carried His banner to the top of Mount
Calvary. There He paid the price. Now, the Master
has called us into the battle. There is no room for
deserters or spiritual cowards. There are only front-
line soldiers.

Everyday, people are watching us as open books,
to see how we fare in our Christian living and spir-
itual battle. We are bearers of the stained banner of
Christ. How we bear it, will determine the outcome
of the lives of those about us,

Let us not retreat in our spiritual life, Let us press
on to victoryl If Christ be before us, who can be
against us? Let us wave the colors and be counted.
Let us rally men and boys to the saving knowledge
of Jesus Christ. The battle is on, March on, march
on.

HIGH ADVENTURE


