
Boys Will Be Boys

“Boys will be boys” is the opening of a door to a rich level of possibilities. It is almost
a sacred duty to break the rules and go where no other boy has been before. I had hung 
around with these guys at least two years which is forever when you are ten. We were all 
trapped in the small town of Trenton and in the fifties all that was happening in town was 
the Air Force Base. Some of us were air force brats, all of us were dreaming of the power 
age would bring, wisdom was for later. We were fueled by sugar, with time to kill and 
bursting with potential. James Bond and Danger Man had primed us and we were 
preparing for the future safety of the world and if we were called upon we were ready to 
step up or take over.

One lad had removed the plywood paneling from small sections of his parent’s 
recreation-room. He hid his mash behind the walls with his condenser. We would make 
alcohol that would flame as high as two inches off the spoon. It only convinced me not to 
drink till ten years later. We could put that equipment away in ten seconds triggered only 
by his parent’s key in the front door.

Games surround you at school, playgrounds, diamonds and boy scouts. Your life is 
spent looking for the next game. Our game started spontaneously at the high school. We 
started by climbing the CB antenna by the shop entrance and then dropping through the 
trap door over the auditorium, but the climb down the catwalk above the stage made the 
journey far too long. We then found that if we put masking tape over the locks on the 
outside doors, we could with a quick snap pop them open and yet the janitor would register
it as locked when he pushed. We could go in and pop the doors and set up the trampoline 
etc and even spend the night. If you spent the night there was the added pleasure of hiding 
in the heating ducts to hear the teachers swearing and cursing out their more lively charges
in the sanctity of the staff room.

We called ourselves the Bizaters, the verb was to Bizat a building. There were Booty 
Bizaters, but that was a subgroup who we held in great disdain. We prided ourselves in the 
fact that we were not doing anything. I guess we were hoping that by not doing anything, 
when caught we could flutter with every bit of innocence in our eyes, that we had done 
nothing. We had done nothing but climb.

Buildings stood as effigies  and needed egress. I don't know whether the architects of
these buildings really understand how phallic these mountains are. We certainly had no 
knowledge although some of us had the inkling of our grip on the substance of our driving 
forces. The buildings were a carrot held out before us beckoning to the place we were told 
not to go. For owners and dweller of the buildings they are just the place to live, work, pay 
bills, or rage against. Their buildings were places they did not want to be, and that dosed 
them enough to not notice us.

Churches had the highest spires in town and in those days were never locked. We 
would sneak in with our prayer books, just in case we needed to show a reason. We would 
write our code names, I am still not at liberty to divulge those sacred names. We would 
throw snowballs at the mystified girls below.

There is a charming old stone Post Office at the downtown five corners. We simply 
walked by the postal workers and continued up the stairs, through customs and then into 
the belfry. There we would catch unsuspecting pigeons. One of the guys came up with the 
brilliant idea of taking a medium-sized bolt and tying a long piece of string to the bolt and 



then wrapping the string around the pigeon’s leg so that the bolt dangled free. He then 
fired the pigeon at the five corners below. As the string unraveled the bolt came free, just 
inches above the traffic cop’s head. Alfred Hitchcock’s "The Birds" was a recently released
movie. Just take a moment and let your imagination vividly paint that picture. The only 
evidence left was a puddle and it was not the bird's.

We had conquered the main challenges in the downtown core. You only had to 
follow the flight path to know our next summit. We were already used to sneaking into the 
officer’s mess for a sauna and midnight dip in the officer’s pool, so we had a familiar 
experience with the military mind.

The tallest structure at the base was the water tower and to add to the excitement we
decided to Bizat it at twelve noon. One guy stood out front conspicuously, while one guy 
hoisted the other through the open window. Door open, walk in, as if you own the place and
up the elevator, to a glorious view. I was not the ring leader and as time has told more 
prepared to be the chronicler than the risk taker. The two guys I was with went for a swim 
and after shivering a bit decided to go in for another dip. This time they found that the 
water level had dropped ten feet in just a few minutes. They didn’t venture further for their
second dip. I think this may have been the birthing of my dry sense of humour.

We contented ourselves with saunas and dips in the Officer’s pool till one of the boys
realized that the airbase is heated from a central location. The military like to 
compartmentalize their domain. There was the living area, the hangers, and the various 
garages for different systems. We could walk through miles of conduit designed for the size 
of a kid and have access to every part of the base. We felt like generals and we knew 
something no one else did. We were the only ones who knew we were there. That is until the
day the American big planes and jets came for a visit for Air Force Day. We just couldn’t 
resist coming out from our secure place when the technicians were sleeping. We wrote on 
the side of the biggest American Jet “This jet has just been blown up.” Well we seized the 
moment, but we were never seized. Our only punishment was we could not go back there 
again.

Not a huge loss we were turning twelve by then and girl’s mountains loomed before 
us more predominantly and were even more difficult to climb. The MPs, FBI, RCMP, and 
the CIA although older, more mature, well-trained and professionally experienced than us, 
took this experience in a more humbling position. We did keep the secret, until today, that 
the enemy only needed to send eleven year olds to capture our great countries by total 
surprise. I have no idea of how many heads rolled down the military bowling allies or, how 
they quivered any time someone yelled strike. Now a devoted pacifist, I am comforted by 
the fact that those security officials will never be able to bend over and tie their shoe laces 
without thinking of us children, the real threat to world stability.
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