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Valleyview Secondary biology students visited the BIG Little Science Centre on October 18, primarily to 
experiment with water quality and learn about salmon. These two young ladies also enjoyed their visit to the 
Hands-on room.                    More photos on pages 2 and 3. 
 

Generous Donation 
 

The BIG Little Science Centre would like to thank the Kiwanis Club of Kamloops for a generous donation to 
the BIG Little Science Centre Society. The ongoing support of the Kiwanis Club of Kamloops is very much 
appreciated. 
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Valleyview Secondary Biology Students Visit October 18 
Gordon Gore Photos 

 

 
                                                                 Instructor  Amrita Ollek 

 
                         Gord Stewart 

 
                                                                                   Susan Hammond 
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Biology 11 students from Amrita 
Ollek's class  at Valleyview 
Secondary School spent a 
morning at the BIG Little Science 
Centre, learning about water 
quality,and salmon, and visiting 
the hands-on room. 
Instruction was provided by Gord 
Stewart and Susan Hammond, 
assisted by new volunteer  Dusty 
Cadwallader, who is studying 
chemistry at TRU. 
 

 
 

Dusty Cadwallader 
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Annual General Meeting Notice 
 
The BIG Little Science Centre Society Annual Fundraising Dinner and Annual General Meeting (AGM) 
will be held at Duffy’s Pub on Sunday November 6th 2016. There will be great food, 50/50 draws and a silent 
auction. Also, we will elect directors for the Society and more. Please save the date and plan to attend. More 
information coming soon. 
If you would like to donate an item for the auction please contact Gord Stewart 250 554 2572 or 
gord@blscs.org. Your support will be recognised at the event and in promotional materials for the event. 

 
Saturdays at The BIG Little Science Centre in November 

Gord Stewart 
 

Saturday November 5th Light and Colour Show at 11am and 1:30pm 
  
Saturday November 12th Forces and Motion at 11am and 1:30pm 
  
Saturday November 19th Astronomy Show and activities at 11am and 1:30pm 
  
Saturday November 26th Magnetism Show at 11am and 1:30pm 
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Experiment: Solids  (Crystals under a Microscope) 
 

Teacher Directed Activity. This exercise may be requested at the BIG Little Science Centre. 
 

Purpose: To observe crystals of solid matter on a microscope slide. 
 

   
 
 
4. Insert a small sheet of polarizing filter material in the slot between the bottom light source and the slide. Hold a second 

sheet of polarizing filter between the eyepiece (top) lens and your eye. Rotate the top filter slowly through a full circle. 
Describe any colour changes you see when you examine each of the crystals through the pair of polarizing filters. 

 
5. Place a short piece of bare copper wire on a clean slide, and focus your microscope on one edge of the wire. Use the top 

source of light for this observation. A demonstrator will place one drop of silver nitrate solution on the copper wire. 
Watch what happens through your microscope. What is the new substance that is forming around the nail? 

 
Note: Do not touch the silver nitrate. It will stain your fingers, and the stain may last several days. (The stain is not 
dangerous, but it is annoying.) 
 

6. A demonstrator will place one drop of a solution of iodine in alcohol on one of your blank slides. Observe the drop for 
a few minutes. Do crystals form? What do they look like? Do they last very long? 

 
7. Clean-up Procedure: Please wipe off your workbench with a damp towel, and wash your hands to remove any 

chemicals that may be on them. 
 
 

 
 

Procedure 
 
1.  Set your microscope on low power 

(magnification 20 X) for this experiment. An 
instructor will show you how to use the 
microscope, if necessary. 

2.  The science centre has prepared seven samples 
of crystals. The clear containers are labeled with 
letters A, B, C, D, E, F, and G.  

 (A) sucrose (table sugar) (clear) 
 (B) potassium ferricyanide(orange) 
 (C) nickel nitrate (green-blue) 
 (D) alum (clear) 
 (E) sodium chloride (table salt) (clear) 
 (F) copper sulfate (blue)   
 (G) Rochelle Salt (clear) 
3.  Place a container on the stage of your 

microscope. Each time, choose one single, well-
formed crystal and sketch that one crystal. Label 
the diagram with the name of the chemical. 
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 Why Did I Become a Teacher?   
(Where Did I Go Wrong?) 

Gordon Gore 
 

The possibility that I might become a teacher never 
occurred to me when I was a young lad growing up  
in Strathmore, Quebec. My real interests were golf 
(in summer) and hockey (in winter). During 
summer vacation, my three brothers and I 
practically lived on Elmridge Golf Course, where 
we caddied six or seven days a week. Caddies were 
permitted to play one morning a week, but we had 
to be off the golf course before 9:00 AM. You can 
imagine how early we got up that day! My brothers 
and I could not afford to join a golf club, so our golf 
was limited to that one morning a week and the 
occasional round on a public course nearby. We 
earned golf clubs by looking for lost golf balls, 
which we traded in for unmatched, wood-shafted 
relics of the past. I bought my first set of 'real' golf 
clubs from an assistant professional, who happened 
to be vertically challenged. These clubs were a 
'matched' set, but unusually short in the shaft. Yours 
truly was fairly tall and skinny. I was so skinny that, 
if I wore a red tee shirt, everyone mistook me for 
the flag on the green!  

As a result of learning to play the game with 
short golf clubs, I developed a swing that had a 
pronounced 'dip' in it, earning me the nickname 
Ursa Major (The Big Dipper). One advantage of 
this unique style was that I became rather adept at 
bunker shots, which require a scooping motion to 
lift the ball out of the sand. 

What I really wanted to be when I was a 
youngster was a professional golfer ! the kind of 
fellow who travels around the world winning golf 
tournaments, shooting 65's, signing autographs and 
getting his picture in the newspapers. 

Being just a 'club pro' didn't seem like much 
fun. I used to watch the club pro at Elmridge golf 
course trying to teach golf to nice little old ladies 
(over 30). I felt sorry for Red Mackenzie. He was a 
really good golfer, and I imagined he must wish he 
were out on tour playing golf with other 
professional golfers. Occasionally I would be 
fortunate enough to get to caddy for Red when he 
played his Sunday round. It was a real thrill for me 
to caddy for a really good golfer like Mackenzie. I 
can remember going home after caddying for him 
and practicing swinging a golf club in the back 

yard, 'just like Mackenzie does' (or so I thought). 
One day, a player for whom I was caddying hit his 
second shot on the par five eighteenth hole, 
hopelessly left of the green. In fact, the ball ended 
up on the adjacent fairway, very near where Red 
Mackenzie was giving a lesson. The only possible 
approach to the green was a seemingly impossible 
shot just about straight up over some very tall oak 
trees to a green surrounded by sand traps. My player 
said to the pro, jokingly, "Red! How about playing 
this shot for me?" Going along with the joke, Red 
took the man's sand wedge, flattened the face 
almost parallel to the ground, took a full swing and  
lofted the ball into a towering parabolic path over 
the trees and onto the green right by the flagstick! I 
could not believe my fourteen-year-old eyes. 
Mackenzie was instantly my hero. I went home 
after that caddie job and practiced that shot for 
hours in the field next to my house. 

Watching really good golfers was always a 
thrill for me. Caddying for them was fun, too, 
providing the stakes were not too high. I once 
caddied in a tournament called the Labatt Open, at 
Summerlea Golf Course near Montreal. By the 
luck of the draw, I was assigned to carry Jerry 
Barber's bag. Jerry Barber was a touring US pro, 
an excellent golfer. He was a short, angular fellow 
! rather 'school teacher-ish' in manner. He 
appeared stern, and was a real perfectionist. He 
worked hard at his game, practicing a long time 
before and after each round. He made his caddy 
work hard, too. 

After three rounds, Barber was leading the 
tournament. One might say that my Barber more 
than 'made the cut'.  (Pun intended.) In the final 
round, he was matched with Jules Huot, a local 
hero, and with the infamous Tommy Bolt. Bolt was 
a super golfer, but he was even better known in 
those days for his spectacular displays of bad 
temper. 

So, here was I, the shyest fifteen-year old 
kid in all of Quebec (perhaps in all of Canada), 
caddying in this threesome of crowd-pleasers. The 
fairways were lined with thousands of spectators, 



 

each one of them watching me with their binoculars 
and cardboard periscopes, waiting for me to make a 
mistake. Jerry Barber slipped to third place, but he 
still picked up a fair paycheck. I managed to avoid 
making any obvious errors, and Barber paid me $75 
for my week's work. In 1952 that was a lot of 
money to a teenager like myself! 

My biggest golf hero was the famous Ben 
Hogan. Unfortunately, I never managed to see him 
play personally, but I did see the movie Follow the 
Sun, which documented Hogan's triumphs and 
tragedies. Until I was sixteen, I really wanted to be 
a professional golfer like Hogan. Unfortunately, it is 
a bit of a struggle to become a great golfer when 
you play an average of nine holes a week with golf 
clubs three inches too short for you. It was a nice 
fantasy while it lasted, though! When I started 
university at McGill in 1954, golf became a thing of 
the past, as did hockey, which was my winter 
passion. 

In Montreal, from the time I was five years 
old until I finished high school at age sixteen, I 
played hockey. My brothers and I played the game 
during every available minute, while the outdoor 
rinks near our home were frozen. The four of us 
would go to the nearest rink on week-ends and play 
all morning, come home for lunch, play all 
afternoon, come home for supper, and maybe play 
again after supper (unless we were listening to 
Hockey Night in Canada with Foster Hewitt). If 
there was no ice, we sometimes played road hockey. 

I loved hockey! We walked about a mile or 
so to the rink, and I remember how the adrenaline 
would start to flow when the rink lights came into 
view. To me, 'pick-up' hockey was the most fun, 
probably because I got to play all the time (unless I 
collapsed momentarily from exhaustion) and 
because there were no adults around to screw things 
up. There were no rules. The fun part was trying to 
keep the puck with twenty or so other guys trying to 
get it from you. There was no body checking and no 
fighting among our friendly group, which suited me 
fine because I was as skinny as a two-iron. 

We did play some 'league' hockey, and that 
was fun, too. In my first game as a Pee Wee, I took 
a shot from the corner at an impossible angle. 
Miraculously, the shot careened off the goaltender's 
pads and into the net. That shot convinced me that I 
was the next Maurice (Rocket) Richard! 
Unfortunately that never happened. It is hard to be a 
hockey star when 99 is your body weight and not 

your jersey number. Skinniness and asthma ended 
yet another of my childhood fantasies. 

Between golf and hockey there was, of 
course, school. I liked most schoolwork, and was a 
pretty fair student. Strathmore Elementary was 
my first school. It was a one-room school, with 
Miss Marion Kerr as the teacher. Miss Kerr was a 
fine teacher and, for many years after I left 
Strathmore Elementary, a good friend. She kept in 
touch with me from the time I left her school in 
1946 until she passed away at the age of 93. It was 
with great sadness that I learned of her death in 
1981. 

I was fortunate to have many very good 
teachers throughout my elementary schooling and 
later at Lachine High School. We did have our 
share of characters, however. One of these was my 
grade five teacher, Miss Lavery, at George Esplin 
School in Lachine. Her students called her Miss 
Slavery behind her back. Miss Lavery made gum 
chewers wear their gum on the ends of their noses 
throughout her class. She was also pretty handy 
with her pointer, as I recall. 

Fortunately, most of my teachers were 
pleasant but firm, and knew what they were doing. 
At Lachine High School, there were three sisters 
teaching ! the Keith sisters. They were loved and 
respected by everyone. There were no 'discipline' 
problems in the Keiths' classes. Among the three of 
them, they taught just about all the academic 
classes. 

My favorite mathematics teacher was Mr. 
Nason, mainly because he let my good friends 
Norm Jones, Mike Rosen and I work ahead at our 
own rates. He would often throw a tough geometry 
question at us, and then refuse to tell us the solution 
until we worked it out for ourselves. He always 
gave the impression that he knew we could solve the 
problems. Not wanting to let him down, we usually 
did. 

Geometry was always one of my favorite 
subjects, although trigonometry and algebra were 
close behind in my estimation. In Montreal, we 
studied algebra as a separate course for four years in 
a row (grades 8 to 11), geometry as a separate 
course for three years (9 to 11) and trigonometry as 
a separate course for two years (10 and 11). When 
we graduated at the end of grade eleven, we had a 
firm background in mathematics, which made it 
easier to learn science courses at first-year 
university. 



 

 

High school physics was, for me, an applied 
mathematics course. My teacher never used 
equipment ! either because there was none, or 
more likely because he chose not to use it. Like 
some modern-day B.C. physics teachers, he learned 
that his students could do better on government 
examinations if they did no experiments at all, and 
just drilled for the final examination. Not knowing 
any better, I enjoyed physics as a purely abstract 
exercise ! good practice in applied algebra. 
Unfortunately, when I went on to university, I was 
really naive when it came to handling unfamiliar 
apparatus in the laboratory. 

I had no science in elementary school, and 
no science in grades eight and nine. My first science 
courses were grade ten physics and chemistry. 
Perhaps this is why I enjoyed these courses so 
much! Physics and chemistry were a breath of fresh 
air after the dreaded but compulsory (Ugh!) 
LATIN! I had to study Latin in grades eight and 
nine. Latin is the only subject I disliked in all my 
schooling years. I could see no possible use for 
LATIN. Fear of failure was the only motivation I 
had for learning it at all. (Latin was all Greek to 
me.) As soon as I finished grade nine Latin, I wiped 
my memory bank entirely clear of the subject. 

The only thing I remember about Latin class 
was my very first pun. It was really in bad taste, too. 
My Latin teacher, a fine Scottish gentleman named 
Mr. Carr, announced that because the King of 
England had just died, there would be a holiday the 
following day. I stupidly put up my hand and asked, 
"Shouldn't it just be only half a day's holiday?" He 
asked, "Why do you say that?" I replied, "Well, 
when someone dies it should just be a mourning 
holiday." 

 (And that, dear former suffering students, is 
where it all started.) 

Freed of Latin at last! Chemistry fascinated 
me! We actually were allowed to do a few 
experiments in chemistry. I was never confident 
doing experiments. I seemed to have six thumbs on 
each hand when I poured chemicals or clamped 
flasks to ring stands. It was really just a lack of 
'hands-on' experience. However, I loved the theory 
of chemistry. Atoms! Molecules! Reactions! It was 
all so fascinating and new to me. 

Chemistry and mathematics remained my 
favorite subjects when I started at McGill 
University in 1954. In fact, I started the Honours 
Chemistry program in my second year. Still lacking 
confidence in my experimental skills, I became 
really worried when I seemed to take longer to do 
experiments (such as those in Qualitative Analysis 
and Quantitative Analysis) than many of my fellow 
students. Convinced I would never make a good 
chemist, despite good marks in the theory aspects of 
chemistry, I transferred into the regular B.Sc. 
program (after an interview with a very puzzled 
chemistry department head). 

In my third year at McGill, I was still taking 
a lot of chemistry courses, but I had to choose one 
physics course. A friend told me, "Don't take 
Electricity! It's too tough!" So I took Electricity. 
The professor was Dr. E. R. Pounder. Dr. Pounder, 
it turned out, is the reason I became a physics 
teacher. Pounder was the best teacher at McGill 
University, as far as I was concerned. Pounder was 
always prepared, always organized, and always 
interesting. Pounder's class was a very large one, 
and I never actually met the professor personally. 
He would not know me from a hole in the wall, but 
Dr. Pounder had a great impact on me. He made 
teaching seem like a worthwhile profession. His 
knack of taking complex, abstract concepts and 
explaining them in a crystal-clear fashion really 
impressed me. I actually enrolled in a further course 
of his the following year. The subject was Electron 
Physics. After taking both these courses from 
Pounder, I really wished I had specialized in 
physics starting in second year. 

When I graduated from McGill University in 
1958 at the ripe old age of 20, I knew I wanted to be 
a physics or chemistry teacher. By the luck of the 
toss, I became a physics teacher. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 
This Newsletter is a publication of BIG Little Science Centre Society  

Mailing Address Box 882 Station Main Kamloops BC V2C 5M8 
Location: 655 Holt Street Kamloops BC V2B 5G2 Website  http://blscs.org 

Executive Director: Gord Stewart Phone (250) 554 2572 or (250) 554 BLSC  E-Mail: gord@blscs.org 
Assistant Operator: Susan Hammond Phone (250) 554 2572 or (250) 554 BLSC E-Mail: susan@blscs.org 

Newsletter Editor:  Dr. Gordon R. Gore  F-411, 3255 Overlander Drive, Kamloops BC V2B 0A5   
Home phone  778 472 2014          EDITOR's  E-Mail: gordongore0@gmail.com 

 

Back issues of BIGScience can be viewed at <http://web.blscs.org/newsletters> . 
 

The BIG Little Science Centre is open to the public at these times: 
Tuesday to Saturday 10:00 AM to 4:00 PM 

CLOSED SUNDAYS and HOLIDAYS 
Phone: 250 554 2572   E-mail Gord@blscs.org  or  Susan@blscs.org 

 

A family membership is $60.00/year. An individual membership is $45.00/year. A family membership consists 
of five directly related people. (This includes any combination of grandparents, parents and children).!Individual 
day rates are:  

Adults (16 to 59)  $6     Seniors (60 plus) $4      Youth (6 to 15 years old)  $3        Family $15. 
Children 5 years old or younger) Free 

Visit our website blscs.org for more details on the benefits of membership. 

 
Drop-in Visit Information 

 

What is a Drop-in Visit?    
 
During drop-in times our hands-on rooms are open for visitors to tour at their leisure. The 
rooms have approximately 140 stations of hands-on activities to try. We also have an activity or 
show running Saturdays! 
 
Drop-in Visiting hours 
 
• Tuesday - Saturday 10:00 - 4:00 
• Check Facebook or twitter for the latest information. 
 
For safety purposes we require children under age 16 be accompanied by a minimum number of 
supervising adults: 
 
• For children 4 years old and under, 1 adult per every 3 children is required. 
• For children 5 years old to 9 years old, 1 adult per every 5 children is required. 
• For children 10 years old to 16 years old, 1 adult per 10 children is required. 
 

The BIG Little Science Centre is Closed Sundays and Holidays. 



 

 

Comical Critters 
Gordon Gore 

 

 

"I can only listen with one ear at a time!"  


