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ONE BEAUTIFUL SUMMER
Written for:
Executive Producer: Tom Hanks
Narrator: Ray Liotta
Lead role as 76-year-old Arthur Delamont - Tom Hanks
To be filmed entirely in the UK and on location in Europe
This is a movie treatment of 1968s, a two-and-a-half-month tour of England and Europe by 76-year-old Arthur Delamont and his Vancouver Kitsilano Boys Band. It is both
poignant and bittersweet as it looks at coming of age, the end of life, and our youth’s education. It is also about remembering the past so you can see the road forward. All the
characters are affected by one or the other, and no one more so than Arthur Delamont,
who is thinking about quitting his band and retiring after he returns. He feels City Council doesn’t care about the arts in Vancouver and, more specifically, all he has achieved
over the past forty years. “Who has done more to promote the city of Vancouver abroad
over the past decades than me,” he asks? When he approached City Council for funds
for this trip, they gave him one thousand dollars, barely enough to cover the airfare for
one boy, not 39 boys and one girl.
She loves you ya, ya, ya
She loves you ya, ya, ya,
And a love like that,
You know it can’t be bad.
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The Nelsen house, 388 East 45th Avenue. June 15, 1968. My family is getting ready
to take me, their oldest son, to the airport.
You think you’ve lost your love
Well, I saw her yesterday
It’s you she’s thinking of
And she told me what to say
“Hurry Chris. We don’t want to be late. You know how Mr. Delamont is regarding
punctuality and we still have to pick up Keith and his mom,” yells my mother down the
basement stairs to my bedroom. “We’ll see you in the car.”
She says she loves you
And you know that can’t be bad
Yes, she loves you
And you know you should be glad
I rush upstairs and into the living room looking for something with my carry-on bag
in one hand. I am dressed in a blue blazer with grey slacks and have on a white shirt and
a long maroon necktie.
“Where’s the music coming from,” I yell? I finally see what I am searching for and pick
up a pocket size transistor radio, look at it, smile, put it into my blazer pocket and rush
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out the front door and down the stairs.
She said you hurt her so
She almost lost her mind
But now she said she knows
You’re not the hurting kind
“Say hi to the Beatles for me,” yells my twelve-year-old, next-door neighbour Evelyn
who is sitting on the porch listening to her radio.
“Who are the Beatles,” I ask?
“You’ll find out,” Evelyn says as I rush to the family car parked on the street and jump
in the back seat. The car pulls away and goes around the corner.
She says she loves you
And you know that can’t be bad
Yes, she loves you
And you know you should be glad, ooh
Everyone is already there inside the Vancouver International Airport when Keith and I
arrive, followed shortly by my mother, father and brother Ken. All 39 of us boys and one
girl, aged 12 to twenty, are dressed the same. It’s good publicity to have one girl with
39 boys. Each has one piece of luggage, a carry-on bag, and their musical instrument to
be checked in before departure. Mr. Delamont, our leader, is holding a press conference
with a reporter from the local newspaper, the Vancouver Sun, and he isn’t too happy.
“I think this may be my last trip with my boys,” he says to the reporter. “When I approached City Hall for a donation for this trip, my tenth in all, they only gave me one
thousand dollars. Why that barely covers the cost of the airline fare for one boy to travel
to Europe for two and a half months these days. My efforts are not appreciated here at
home, so I am seriously thinking of quitting the band after this trip,” adds a solemn-looking Mr. D.
“I’m sorry to hear that, Mr. Delamont,” says the reporter. “I hope that isn’t so,” he
adds as Delamont fumes and walks away, joining his boys.
“Don’t let Wally go into any pubs in England,” tells one of the boys’ guardians Al
Lehtonen aka Wally, to all. “He has been brought up with good Christian values,” she
adds. Mr. D continues to walk past solemnly.
“Well, there you have it, ladies and gentlemen,” the reporter says, turning to a cameraman. “Arthur Delamont, who has led his Kitsilano Boys Band here in Vancouver for
forty years, is seriously thinking of calling it quits due to a lack of support from government officials for the arts in Vancouver. You heard him in his own words; he feels that he
and his band aren’t appreciated here at home. We’ll just have to hope he has a change
of heart because the Kitsilano Boys Band has been a fixture in the community since
1928, further back than I can remember. They’re always playing somewhere in town at
openings, in parks and have won so many trophies, I doubt they even know how many.
It will be a sad day for the arts in Vancouver if he really does what he says. But I
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guess, for now, we will just all have to wait and see how he feels when he gets back from
this, his tenth European tour.”

photo missing

We boys head out to the plane while our parents wave goodbye through a large
picture window at the back of the airport. Mr. Delamont is the last to leave, as he wants
to be sure every boy is ahead of him. All 39 of us pause in front of the plane for a group
photo as well as the band’s manager Dave Mackenzie, an old boy from the ‘62 trip, three
chaperones Mr. and Mrs. Pettie and Mrs. Pattison, the wife of local businessman Jim Pattison whose 12-year-old son Jimmy plays in the band and the Inman family who has a
14-year-old son Bill playing. The Inmans are going on their own tour of Europe and will
meet up with the band in various places.
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It is a ten-hour flight to London. After getting some much-needed rest, everyone is
woken up by Mr. D playing taps on his trumpet somewhere above the Atlantic Ocean.

Woolwich, London
“So here we are, our first night in London,” I say to Keith in a room we are sharing in
a youth hostel in Woolwich, a working-class district of London.
“Come on. Let’s go out and find a pub,” says nineteen-year-old Keith.
Inside a working-class pub right out of a D.H. Lawrence novel
The boys are sitting at a small table, in a very sparsely decorated pub, with two big
glasses of stout in front of them, full of working-class men.
“What do you think,” asks Keith.”
“I love it,” I reply. “Not the stout.”
Back in our room at the youth hostel
We are both in bed, and I turn on my transistor radio.
“This is the pirate Radio Caroline broadcasting to you off Harwick in the English Channel in international waters outside the three-mile limit. For our next selection, I would
like to play for you the Beatles recording of Can’t Buy Me, Love. I’m disc jockey, Chris
Moore.”
Can’t buy me love, oh
Love, oh
Can’t buy me love, oh
I’ll buy you a diamond ring, my friend
If it makes you feel all right
I’ll get you anything my friend
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If it makes you feel all right
The following day on the street in front of our youth hostel
“Wally, go into that pub over there and get me an orange soda,” says Mr. D, as he
and us boys gather. “You have today and the next day, free boys. You should all go to
the museums and take in the sights. We won’t be playing in London. Once we leave,
though, you will all be pretty busy. There will also be extra rehearsals for the Kerkrade
Festival and lots of marching practice, so enjoy yourself for the next couple of days. You
older boys, be sure and look after the younger boys.”
Later in the afternoon, Mr. D is seen walking by himself along a London street. He
comes to a big impressive building and reads the plaque. ‘BBC Studios’ He stands there
daydreaming for the longest time.
1953 Kits Boy’s Band Trip, London, BBC Studios
When the boys arrive in London, Stocky, their manager, is again there to greet them.
He has organized the 1953 trip as well as their four previous trips - still wearing his
striped morning suit, his bowler hat, and carrying his umbrella – he has all the characteristics of gentleman-managers and executives of the day in London’s ‘city.’
On June 13, in a hushed BBC studio in Old London Towne, conductor Arthur Delamont
strikes the downbeat on twelve solid weeks of music which reach into every corner of
the United Kingdom - straight from the heart of Vancouver. For that day, the trumpets of
the Kitsilano Boys’ Band sound the opening bar of what is to be a three-month, sevenday-a-week, two-show-a-day tour of the United Kingdom. When the band sailed from
Montreal on June 3, it marked the fifth crossing of this group of teenage ambassadors
of goodwill and good music. It is another triumphant milestone in the life of 61-yearold Arthur Delamont, who dreamed a dream 27 years previous when, with boundless
energy, he transformed it into a living monument to his vision.
During a rehearsal for the evening’s BBC performance, the producer, Peter Duncan,
says to the star of the show, Irene Dunne,
“Cover your ears because the opening fanfare will be very brilliant.” She does, but
she takes her hands off for a moment and then quickly puts them back. She looks over
towards Peter in the control booth, who gives a thumbs-up signal to her.
“The effect was electrifying,” she says to him afterwards. While the boys are rehearsing, Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis walk in. They are scheduled to be on the program as
well. When the boys have finished, Jerry hams it up with Dean for a few moments, especially for the boys, who have all gathered around them like bees to honey.
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“Those were the days,” says Delamont, and he walks off.
Back at the youth hostel, he runs into Dave.
“Were you able to get us any press coverage in the papers,” Mr. D asks Dave?
“I’m afraid not. The reporter said there were too many world events happening
that they needed to cover.”
“World events,” shouts Delamont. “That’s ridiculous.”
That night as he is getting into bed.
“Too many world events, they say. Why the biggest event of this century didn’t stop
us from getting press coverage,” Delamont says and goes to sleep.
June 1939 Winnipeg, A Boy With A Horn
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The following article appeared in The South-East Corner (a Winnipeg newspaper); it
was written by Harris Turner in June 1939, the day after the boys played in Winnipeg.
I met a lad who plays a horn in a band. Anybody who ever played any kind of horn
in any band always aroused my envy, but this young fellow played a slide-trombone,
which is the most enviable of all musical weapons, and he played it in the Kitsilano Boys’
Band, which, according to the Century of Progress Exhibition, is the best boys’ band
in the world. This boy had a uniform that would make a peacock look like a dirty, grey
sock. Why was I deprived of the privilege of learning to play the slide trombone? Why
didn’t somebody handcuff me to a slide trombone and refuse me food and sleep until
I learned to play it? Why don’t they make slide trombone playing compulsory in public
schools and give slide-trombones away with subscriptions to the Western Producer instead of handing out carving knives and aprons?
You may not know that the Kitsilano Boys’ Band comes from Vancouver. Every year
or two, it comes from Vancouver to startle the Boys’ Band universe with its magnificent
uniform and its still more magnificent musical accomplishments. It played in Kamloops,
in Calgary, in Regina, in Winnipeg, in Kenora, in Fort William and in Sudbury. It is playing
in Toronto today, and in a day or two, it will play at the World’s Fair in New York, and
then it is going to play in Montreal. From Montreal, on June 30, it sails on the Duchess
of Bedford for England, and on the other side of the Atlantic, it is playing in London, and
places in Europe aware metal can be used in the manufacture of slide-trombones and
cornets besides the production of guns and grenades.
This catalogue of towns is not printed as an advertisement but to amplify the grounds
for envy. This lad, with his slide-trombone, will get to places where few young lads
without trombones can go. Behind the thrusting loop of his polished horn, he will strut
down avenues and streets cleared for his passage as though the King were coming.
He will blow the works of the world’s great composers through his musical instrument
in historic halls where chancellors have made great speeches and prima-donnas have
thrilled vast audiences.
Because of his ability to decipher a few black dots on a piece of paper and know
that they mean that the sliding valve on his horn must be in a specific, definite position
and his mouth puckered in a certain particular way, he can travel the globe. As if his
grandfather had owned a distillery or his bachelor uncle had discovered a gold mine in
Australia.
They will probably see the King --- these forty-eight Vancouver high school lads,
with no passports except their trombones, their clarinets, their drums, their cornets,
their bass-horns, their saxophones, their oboes, their altos, their French horns and their
capes of royal blue with the crimson satin lining. You will meet people who will tell you
that the radio has killed individual initiative in the musical business and that the mechanical music of our time has ruined what was once a noble art, and that band music
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is out of date, and there is no use learning to play a slide-trombone or a bagpipe. Those
people are mistaken. If you are an excellent horn-blower, you can still see the world over
the bell-mouth of a tuneful tube of brass. There is one ground for complaint about the
business. This Kitsilano Boys’ Band may cause considerable pleasure by its music, but it
has set a million volts of envy skidding through the minds and hearts of countless thousands of Canadian boys.
1968 Two days later
A touring bus can be seen rolling along a busy highway in the south of England. A sign
reads Basingstoke, and the bus turns towards Basingstoke.
The band performs a concert on stage for the locals that night in the Basingstoke
Town Hall. After the show and all have left, Mr. D comes out of the hall alone.
“Is this your first trip to England, guv,” asks a local?
“No. I’ve been here a few times,” Mr. D replies and walks away.
In the rooming house where he stays
“Is this my first trip to England,” Sneers Delamont as he gets into a bed at the local
rooming house where Dave Mackenzie has found him a room for the night. Soon, he falls
into a deep sleep.
July 13, 1934, Liverpool, England
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“Did you wonder if you would ever make it back to England, Arthur,” asks Garfield
White, the band’s manager, on the first trip he makes to England with his boys in the
summer of 1934? They’re standing on the deck of the Duchess of Athol as it approaches
Liverpool.
“No, never, Garfield. I always knew I would be back one day,” replies Arthur.
“You have done well with your boys. You marched them through the provincial, national and world band championships with ease,” recalls Garfield.
“Well, as I said to Dallas Richards in Chicago last summer, after we won the Junior
Band Championship of the World at Soldiers Field when he asked, ‘What’s next, Mr.
Delamont?’
“What did you say?”
“Why England, of course!”
Two hours later
The ship is seen docking in Liverpool, and two men are walking up the gangplank to
meet Mr. Delamont and Garfield White.

“Hello, Mr. Delamont. My name is MacAdam. I am the Agent-General for British Columbia here in the UK,” he says, shaking their hands.
“And I am Cameron Stockwell of the L.J. Sharpe Concert Booking Agency in London. I
will be travelling with you making your arrangements. Everyone calls me Stocky.”
“I see you brought lots of press with you,” notices Garfield. “That’s always good.” The
boys pose for several photos both on the ship and on the dock.
“Follow me, gentlemen. Hickie, Borman and Grant will be handling your transportation, and they will see you get from the dock to the railway station,” says Stocky. “There,
you will board the LMS train for Manchester, which departs at 3:00 and arrives one-half
hour later,” Stocky adds. “I’ve booked you to play three numbers at the 14th annual July
British Brass Band Festival at Belle Vue Amusement Park.”
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“You aren’t booked to play in the festival,” assures Garfield. “Just to play three numbers before the prize giving at 7:00 pm.”
At the rooming house where they stay
“What time do you want to get knocked up,” the landlady of the Foley Commercial
House, which is really a rooming house, asks Mr. D when their bus arrives at their lodgings. “The knocker-up man will be around at eight in the morning.”
Back at Belle Vue that evening.
The boys march out onto a dirt track speedway as guests of the management. There
are over 21,000 people in attendance, and the boys meet with a great ovation. They
play their three numbers and are so warmly received, they play five more. Even then,
the audience wants them to play on. The audience is told to come back the following
afternoon to hear the boys again.
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The following day, the boys play a two hour afternoon concert in a big ballroom and
then an evening concert for another two hours. The evening concert is attended by two
thousand people.
1968, back on the road to Dartmouth
“So what is Darmouth like,” asks Rob Arseneau to another boy on board their tour
bus as they make their way along a tree-covered country road headed for the seaside
town of Dartmouth in the South West of England?

Soon, the bus arrives at the lower ferry and Dartmouth can be seen in the distance.
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On the other side of the river
“Go up the main road to the top, above the town,” Dave Mackenzie tells Colin, our
bus driver. “We are going to march down the main road into town, and let everyone
know we have arrived.”
Our bus travels up the main road of Dartmouth, and people on the street can be seen
pointing and smiling.
“I don’t think you need to worry about them knowing you are here,” says Colin.
“They’ve been waiting for you.”
“The boys are back,” a girl on the street yells to her friends.
At the top of the hill
The band can be heard playing Georgy Girl in the distance and then we come into
view, marching side by side down the street into town. People come out of their houses
and stores to say hello. In the middle of us boys is Arthur playing his trumpet along with
his boys.
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When we arrive at the bottom of the main road, just past the Butterwalk, we turn to
the right and fall into concert formation in front of the boat quay. There, we play several
pop tunes as people gather around to listen. Mr. Delamont goes over to the crowd and
starts to dance with one lady.

“Don’t you have to conduct,” she asks, somewhat startled?
“They’ve played them all a hundred times,” he gushes and carries on dancing with
the lady. Other ladies seize the moment and cut in, wanting to dance with the maestro.
Mr. D is quite handsome even at 76, with his white hair, tanned face (he spends Christmas in Hawaii) and has a beautiful smile.
He sees a young boy standing to his right, grabs his arm and brings him over to the
front of the band.
“What is your name, young man,” he asks?
“David Bailey, sir.”
“How old are you, David Bailey?”
“I’m 8, sir.”
“Have you ever conducted a band?”
“No, sir.”
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“It’s easy. Just wave your arms back and forward like I do.” He gives the baton to the
boy, and the boy has the time of his life.”
When the band stops, Mr. D asks the boy,
“Do you play a musical instrument?”
“No, sir, but I sing.”
“Well, you should go into the theatre. They need bright boys like you who can sing
and do what they’re told to do.”
“Maybe I will, sir, thanks,” the young boy runs back to the crowd.
That evening, the band plays a concert in the bandstand in the park next to the boat
quay. It is a packed house. In between numbers, Mr. D always talks to the audience.

“I thought this was a boy’s band,” he asks the audience looking bewildered? “It says
on the sign over their 39 boys.” He turns and looks, pointing at the back row. “If you look
at the drummers in the back, they all have long hair. They look like girls to me.”
The audience laughs, and the boys give out a moan.
“It’s the sixties, Mr. D,” one of the drummers yells out.
“Times have changed, that’s for sure,” he sighs. “It doesn’t really matter,” he says.
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“They’re all good boys. All my boys are good. This is my tenth trip to the old country.
How many knew that?” No hands go up, and then someone yells,
“To Dartmouth?”
“No. Not to Dartmouth. My tenth trip to England with my boys. This is our third trip
to Dartmouth. The boys like Dartmouth because everyone is so friendly. But you girls
better watch out. Some of them have girlfriends in every town you know.” The boys
moan again. “I guess I better not say anymore. This next number I want to play is one
of the classics by Mozart. Boys this age can’t play the masters, but they try. So here it is,
The Magic Flute.”
The boys see lots of local girls in the audience, and they see the boys.
After the concert, in front of the hall where the boys are billeted.
What would you think if I sang out of tune?
Would you stand up and walk out on me?
Lend me your ears, and I’ll sing you a song
And I’ll try not to sing out of key
The boys can be seen coming out of the hall. There are lots of local girls waiting outside. The boys go off in groups left and right. The girls follow in groups.
Oh, I get by with a little help from my friends
Mm, I get high with a little help from my friends
Mm, gonna try with a little help from my friends
Inside a local bar called the Boatel, Keith and I, along with several other boys, Barry who brought along his accordovox, Bruce, a drummer, and an assortment of saxes,
trumpets, and trombones are the Kits dance band, play for a dance. The music is fast
and the arrangements the latest James Last which I have brought along. One of the
boys, Wayne, another drummer, is dressed up as Tiny Tim, complete with ukulele, paisley sports coat and long hair. He sings, Tip, Toe Through The Tulips, to the crowds’ delight.
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The next day on the street
The bubbliest personality we boys meet in Dartmouth is Mrs. Tucker. She is the lady
Mr. D danced with at the boat float. Every time Mr. D sees her in the crowd, he goes
over and starts dancing with her, and she is only too happy to oblige. Her husband is
the opposite, very prim and proper. He is a police constable. Yet at the end of the trip,
one boy climbs upon another boy and knocks his Bobbie hat off, and it rolls down the
hill. Another boy picks it up and runs off with it, and he lets them get away with it so he
can’t be too prim and proper. They have a daughter the same age as the boys, Kay. She
works in a bank. One of the boys, John, is quite smitten with her and drops by the bank
every day at 3:00 pm when she finishes work, they go off together. For years after the
trip, they keep in touch even though they both marry someone else. John still returns
every summer to Dartmouth with his wife, long after Kay’s husband dies.

John and Kay on
the right

Jane Baker is one of the Fabulous Baker Sisters. All the boys like Jane, although she
only has eyes for one. Things don’t go so well, and this one boy, Bruce, a drummer,
seems to lose interest in her almost right from the start. The other boys don’t make a
move on her, thinking he will come to his senses, but he never does, leaving Jane always
pining on the sidelines, despite her beauty and out-going personality. When Carnival
week is over, Jane tells me her sister, Maria, will be back from Italy in August, and she
wants to introduce her to me. I like Jane so I think if she’s half as lovely as Jane, I can’t
lose and it turns out I am right.
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We meet Jeannie Deacon at the Boatel. She is one of the locals, and she strikes up a
relationship with another drummer, Don. Jeannie is lots of fun and full of energy, and
everyone likes her as well.
Somehow and somewhere in town, Keith and I meet the Baillie girls, Maggi and Janet.
Maggie is the oldest, the same age as Keith. Janet’s birthday we discover is the same
day as mine, only she is one year younger. I see it as a great revelation from beyond in
my youth and naivety, while it is merely a coincidence. It was the same thing as when I
received a thank you note from Prince Charles one year. I had written him wishing him
a happy birthday. I received an official letter with a royal seal from some lady waiting for
the queen. Boy, I thought I was unique when it was her job to answer his mail.
The Baillie girls live at 35 Townstal Road. Keith and I walk them home each night,
taking different routes. There seems to be no end to the narrow streets and lanes which
we all love to explore.
In Penny Lane, there is a barber showing photographs
Of every head he’s had the pleasure to know
And all the people that come and go
Stop and say hello
On the corner is a banker with a motorcar
And little children laugh at him behind his back
And the banker never wears a mac in the pouring rain
Very strange
Penny Lane is in my ears and in my eyes
Wet beneath the blue suburban skies
I sit and meanwhile back in
We always come back down from the Baillie house through the graveyard and read
the inscriptions on the tombstones, which are really old.
Their father’s name is Bill. We think that is hilarious, and we always think of the
Baillies whenever we play the tune Won’t You Come Home Bill Bailey. They are lovely
girls, and we have lots of fun together. They eventually came to Vancouver in 1969 after
Canada’s immigration laws opened up in 1968 to let in qualified nannies and caregivers. They come as nannies. They only stayed for one year because they hadn’t realized
the boys lived all over Metro Vancouver and even further and never saw each other at
home, except at band practice. I don’t think they saw any of the boys, but I and I didn’t
have much time to spend with them, what with playing in a band at the Coach House
Motor Inn in North Vancouver on Friday and Saturday evenings and going to college in
the weekdays. Besides, they are on call 24-7 as nannies for the people they work for, so
they don’t have much free time.
All the girls in Dartmouth hope to marry an officer from the Dartmouth Royal Naval

20

One Beautiful Summer
NOTES:

College. Two of the girls we meet do a few years later. If they can’t marry a British officer, then other ships always come into Dartmouth. Our main competition for girls is
these blond-haired sailors that show up in July. The Swedish Navy is in town. We hope
they won’t still be there in August when we return, and they aren’t.

Our routine at Dartmouth is always the same. We go out and play what we call a junk
music concert in the morning. The young boys work the crowd selling postcards. Then,
we go back to the hall where we stay and divide the spoils. We make enough money to
pay for each boy’s lunch and dinner, usually about two shillings sixpence a meal. Sometimes more if it is a good crowd. Mr. D did this all over England and Europe to offset
expenses on his trips.
Then, we have the afternoon free as long as we are back in time for a two o’clock
concert in the park. After the concert, we are free again to eat dinner as long as we are
back at the bandstand for a seven o’clock show. We can buy fish and chips for two shillings sixpence. This is before fish and chips become so commercialized. The chippy has
his own shop. The fish and chips come wrapped in newspaper with a can of pop. We
smother them in salt, vinegar and catsup and go and sit by the river and enjoy our dinner. Three concerts a day is typical, and we always march to each show from the hall and
back. We all love Dartmouth. Tom Walker remembers:
“I went into the Dartmouth Arms and bought a beer, then went and sat down on the
embankment and stared out over the river and thought, there isn’t anywhere in the

One Beautiful Summer
NOTES:

21

world I would rather be.”
The hall where we boys stay is modest, to say the least, but it is free. Every morning at 6:00 am, the Beatles Yellow Submarine starts to play on the jukebox.
We all live in a yellow submarine
Yellow submarine, yellow submarine
We all live in a yellow submarine
Yellow submarine, yellow submarine

I come back one afternoon to get something, and Mr. D is sitting at a table in the
back of the hall working on his music. He constantly is rewriting parts if he feels they
are too weak in certain sections. I usually wind up reinforcing a lot of the trumpet parts
on tenor sax, which is fine by me. I don’t say anything to him because he is staring off
into the distance, concentrating on the music, I guess. We boys always know when not
to bother the old man.
“Not much to look at,” Mr. D exclaims, looking around at his surroundings and starting to daydream again.” Things were sure different forty years ago.”
July 15, 1934
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The boys are up early the following day, following their day at Belle Vue. It is a 225mile train ride to London, and it takes three hours and fifteen minutes, with no stops.
The boys are somewhat surprised at the dress of the station masters who wear top hats
and entire morning dress, looking more like bridegrooms than railway officials.
After going to the Mills Hotel in London, the boys are accorded a reception at Grosvenor House by the acting agent-general for British Columbia, Mr. MacAdam and his wife.
In a brief address, the High Commissioner for Canada in London, Mr. Howard Ferguson,
refers to the boys as “Canada’s cultural pioneers,” whose performance in the Old Country will, he feels, bring to the people here a new vision of the Dominion.

After the reception at Grosvenor House, the boys are off to Broadcasting House,
where they broadcast all over the British Isles on BBC. While on route to the studio, one
of the lifts (elevators) gets stuck between floors. Twenty boys are stuck for twenty minutes before they can open a side door to let them out. They return afterwards for dinner
at their hotel and then have the rest of the evening free to explore London.
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On July 17
They are conveyed to the Tower of London at noon, where they march to the main
gates to be received by Lieutenant-Col. W.F.G. Farrell, Resident Constable of the Tower.
A massive crowd of people then here the boys play an hour’s program in the moat.
Luncheon is served in the Toc H Club House and then commences an exciting afternoon
when the boys are given a thorough tour of the Tower of London by one of the chief
Beefeaters or Warders. They record “Sousa’s Triumphal, “The Retreat of the Vanished
Army,” and “Orpheus” at the Regal-Zonophone Gramophone Co. One of the boys, Clif
Bryson, writes the following home:
“A highlight of the trip is playing in the moat at the Tower of London. We played the
Tiger Rag. The next day in the papers, the headlines read, Tiger in the Moat!”
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The evening is free for the boys to roam around by themselves, but they are to
meet at midnight to go over to the BBC to broadcast a half-hour program to the British
Empire. The next day, July 18, after breakfast, the boys are conveyed to the Parliament
Buildings, where they are met by Sir Samuel Chapman, MP for South Edinburgh, who
gives them a detailed tour. The boys are introduced to members of the House, who are
all eager to meet the boys, saying a few words of welcome and good luck. Two of the
boys, Cliff Wood and Norman Pearson, give short speeches from the Box in the House of
Commons, and the boys are all allowed to vote to see how the process is done.

After lunch, the boys make a moving picture for Pathe Film Company in their studio.
Their image is shown all over the British Empire and brings further honour and publicity
to Vancouver.
On July 19, they all board a rented touring bus and head into the countryside. Their
first concert, they stopped in Torquay in the southwest of England. In Torquay, the fleet
is in, so it acts as a counter-attraction to the boys. They play a concert in the Pavilion in
the afternoon to a huge crowd. Torquay is a millionaire’s playground, so the boys leave
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for Plymouth on the 6:30 train as it is too expensive to stay there overnight. In Plymouth, the boys lodge at the YMCA. The brass section has a practice the following day.
The boys are really enjoying themselves touring England.
“Mr. D, Mr. D, wake up,” nudges Dave Mackenzie.
“I wasn’t sleeping,” replies Delamont. Mr. D looks up and sees Dave and Colin, their
bus driver standing beside him.
“Do you want to come with us to Bugle,” asks Dave? “Colin says he can get us there
and back in lots of time for the evening concert.”
“No. I’ve been to Bugle. I told you, I don’t want to go anywhere I have already been.”
“Yes. I know. But this is just to visit and to listen to the bands. The contest you played
in, in 1934 is being held right now.”
“No. I’ve got music to finish for tonight’s concert,” replies Mr. D. “Thanks anyway. But
no thanks.”
“Okay. But don’t say you weren’t asked,” repeats Dave as the two leave Delamont all
alone again.
“Bugle. I haven’t heard that name in years. Boy, that was something,” he says, sitting
back in his chair, looking content and gleaning like a child. He starts to daydream again.
July 21, 1934, Bugle, Cornwall
“When Frank Wright, the noted adjudicator, steps from the train the setting, glowing
under the rays of glorious sun, is in itself complete compensation for the tedium of his
all-night journey from Lancashire. It is Bugle’s Gala Day, for the West of England band
championships are decided during the afternoon. One can feel the enthusiasm and vitality in the atmosphere. Bandsmen in their gaily coloured uniforms are everywhere,
and one can gather from the snatches of conversation that the one topic is: “WHO WILL
WIN?” (The Cornwall Guardian, July 26, 1934)
A local newspaper reporter writes the following article:
The day dawned ominously for the Festival. When all awake to see rain greyly falling
from skies uniformly grey, the hearts of those doomed to go to the Festival are heavy
indeed. It seems, in prospect, as if the revival is to be condemned by the weather. But
there is magic in the air. Before mid-morning, the grey clouds begin to lift. Magnificent,
lofty cumulus clouds sail across the blue, and for the whole Festival, the sun burns down
and scorches all as they sit or stand listening to the bands’ playing. They are not doomed
after all; fears are fortunately liars, and their initial hopes are anything but dupes. For
even listening is made hot work! What then must the heat be like for the competing
bandsmen? One of the St. Dennis bandsmen said that he has never known playing to be
hotter work when he is having a late tea, just before seven. How refresh
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ing the trees look parched though they are, by contrast with the arid white china clay
cones (vast mounds of clay used for English pottery seen nearby).

Arthur’s boys, however, do not seem to mind the heat. They go about in two’s and
three’s, eating innumerable ices and resting in whatever shade they can find, before and
after their playing. After all, they are world champions in their class, gaining their world
championship at the mammoth brass band contest in Chicago. They have come to Bugle
to compete in the only British competition they have ever entered due to the perspicacity of Mr. F.J.P. Richards, the zealous honorary secretary of the Festival. He is the presiding genius of the occasion as one might well describe him, who, when he heard earlier
in the year that the boys were coming to England, snapped them up for his Festival. It
is the first time any overseas band has competed at the West of England Festival, and
naturally, Bugle and the four thousand people who hear them give the Kitsilano Boys a
rousing Cornish welcome.
The boys, whose ages range from eleven to nineteen, add significantly to the picturesqueness of the scenes. The sight of some of them under the trees near the marquee
makes one-half fancy that one is at some Continental fete Galante. Their tightish-fitting
black trousers with a broad red stripe, white silk shirts and flowing capes with bright
red sides and black backs and black and red Glengarry caps worn at an angle are pretty
dashing.
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Ignorant of school holiday arrangements in Canada, I ask the Boys how their younger
fellows in the band manage for education while in England. “Holidays,” one of them says
laconically.
“Oh, your school holidays are on now?” I enquire.
“Yes, we begin school holidays at the end of June,” one of them says, a dark smiling
lad who sprawls on his back on the shady grass.
“You’ve been all over Canada?”
“Yes, and to the United States.”
“Is it your first visit to England?” I ask. “What do you think of our country?”
At first, the spokesman of the group is a little hesitant. Then, as though anxious to
be polite, he says,
“We like it pretty well. It’s tiny. We don’t like your cities,” (why he won’t say), but
presumably adds, “But we like your country. It’s like a park.” Almost every Canadian, accustomed to the wide-open spaces, says that of England.
“Your fields are so small, cut up by hedges,” says this Kitsilano boy.
“Yes, and you must almost have to anchor your cattle down,” says another.
“Anchor?” I exclaim.
“Why, yes, to keep them from straying because your fields are so small,” he replies.
“And you’re having a good time?” I ask.
“Very good. Everybody is trying to give us a good time.”
The boys like Plymouth, where they played on Friday evening, and one of them
mentions the Hoe and they all laugh. But what the joke is about the Hoe is a secret they
don’t divulge. Perhaps girls, perhaps some merry little stories there, maybe the name,
well, anything!
“Well, cheerio and good luck,” I say. A parting shot, a quiet blasé, laconic “Thank
you,” is theirs as I leave them.
Promptly at 1:30, the bands, playing en route, begin to arrive at the home of E.H.
Richards, where, on the grounds, the contest is to be held. In showing Mr. Frank Wright
into his tent, one of the officials is sympathetic that a judge should be confined for a long
stretch on such a hot day. Mr. Wright assures him, however, that the heat is trifling compared to that of Central Queensland where, in mid-summer and with Northern Australia
bordering on a draught, he once adjudicated for nine hours in a tent without a break.
To Mr. Wright, one of the features of the contest is the intense interest with which the
vast crowd follows the performances. One can feel the silence that the audience never
relaxes from their raptness until the last cadence is reached, and then what a tumult of
applause breaks forth!
The class which the Kits band enters is a very distinguished one and consistently offers
high-quality bands with lots of competition. They are billed as one of the finest junior
bands globally, with the average age of their members only 17.
All eyes and ears are on the alert as the Vancouver boys file past the crowd seated
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in the enclosure, to take their places on the stand, dressed with a Glengarry cap, loose
cape (navy and red), white shirts and navy trousers. As the hymn proceeds, one feels
that their chance is not much discounted, for they play with a charming sweetness and
mellowness, well -sustained chords of excellent quality that please all listeners, all listeners including Mr. Frank Wright, the adjudicator. “A Souvenir of Shakespeare” is also
beautifully played. A lovely solo cornet, a good brass section helps to create a feeling
that the Vancouver Boys have pressed very close on the heels of Newquay Town.
When it is all over (they play ninth in B Class), they win first place in the hymn division (for ‘Denton Park’) and second place in the concert selection winning the Hawkes
Challenge Shield. They also won first place for deportment, being the best dressed and
most disciplined band out of 20 others. They are chosen for this award by Lieutenant
J.H. Kirchenside, who states he has no hesitation in presenting this award, although
he is sorry to see the prize leave England, as it is emblematic of one of the greatest
honours which can be bestowed upon competing bands.
In the Hymn Division, they have competed against five other well-known English
adult bands (Newquay Town, Redruth Town, St. Just Silver, Indian Queens Silver and
St. Pinnock). In the Harmony division, they had competed against 11 other well-known
English adult bands. As there are no youth bands in England and the boys have to
compete against 20 senior adult bands, the wins are extremely impressive. It is no
small achievement once all the facts are known. The boys are a military band; they are
made up of both reeds and brass. There were relatively few military bands in England
in 1934, so they must enter as a brass band. The reeds are given a holiday. The boys
have never played as a brass band per se. They have to learn to play as a brass band
within a few weeks. Due to the skillful coaching of Mr. Delamont, the boys can compete and win two firsts and a second-place award from adult bands whose members
have been engaged in this type of playing for 10 to 30 years. The playing lasts six hours
in all, from two o’clock until eight o’clock in the evening.
Handel Parker, composer of the hymn ‘Denton Park,’ is in the audience and hears
the boys play. He says after he hears their performance:
“In my opinion, any band which can play a hymn tune as this one has done is of the
highest calibre.” The boys win a handsome trophy for first place in the hymn division.
Mr. Wright says upon presenting the award to Mrs. Delamont (the boys and Arthur are
in town playing a concert for the town’s people):
“Let me hear a band play a hymn tune, and I will tell you what kind of a band it is.”
She receives two cups and one shield. She also receives 24 music stands for each of
the 24 boys competing in the brass section, 14 pounds and a special award for Arthur,
a leather music case. The crowds present go wild over the success of the boys and go
downtown and surround them as they play in the town square. They give them a great
ovation and send off.
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1968 That evening on the bandstand in Dartmouth.

“Boys, I switched the hymn tune for tonight to Denton Park instead of Deep Harmony,” announces Delamont.
“This following hymn tune,” he addresses the audience, “the boys played in Bugle
forty years ago, and we won first prize. Not these boys. We want to play it for you, Denton Park.”

30

One Beautiful Summer
NOTES:

The following day outside the hall
Desmond has a barrow in the marketplace
Molly is the singer in a band
Desmond says to Molly, “Girl, I like your face”
And Molly says this as she takes him by the hand
Ob-la-di, ob-la-da
Life goes on, bra
La-la, how the life goes on
Ob-la-di, ob-la-da
Life goes on, bra
La-la, how the life goes on
We were all sad to leave Dartmouth when our week was up. Wally fitted in well, now
that Mr. D had made it clear that he was in charge and not his guardian. On our various
exploits traversing Dartmouth, we often wind up at Bayard’s Cove for a bit of dip in the
river. Wally would always cannonball into the river, splashing everyone else who was
standing on the quay. But that was Wally, always needing to be the center of attention.
If he wasn’t such a good player, Mr. D might never have brought him along. Like so many,
he was a trumpet player, but Mr. D had moved him to Baritone Horn to fill in the inner
voices in the brass sections. With his size and weight, he did that perfectly.

The night before we leave Dartmouth
Mr. D is getting ready for bed. He remembers what Malcolm had asked him back in
London.
“Smart boy that Malcolm, wondering if anyone ever wrote to me in the past that
had seen the band. Come to think of it, there was one letter that I always thought was
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rather special. What was that fellow’s name who wrote the letter,” he mutters as he
quickly falls asleep.
1933 Moose Jaw, “The nearest approach to a Sousa Band ever heard.”
This quote was often made when people referred to Arthur’s band, used in the band’s
programs and advertisements. Some say Arthur did see the Sousa band in person during
the 1920s and the similarities between the two bands were striking. On the way back
from Chicago, the band stopped in Moose Jaw to play a park concert on the banks of the
Serpentine River. A gentleman remembered only as RDL who was present at that concert and who had also seen the Sousa band in London in 1901, wrote a letter afterwards
to the Moose Jaw Spotlight newspaper:
“The Kitsilano Boys’ Band is to give a concert in the Crescent Park tonight. They have
always been favourites in Moose Jaw, but the prestige they bring with them as winners
of the Chicago World’s Fair contest will ensure the attendance of a huge crowd to welcome them and enjoy the concert.
It is still fully half an hour before the time for starting as I circle the bandstand in a
vain search for a vacant seat. I find a patch of coarse grass on the edge of the ravine and
sit down contentedly to wait. It has been a glorious August day. The sun has set, and
the peaceful twilight is deepening, but there is still sufficient light to give a clear reflection of the opposite bank in the still waters of the Serpentine. The tops of the trees by
the Public Library, in particular, are beautifully mirrored. Over them, the outline of the
stately pile of St. Andrew’s church shows sharply against the clear sky, the aspect of the
high tower being impressively symbolical.
I find my memory reflecting on another August evening, when, in somewhat similar surroundings, I was awaiting the appearance of a famous band. On the grounds of
the Glasgow International Exhibition of 1901, I first heard the much-heralded “Sousa’s
band.”
The river Kelvin flowed past the bandstand almost as peacefully as the stiller waters
of the Moose Jaw Serpentine. The famous Kelvin-grove immortalized in Scottish song
was more spacious than the little clump of artificially planted trees opposite me. On the
heights above the wood, the noble array of the university buildings would almost have
dwarfed St. Andrew’s Church. The substantial similarity in the environment of tonight
and that of a generation ago impressed me as I rose to attention. The band is playing “O
Canada,” for the boys have come and the concert is on.
The opening march may not be one of Sousa’s, but it is pretty in the same style as
those famous compositions, now known the entire world over. I have the feeling that it
could not have been better played by Sousa’s own band. When Sousa came to Glasgow
in 1901, he brought a crew of skillful musicians with him. It was not their playing; however, I am afraid, that remained in our memories so much as the freak antics of their
conductor. He wielded the baton in a most unorthodox manner and was the joy of the
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Jane Baker and her friend
talking to Dave
Don and Jeannie kissing in
the background

amateur caricaturists for years afterwards. Some twenty years after the Glasgow visit, I
heard him in Regina. It was not quite the same Sousa. The full black beard gave way to a
grey moustache, and all the freakishness had gone out of his conducting. He was still as
alert, still as snappy as before, and was assuredly a great band conductor.
But it is difficult to imagine him having any more significant control over his men
than Arthur Delamont, our former fellow-townsman has over his boys tonight. They synchronize to every beat of his baton; they respond to every movement of his hand. The
program is quite as varied as any of Sousa’s ever was, a few classic pieces, a collection of
well-loved operatic melodies, some of the popular airs of the day, a sweet and solemn
hymn tune in which some excellent tone effects were produced, and a great collection
of Scottish gems as a fitting finish. As the whole tone of the band is heard in Should Auld
Acquaintance be Forgot, the environment of 1901 becomes more real than ever. How
well I remember the crowd around the bandstand: youth and beauty, laughter and lightheartedness. I look with new attention at the people around me tonight. It seems much
the same as the former one, but I have changed! Let us see. I tiptoe through the gathering. Every now and then, friendly salutations greet my ear. Eyes sparkle, and pretty lips
are parted in winning smiles. Alas, they are not for me. My son is walking by my side. A
generation has gone - a new one has risen.”
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Everyone is there to see us off when we depart Dartmouth after Carnival week is over.
The Petties, like the Inman’s, had not accompanied us to Dartmouth. Instead, they had
each gone off on separate trips to the continent, renting their own cars. Mrs. Tucker
and many other town folks were involved in the community hall where we stayed and
prepared breakfast each morning.
While I am sad to leave, I am looking forward to seeing the major capitals of Europe.
Three days each in most of the Western capitals. I figure it will be a whirlwind tour like
in the movie If This Is Tuesday It Must Be Belgium, and it lives up to my expectations.
Anyway, we all know leaving Dartmouth that we will be back again as the official band
for Regatta week at the end of August.
However, some people at Dartmouth are not quite ready to let us go.
Two-miles from Dartmouth
“It’s Jane Baker and her friend,” one of the boys at the back of the bus yells as he looks
out the back window. We are a couple of miles out of Dartmouth heading east back to
London when one of the boys spots Jane and her friend following us in a car. They must
have followed us a good five miles before giving up the chase and heading home.
Evelyn was right. For the first time in my young life, I was beginning to understand
what it was like to be a Beatle.
Copenhagen, Denmark

Our first stop on the continent is Copenhagen. Dave books us to play twice daily
at Schuman’s Circus in Copenhagen’s amusement park by the sea, Tivoli Gardens. We
play

