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Douglas Moser Carr 
1910-1994 

In 1938, Ingersoll 

native, Doug Carr, 

road his bicycle from 

The Netherlands to 

the horn of Africa. 



Doug Carr  
moved to Ingersoll in 1921, when his father Alfred opened Carr’s Book and China 

Shop, which Doug went on to  manage until 1986.  Doug was named the Legion’s 

Outstanding Citizen in 1986 and always maintained that Ingersoll was the best town 

in the country and worked tirelessly to promote the interests of Ingersoll. 

In 1937, Douglas Carr (1910-1994) traveled from 

Ingersoll, Ontario to England to be there for the 

Coronation of George VI.  Once over there, he de-

cided to ride his bicycle further.  That he did, travel-

ling across Europe, Africa, Iran, India, south-east 

Asia, and China.  He was in Germany as  Hitler rose 

to power.  He met Dale Carnegie in China, a meet-

ing that Carnegie related in his syndicated column. 

He returned home after a journey of 30 months, in 

time to    enlist for military service during World 

War II.  Doug wrote a detailed travel journal, ‘Thirty 

Moons Around the World’ and created a travelogue 

of his slide imagery. 

https://ocl.bibliocommons.com/v2/record/S192C72559
vbrenner
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THE YEAR OF CYCLING DANGEROUSLY
Africa from Top to Tip in 1938

Story by David V. Herlihy

I n 1937, 27-year-old Canadian Douglas Carr was holed up in a dingy Salvation Army hostel in Rome, Italy, 
with Dietrich, a.k.a. “Dutchy.” The tall, bearded Dutchman had just extended a thrilling — and chilling — 

challenge: would Carr care to cycle with him to Johannesburg at the base of Africa, some 7,000 miles due south?
It was a daunting proposition given the evident danger they would have to face traversing scorching deserts 

and dense jungles on nonexistent roads. Wasn’t the continent fraught with wild animals, not to mention lethal 
ticks? And wouldn’t they be virtually cut off from civilization? Even with an equally foolhardy companion by his 
side, how could this prove anything but a suicide mission?
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Carr had already tested his verve over the 
past seven months since leaving his parents’ 
comfortable middle-class home in faraway 
Ingersoll, Ontario, a sleepy agricultural town 
known for its cheddar cheese. And wasn’t he 
the one who had insisted, when he set sail for 
England, that “there must be something more 
rewarding than selling shoes in a depression?” 
So what hurry was there to get back home? Why 
not see a little more of the world before settling 
down somewhere?

After all, he was already an able cyclist. His 
original plan was simply to attend the coronation 
of King George VI, but weather-imposed delays 
on the high seas had kept him from making that 
ceremony at Westminster Abbey. So he decided 
to travel around the kingdom instead — the way 
George’s subjects did. He purchased a sturdy 
bicycle with a three-speed hub at Selfridge’s 
department store in London and registered with 
the Cycle Touring Club and the Youth Hostel 
Association. He proceeded on a delightful two-
month, 2,000-mile tour of the British Isles.

To be sure, he was no superman. He didn’t 
even look athletic with his thick glasses, receding 
hairline, and his meager 140-pound, 5-foot 10-inch 
frame. Truth be told, he was so stiff and sore after 
that first day of riding — 70 miles from London to 
Cambridge — that he lounged for an entire day in 
his hostel bed. But his body adjusted admirably, 
and he had since gained complete confidence in 
his vim and stamina.

Moreover, he was no stranger to adversity. 
That July he took his bicycle to France and, after 
visiting the World’s Fair in Paris and touring the 
Loire Valley, he headed toward Germany. He 
wanted to see for himself what the fearful Nazi 
dictator Adolf Hitler was really up to. As if to steel 
himself for the shock, he purposely rode past 
the grim military cemeteries dotting the Belgian 
countryside and crossed the notorious battlefields 
where, only a generation earlier, millions of young 
men had perished. 

Riding through the picturesque Netherlands, Carr at last 
reached Germany. He had no quarrel with the “eminently 
likable” locals, but he could not help but notice an alarming 
proliferation of soldiers and weaponry as well as a stunning 
new infrastructure designed to facilitate military maneuvers. 
“It’s the same old story,” Carr lamented. “The ordinary man is 
a good Joe. It’s the darn governments that create problems.” 

After hunkering down for three straight nights of 
blackout rehearsals prompted by the visit of the Italian 
leader Benito Mussolini, Carr no longer doubted that Europe 
was indeed marching mindlessly toward another world war. 
And he knew full well that he would soon return to this 
beautiful but troubled land — as a soldier, not a tourist.

Carr had already weathered a few misadventures of his 
own. Following his forays into Denmark and Sweden and 
his exhilarating ride over the Alps, he sold his bicycle to 
the manager of the American Express office in Lucerne, 
Switzerland. Ambushed moments later by hostile Swiss 
officials, he faced an ultimatum — either pay the equivalent 
of 10 Canadian dollars for his failure to report the sale of 
his bicycle or spend the next 20 days in jail. After some 
consideration, the budget-minded Carr grudgingly paid up.

After reaching fascist Italy by train, Carr once again 
clashed with the local authorities. One morning in Florence, 
he tried to photograph King Vittorio Emanuele III entering 
the Duomo. Three irate policemen pounced on Carr, 
ordering him to stop taking photographs. They let him 
go only after they had examined his passport and rifled 
through his belongings.

Still, despite all the challenges that he had already tackled 
abroad, at no point had he ever felt that his life was in any 

real danger. Was he really ready now to court death in Africa 
and perhaps even a tortuous one at that?

“Of course, I’ll go with you,” he assured Dutchy after a 
moment of reflection. Carr would later explain his reasoning: 
“Here was my chance to have a companion and to travel down 
Africa from north to south. He was a little older than I, spoke 
several languages, and had a tent. What was I waiting for?”

Carr promptly got himself a new set of wheels at a bicycle 
store in central Rome. After parting with the equivalent 
of 21 Canadian dollars, he exited with a fancy gold 
Venanzi equipped with sew-up tires and the latest Vittoria 
Margherita three-speed derailer.

Carr and Dutchy cycled together down the coast to 
Pompeii, the ancient city destroyed by the eruption of 
Mount Vesuvius in AD 79. From Naples they sailed to 
Palermo, Sicily, and then on to North Africa, where Carr’s 
year of cycling dangerously was about to begin.

For the first time, Carr found himself in an entirely 
unfamiliar culture. Everything seemed white in Tunis — the 
domes of its mosques, its buildings, even the clothes of its 
inhabitants. Only the women’s veils, it seemed, were dark. 
“I thought it strange,” he would recollect, “that the husband 
alone had the privilege of looking at his wife’s face.”

Still, Carr adjusted quickly to his new environs. He and 
Dutchy explored the exotic city’s narrow, twisting streets 
and alleys. At the bazaars, they jostled with the locals, 
haggled for their provisions, and admired the handmade 
brass trinkets and colorful carpets on display. All the 
while, they took in refreshing whiffs of coffee, flowers, and 
perfumes. In the evenings, they patronized smoky Arab 
eateries where they feasted on couscous.
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After a few days of loitering, it was time to finally 
start cycling in Africa. The two tourists planned to hug 
the Mediterranean coast all the way to Cairo via Italian-
occupied Libya. Carr was well packed for the challenge. 
His gear included a camera, a rubber mat, blankets, and an 
inflatable mattress and pillow. All told, the loaded bicycle 
weighed 10 pounds more than he did.

Sharing a fine road with donkeys, camels, and carts, they 
passed olive orchards, vineyards, and flocks of goats and 
sheep. A battered signpost informed them that Tripoli was 
still a good 700 miles away. They were occasionally delayed 
by flat tires, which they became quite proficient at repairing.

Desiring to see the great mosque of Sidi Okba, the 
oldest in Algeria, they made a side trip to the west, across 
a desert. It was well worth the extra effort just to see the 
holy site’s huge courtyard, stunning prayer hall, and array 
of shiny marble columns. From its graceful minaret, they 
took in a spectacular view of the old city, famous for its 
carpets and copperware.

Heading east once again, they came across the ruins of 
a Roman amphitheater. One starry night, soldiers of the 
French Foreign Legion, which held sway over that region, 
invited them to stay at their camp. “We sat around their 
campfire at night,” Carr would recall, “eating their food 
and listening to their stories. I didn’t know how tough they 
were supposed to be. They seemed like ordinary fellows to 
me.” When the cyclists left the next morning, they were 
pleasantly surprised to find that their hosts had slipped 
provisions into their bags.

After several futile attempts to get past the Italian 
authorities at the Libyan border, the cyclists were at last 

allowed to proceed after promising not to dawdle on their 
way to Egypt. They cruised along on the new, Italian-
built “hard-topped” highway, which they had virtually to 
themselves. They admired a number of ongoing irrigation 
and construction projects. The new rulers were also busy 
“piecing together” the vestiges of the ancient Roman 
civilization that had once flourished there.

The cyclists pushed through storms of dust and rain 
— the first downfall in that arid locality in over a year. At 
last, they reached the capital city of Tripoli. For Carr, that 
Christmas would prove unique. He was far away from his 
family, it was raining, not snowing, and there was barely a 
trace of any decorations or festivities. At least he got to ride 
a camel for the first time.

The friendly Egyptian border police insisted that the cyclists 
sit down with them for tea. Carr, a nonsmoker, reluctantly 
puffed on the cigarette they passed around, knowing that 
“it would have been an insult not to accept their hospitality.” 
Shortly thereafter, at the customs house, the tourists used 
traveler’s checks to purchase local currency, paid duties on 
their bicycles, and chatted with the officials in English.

After having spent the past month sailing along Mussolini’s 
highway for over 1,000 miles, the cyclists now found 
themselves rumbling over narrow, stony roads. Passing through 
villages with flat-roofed buildings made of sun-dried mud 
bricks, they encountered fawning inhabitants who offered them 
food and water. The locals were in a festive mood, dancing and 
playing music all night, as they celebrated the marriage of the 
young King Farouk. 

In the great port city of Alexandria, Carr happily 
collected his first batch of letters, newspapers, and parcels 

since leaving Rome. He also feasted on 
sumptuous Egyptian delicacies served 
up by the locals who were celebrating 
the end of Ramadan, the holy month of 
fasting. All was not rosy, however. He 
and Dutchy had had a falling out, and 
they decided to go separate ways. 

After reaching the ancient Egyptian 
capital, Carr became a typical tourist. 
He checked into a hotel and took in the 
sights. He explored the tombs of the 
pharaohs, gawked at the mysterious 
Sphinx, and climbed the Great Pyramid. 
All the while, he marveled at how the 
ancients could possibly have produced 
such massive and sophisticated wonders.

Soon, however, Carr would get 
an insider’s view of the modern city 
he deemed “a kaleidoscope of East 
and West, Old and New.” A friendly 
Egyptian storekeeper named Yusef 
persuaded Carr to move in with him 
and his wife Zakia. Carr would linger 
in that comfortable and hospitable 
home for a full two weeks. At a local 
bicycle shop, he had his bike completely 
overhauled, adding new tires and 
fenders. Meanwhile, he purchased 
a small tent and commissioned an 
artisan to make a pair of panniers 
made of cotton and wool, similar to the 
traditional donkey saddlebags.

But where would he go next? If he 
kept going east toward Palestine, he 
could perhaps reach India and continue 
across Asia, making this an “around the 
world” trip. Or should he just stick to 
the original plan and turn south toward 
Johannesburg, even though he would 
now have to travel alone?

His heart, he soon realized, was 
still set on seeing the “real” Africa 
— that is, the wild heartland that he 
had imagined but had yet to truly 
experience. In particular, he longed to 

His heart, he soon 
realized, was still set on 
seeing the “real” Africa 

— that is, the wild 
heartland that he had 

imagined but had yet to 
truly experience.
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see Victoria Falls, so often compared 
to Niagara Falls, and Kruger National 
Park, the great game reserve.

Sensing his resolve to complete his 
African journey, his hosts helped him 
prepare an itinerary. Just before his 
departure, Zakia, perhaps feeling a 
tinge of responsibility for Carr’s fate, 
wrote to his mother back in Ingersoll:

“It was our great pleasure to meet 
your son Douglas. He is happy and 
looks cheerful all the time and can 
make friends very easily wherever he 
goes. I, being a mother, thought of 
writing to you this note so that you will 
not worry about him being so far away! 
He is enjoying everything and is taking 
notes of everything he sees, and he 
certainly will have a lot to tell you and 
shall be greatly benefited by this tour.”

On March 2, Carr finally left Cairo. 
Heading south along the densely 
populated banks of the Nile, he 
visited Luxor with its magnificent 
temples and tombs, and Aswan with 
its spectacular dam. At the ancient 
village of Shellal, having been advised 
that it would be impossible to cycle 

any farther south, Carr took an 
overnight train to Kosti in Sudan. He 
then boarded a paddle-wheeled barge 
to head up the Nile to Juba. 

During the 11-day journey, Carr 
got his first taste of African wildlife. 
At nights he could hear the echoes of 
elephants and lions. One day he spotted 
three locals crouching by the riverbank, 
their spears poised for action. They 
were awaiting the arrival of a small 
deer that was making its way across the 

river toward them. But to the hunters’ 
great dismay, the deer suddenly sank — 
claimed preemptively by a crocodile.

Meanwhile, on the boat, Carr 
was also becoming familiar with the 
native people. At Malakal, the packed 
barge took on a group of Dinka tribe 
members. He was shocked to see that 
they wore “practically no clothing, 
except for the string of beads around 
their necks and waists, or copper wire 
around their wrists.” 

At Juba, the present capital of South 
Sudan, Carr finally penetrated the 
African heartland. Much to his pleasant 
surprise, the first stretch of cycling 
seemed rather tame. True, the path 
was a bit bumpy, the tsetse flies were 
pesky, and the weather was hot. But he 
was bowling along in perfect solitude, 
enjoying tantalizing glimpses of exotic 
birds and game. Perhaps cycling in 
Africa wasn’t so bad, after all.

But soon conditions worsened. The 
flies increased in number and ferocity, 
pricking him like needles. And the 
animals, which now included snakes, 
deer, wild pigs, hyenas, and wildebeests, 

seemed uncomfortably close. The grass 
on the plains was often taller than he 
was, obscuring his view of whatever 
danger might lay ahead. He spent 
one unforgettable night cowering in a 
treetop, clutching a rock, in fear that the 
muffled sounds he was hearing were 
those of a hungry lion, tiger, or leopard. 
In the morning, he saw two mischievous 
baboons and was convinced that they 
“were laughing at the scare they had 
caused this amateur of the African wilds.”

Carr wisely opted to forgo his tent and 
spend his nights in a rest house where 
available or within the safely walled 
confines of a village or mission. The first 
morning he awoke in a native hut, he was 
introduced to an Austrian baron who was 
working as an elephant control officer. 
“He was a fine fellow,” Carr recalled, 
“and I spent the rest of Easter Sunday 
with him in his rustic home. Never will 
I be able to thank that gentleman for 
the knowledge I gained from him about 
Africa, which probably saved my life.”

Although Carr had often been warned 
by westerners that it was not safe to eat 
the native food, he did not hesitate to do 
exactly that as he cycled south. “It was 
cheap and perfectly alright,” he would 
recall. “I would sit around a native’s fire 
in the evening and eat his mealy-meal 
porridge with my fingers just as he did.” 
His only precaution was to drink quinine 
or boiled rainwater.

In Uganda, Carr endured more flies 
during the day and more animal scares 
at night. He spent a day at a leper 
colony, comprised of some 700 afflicted 
adults and children, and headed by one 
European missionary. “Although it was 
one of the most depressing days in my 
journey,” Carr would recall, “it was a 
revelation to me how she kept such a 
smile and cheerful outlook in the midst 
of so much misery and sorrow.”

Carr continued on through Kenya 
and spent a night at Timboroa, the 
site of the highest railroad station in 
the British Empire, before crossing 
the equatorial line and reaching the 
bustling capital city of Nairobi. From 
there, he cycled through giraffe country 
to the Namanga River Camp. A signpost 
informed him that Johannesburg was 
now less than 3,000 miles away.

In Tanganyika (now Tanzania), 
Carr passed by Mount Kilimanjaro, 

He spent one 
unforgettable night 

cowering in a treetop, 
clutching a rock, in fear 
that the muffled sounds 

he was hearing were 
those of a hungry lion, 

tiger, or leopard.
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the inactive volcano with Africa’s 
highest peak. He was soon hobbled by 
a snapped brake cable but was elated 
to find a bicycle repair shop. The kind 
owner not only fixed the cable, he also 
handed Carr a box full of spokes and 
tire solvent, telling him with a sly smile, 
“You might need these.”

In Rhodesia (today Zambia and 
Zimbabwe), Carr was occasionally 
obliged to cycle along the railroad 
tracks, so sandy were the roads. He 
carried a bag of coarse salt rather 
than coins. “At night I could barter a 
tablespoon of salt for a couple of eggs,” 
Carr recalled, “or occasionally milk 
or even fowl.” He no longer had any 
qualms about ripping apart a chicken 
with his bare hands.

At last, the Canadian reached the 
majestic Victoria Falls, famously 
“discovered” by the Scottish missionary 
Dr. David Livingstone in 1855. There 
Carr saw a rare nocturnal rainbow lit 
up by the full moon. He went on to the 
beautiful but barren Matobo Hills to 
see the grave of Cecil Rhodes, the then-
vaunted British imperialist after whom 

westerners had named the region.
Crossing into “the Union,” Carr 

found the roads generally tolerable 
until he reached the arid Karoo region 
where they were simply “terrible.” 
He was surprised to learn that South 
Africans already knew of the “Mad 
Canadian,” for they had been following 
his progress in the newspapers. As Carr 
would reminisce, “People recognized 
me on the street from newspaper 
pictures and often stopped to talk. 
All were surprised that I would tackle 
a trip down through Africa without 
carrying some kind of firearm.” 

In the town of Louis Trichardt, a 
young westerner named Ken gave Carr 
a tour of the region in his automobile. 
Seeking a shortcut, Ken veered off the 
main road. The car sank into the sand, 
its rear wheels spinning in vain. The 
two walked to a nearby village and, 
using sign language, recruited a team 
of young men and donkeys to extricate 
the vehicle. After the successful 
operation, Ken handed one of the boys 
a coin, and to the westerner’s great 
surprise, he blurted in plain English, 

“Jesus Christ, two shillings!”
At last, Carr reached Johannesburg, 

a modern city that in six short decades 
had sprung from a small settlement. 
He tracked down a young South 
African journalist whom he had met 
at the youth hostel in London. After 
touring a local gold mine, Carr found 
another driver willing to take him to 
— and through — Kruger Park, a day’s 
distance away. They spent almost a 
week combing the immense reserve and 
interacting with the protected wildlife.

From Jo’burg, Carr vowed to push 
on to the extreme southwest corner 
of the continent, reasoning that a solo 
ride from “Cairo to Cape Town” had 
a nice ring to it, and the latter was 
“only” another 600 miles distant. Along 
the way, in Kimberley, he toured the 
famous De Beers diamond mines.

Carr arrived at his destination on 
October 2, seven months to the day 
after he had left Cairo. He basked 
in his newfound fame, granting 
interviews to a slew of journalists 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 48
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27.5” Plus or 29” tires
Spaceframe and Diamond frame versions

And there’s the Jones Loop H-Bar™
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Diamond Plus SWB
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tires to the proven Jones 29 geometry  
to create a new kind of Jones Plus!  
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Jones 29 frame geometry in about 
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the Jones Plus LWB and the 
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a short wheelbase bike 
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tires, new hub spacing, 
more bosses, and slight 
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for which the Jones 29 
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some stability, and 
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Available; framesets, rolling chassis, and custom built-to-order bicycles.

The rigid-specific,
high-performance bicycle
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and radio broadcasters. The mayor 
hosted a banquet in his honor. And he 
met two famous fellow adventurers: 
Lincoln Ellsworth, the American polar 
explorer, and the Australian pilot 
D.C.T. Bennett. The latter had just 
flown a seaplane from Scotland in a 
near-record time of only two days. “I 
prefer my method of transportation to 
yours,” the beaming airman cracked 
upon meeting the Mad Canadian.

The woefully beat-up Venanzi was 
at its end. Unwilling to scrap it, Carr 
packed it up and sent it home as a 
souvenir (years later, he would donate 
it to Ingersoll’s Cheese & Agricultural 
Museum, where it remains today).

All told, Carr had cycled some 15,000 
miles in Europe and Africa. He would 
go on to spend another year on the road, 
mostly in Asia and North America, to 
complete his global circuit. But he would 
use other means of transportation — for 
all its charms and advantages, he had 
found touring by bicycle “hard work.”

When his wandering finally came 
to an end, Carr would indeed settle 

in Ingersoll. Until his retirement in 
1986, the lifelong bachelor and his 
brother Bertran would run Carr’s Book 
and China Shop. An affable character 
beloved by everyone in town, he 
loved to talk about his epic journey, 
especially the cycling part. Yet he 
always made the short trek between his 
childhood home to the store downtown 
on foot, never by bicycle. And though 
he would live until 1994, he seldom 
strayed far, or for long, from Ingersoll.

He did, however, have one more 
unforgettable experience abroad after 
his homecoming. That was in mid-1945, 
when he returned to Berlin as a member 
of the Royal Canadian Air Force. 
Exploring Hitler’s abandoned bunker, 
he came across what had been the Nazi 
leader’s personal bathroom. Carr could 
not resist expressing his contempt for 
the monstrous murderer who had killed 
himself only a few weeks earlier in the 
nearby den. Using a finger, the proud 
Canadian scrawled on the tub’s grimy 
surface “Carr from Canada.” And then 
he urinated in the tub.

Carr still carried no grudge against 

the German people. On the contrary, 
as he walked through the ruined city, 
he fondly recalled the happy times 
he had spent at its now defunct youth 
hostel. How enlightening it had been to 
sit down with dozens of fellow youths 
from so many countries and cultures. 

Carr marveled that Germany itself 
had launched the hosteling movement 
prior to the last war. If only it had 
gotten an earlier start and multiple 
generations had grown up experiencing 
its spirit of international fellowship, 
Carr reasoned, perhaps the world would 
never have sunk to such appalling 
depths of depravity and destruction.

For his part, he was grateful to 
have had the opportunity in his youth 
to roam the world and experience 
humanity at its best. He felt certain that 
his great adventure had enriched him 
for life, just as Zakia had predicted it 
would. And he always found solace in 
her parting words: “It is better to be rich 
in friends than to be rich in wealth.”  

David V. Herlihy is the author of The Lost Cyclist, and 
Bicycle: The History.
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act. Sinyard put him in charge of 
prototype parts.

“He felt sorry for me or something, I 
don’t know,” Merz said. “Mike realized 
now I had an important part to play in 
the company.”

After leaving Specialized for the 
second time, this time retiring instead 
of getting fired, Merz has lived for the 
past 10 years “nice and peaceful” in Big 
Sur, pretty much off the grid. He and 
his second wife lost their house to a fire 
in 2008 but have since rebuilt. Merz 
lost a lifetime of tools in the fire but is 
tinkering with putting a machine shop 
back together.

 
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON

In 2016, Merz’s son Jesse stayed with 
him at the house in Big Sur on his way 
south for an epic bike ride of his own, 
together with a friend. Jesse left Portland 
in December 2015 — not the best time to 
travel the Northwest, he admitted.

“We made our way over to the coast 
and found out the hard way the usual 

north wind is a south wind,” Jesse said.
Along with the headwinds, there was 

rain and cold.
But Jesse made it all the way to 

Ushuaia, Argentina, at the southernmost 
tip of the continent that had turned his 
father away. He did it mostly alone, as his 
friend, not really a cyclist, blew out his 
knees before Mexico City.

Along the way, Jesse, a powerful 
rider at 6 feet 4 inches tall and 
about 200 pounds, broke a pair of 
Specialized frames on the rough dirt 
roads of South America.

“I would not hesitate to say I probably 
would have broken any bike,” Jesse said. 
“The roads were really rough. I was 
bombing down dirt hills with big rocks.”

Jesse got a “full support deal” with 
Specialized thanks to his dad.

“It was great, definitely he pulled 
some strings for me,” Jesse said.

He had strapped the first bike, an 
AWOL, to the side of a sailboat for the 
trip from Panama to Colombia.

“I’m sure the salt water didn’t help,” he 
said. “When it cracked, I really lucked out. 
I was in the middle of nowhere.”

Jesse “gently” rode the bike for 10 
miles until he hit a little village in Peru 
where there happened to be a welder.

“He was a pretty good welder,” Jesse 
said. “It took him half an hour and cost 
five or six bucks. That got me all the 
way to Lima, another 400 miles.”

The second frame broke in 
Patagonia. Jesse managed to get that 
frame welded as well.

“In Latin America they’re really 
resourceful,” Jesse said. “They fix all 
their items instead of throwing them 
away and buying new ones like we do.”

Back in Portland, Jesse started a 
career as a field engineer for an Intel 
contractor, maintaining the machines 
that make microprocessors. He enjoys 
his work, but said he would “jump 
on another big ride” if he had the 
opportunity.

“It’s actually easier than normal life,” 
Jesse said of bicycle touring. “Much 
simpler. Get up in the morning and you 
have one job — ride down the road.”  

Dan D’Ambrosio is a contributing writer for 
Adventure Cyclist.

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 41 
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HOME AFTER 70,000-MILE GLOBE JOURNEY

• r?^.
The S.-R. camera wna taken along yesterday when an interview was arranged with Douglas 

Carr, just returned to hit home here after a world journey which carried him into 45 countries. He 
travelled 70,000 miles. ■ At left he is shown “all dressed up” for the first time in two and one-half 
years, tracing his journey about the globe. At right heyis shown with the 65-pound‘kit bag which 
carried his personal belongings on the trip.
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Endless Series of Thrills 
Through 45 Countries In

I 70,000-Miles World Tour
Douglas Carr Traversed Africa on Bicycle, Served as Pur

ser on Voyage Across Indian Ocean, Visited Persia, 
Palestine, Greece.and Japan, and Saw Three World’s 
Fairs — Returns with Conviction Canada is Best,?- 

■ :■ . '(ir'. i . ' '

After two and • one-half\ years 
spent In freelancing.the showplaces 
of the world, after totalling up a 
travel distance of some 70,000.miles; 
and after having visited no fewer 
than 45 countries, some of them a
number of times, Douglas Carf, sqrrH 
of Mr. and Mrs.'A. F, parr,'King. - 
street west, Is back at Jrls.'honje ' 
with a new and better^appreol^yosj ; 
of his native Canada.,
'•,Interviewed ifeyesterdry.^bj^the . 
Sentinel-Review,' the’ world 1 travel- 1 
ler -.was ^ound-.gladptoi-'hfiyelifgone!' 
his way-as he did,- glad'-toVhave 
seen thqpthlng'’ that,he ‘did,’glad to 
have meqthe mighty and the ordln, 
ary In -many lands,; but gladiwlthal

spring flood;,was' on 'in’ April. of 
1837,'Doug.-V' was^-understood 1 by 
many of his friends to be taking a 
trip * j lEngland'as a health meas
ure.'1 It was from England'that he 
really - ruck out to go places and 
•do-things, .although he was'not' uik-
,ei ds original i'vintentlon'-was
-really to£”do) thpiwor]d'',,ywhen', ho 
leftih •e.''7' *,’r

* ^ANY'EXPERIENCES -I Y] 
Yljls ’ .-Ip.'was characterize  ̂'by ex- 
perlec es^in ally lands . peculjar,'.' to 

' those luces^fjand-'heightened- y
A'-Z \ • •
compi Ison with, the experiences al-
'readyj fehlrid;him.-i?For' |nstanceY<i 
.ioldjol ;the-‘great,'chance>,*boJ; was 

<n^ve3taken”’!ln>’liortheia’-aid:to- b’ back home wlth.'hloiParentsj

1 * ■ 1 - -i । • C 14 a n r U U w. t 1 nt 1 r,
ohtthe way. home—WerqyeagopjOhes;
Thw/blg''£'.expeHmen^x4^& 
Home 'was.'the greafexpectar” y.dl 
S'Leavlng Ingersoll..'just the

visit also with the French Foreign 
Legion at Tunis In North Africa. 
Too there Is listed in Doug's mem
ory his arrest for having sold his 
bicycle In contravention of customs 
regulations In Italy. It all worked 
out well. Trips Into mines 1700 
feet below the earth’s surface In 
Africa, co-Incldental meetings with 
people who knew his brother or
who had 
or as In 
borough, 
whom he

passed through Ingersoll 
the case of a Mr. Buck- 
formerly of Tlllsonburg, 
met in Japan. Mr. Buck-

■borough was a C.P.R. lino official 
In. Yokohama. It was to his office 
that'Doug, went to book passage 
to America, only to have the Till- 
sonburg-Ingersoll co-lncldence-creep 
In unexpectedly.
. ' TOOK MANY PICTURES

■ These are but a few of the high
lights of an almost endless chain 
of Interesting experiences encount
ered on the long trip. Mr. Carr 
brought back with him what ap
peared like a limitless amount of 
photographic prints which he took 
in'Varying lands, and which ho had 
developed and printed as he pass
ed along., In addition, however, he 
nas many rolls of films which he 
brought back-for processing here. 
He-icould1 not give a definite num-

<'have3’tak'Y^ln>'Northern berj'ibut,^'|elt- that ,he ,nmst,ihe g, 
Awndl■.»■ trnv>4?.<:K[Av>ih- 4- V r. -Rt*4eaBtr7B^0G*-plcturp,. --‘He! 
oieP and *'*equipment,-n'ono purchased an 'expensive ' movlei

vBtretc of■ 88 miles of territory in 
,which,kt ijjoast 15- people, had' been 
killed 1by lions.?'Others listed‘'as
missing were also said to have been 
prey fet these beasts. 'Natives and 
officials] In' the district looked'Upon 
,hls venture-Into that area-as akin 
toYubwe. Once1 completed, they 
looked ppon it as little short ot un- 
bellevaljle f that a'lone'cyclist had 
made his way through this territory 
unseating.'1 His only scare' came 
from two large baboons. He saw 
no lloni^ in this particular area, but 
saw one In another section.

The bitboons may or may not 
have been In this exact area, but 
they provided one of his African 
nerve episodes that was not pleas
ant until ho finally could see what 
they were.

Then there was his visit with 
Mussolini's troops In Libya, and his

camera while on his trip, but fears 
that he lost some color films he 
exposed. Climatic conditions and 
the long ocean and land trip back 
to the United States for processing
proved too much 
still pictures are 

A LUNAR 
Outstanding In

for this film. His 
beautifully done. 
BA IN BOW 
Mr. Carr's mom-

ory Is the lunar rainbow ho 
over the Victoria Falls In the 
der line between Northern 
Southern Rhodesia. He said It 
an unforgettable sight.

saw 
bor- 
and 
was

"It is only at the full of the moon 
that this phenomenon may be 
seen,” said Doug. "The Victoria 
Falls are most Impressive and most 
beautiful within themselves. They 
are on the border line between 
Northern and Southern Rhodesia, 
which border line Is marked by the 
Zambesi river. I travelled out of 
my way to get there, and the trip 
was well worth while. The lunar 
rainbow, which Is white, may be 
seen five nights at each full of the 
moon, two nights prior, the actual 
night Itself, and on the two follow
ing nights. The great white rain
bow rises up out of the valley and 
loses Itself behind the crest of the 
falls. It Is a wonderful sight.”

YEAR IN AFRICA
Mr. Carr spent a year in Africa, 

and was informed that he pioneer
ed in that he was the first to cycle 
across that country. He explained 
that in places the going was very 
difficult because of bad roads and 
other causes In some districts. Vol
canic ash In one district made cy
cling almost if not Impossible. In 
another district of Africa ho ran 
Into hordes of the Ill-famed tsetse 
fly, carrier of the sleeping sickness 
germ.

"I had to 1 ave special permission 
to go through this district. There 
are numerous districts where these 
flies abound, and they are all closed 
areas. Only by special permission 
may one venture Into them. I have 
never had quite such discomfort as 
these files gave me. . It was ter
rible.”

“And what about the sleeping 
sickness?" he was asked. "Any 111 
effects?" ■ ■

"None whatever. You sec It is 
only the odd tsetse fly that carries 
the germ. 'They do not all tarry 
It. The carriers arc In extremely 
low proportion. I just forget what 
the percentage Is, but It is very 
small. No, I suffered no 111 effects."

The traveller traversed Africa 
'down to its southernmost tip ot the 
continent. He travelled some 15,
000 miles In t#is country, and found 
It rich in interest and thrills and 
contrasts. At Cape Town he gave 
a radio .ecture. He was also Inter
viewed over the air. Newspapers 
carried his picture and story. Here 
too he met Lincoln Ellsworth and 
Sir Hubert Wilkins, and was photo
graphed with them. He also met 
Captain Bennet there, the. famed 
Scot who canro Into prominence be
cause of his pickaback airplane 
flight on the "Mercury."

A treasured diary carries! these 
names, with kindly sentiments 
written in by these famous men. 
Other famed names from many 
parts of the world are in that diary

CONTINUED WITH OTHER ING
ERSOLL NEWS ON PAGE 4
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ENDLESS
(Continued from page 3) 

too, some in native tongue, such 
as Arabic? In Cairo Doug, met a 
number of friends of Herbert 
Handley, late instructor at the lo
cal “Y” and now in Sarnia. One 
official there regarded Mr. Handley 
as the best friend he ever had. At 
Durban, South Africa, Doug, visit
ed with Mr. and Mrs- Otto Lubke. 
Mrs. Lubke, a daughter of Mr. and 
Mrs. Charles Hughes of Ingersoll, 
has been a visitor to Ingersoll on at 
least two occasions since leaving 
to make her home in Africa. .

PURSER ON BOAT
As a purser on a boat crossing 

the Indian Ocean from Africa to 
the Philippine Islands and from 
there back to another point on the 
mainland, Doug, did not lay much 
away for a rainy day in the matter 
of salary. He was paid exactly 
25 cents per month'fc 'his ser
vices. On top of that, ho had to 
pay 60 cents each fof his meals.''

“It was a great arrangement," 
said he “and in reality, that very 
arrangement did save me a lot of 
money.’’

He then explained that the pas
sage was prohibitive In cost. He 
sought to get on boats not carrying 
passengers. He was refused a num
ber of times because of marine 
laws and other incidentals. He fin
ally found one English captain who 
considered the matter, but who 
made it plain that he was forbid
den to carry passengers hs his was 
not a passenger ship. He then ex
plained to Doug, that he could 
make him a member of the crew, in 
name, and to bind the bargain and 
make it legal, he would pay him 
the sum of 25 cents per month. 
The 60 cent price for meals was al
so stipulated, after Doug, had 
signed papers absolving the ship's 
crew and owners from all liability 
in case of mishap. The trip in all 
occupied seven weeks and covered 
7,500 miles. He left ■ this boat 
when it got him to Indo-China.

CUSTOMS MATTERS
The passport brought back to Ing

ersoll by the traveller Is epic in Its 
seals and official stamps. It cover
ed in brief form important entries 
to the varied countries, but did 
not. show the difficulties entailed 
in some cases. Doug, was arrested 
on the border between Swltzerlapd 
and Italy.

“There is a heavy customs duty 
on bicycle entering Italy. Thera 
was none In Switzerland. I sold my 
bicycle at the border, and it was on 
this account that I was detained.”

On to India, Doug, visited and 
traversed the famed Khyber Pass 
without incident. This is in the 
north at the Afghanistan border. 
This was one of the historic jaunts 
in India, although there are pic
tures to show peculiar customs of 
this country. One is , the tree 
where a mother ties little stones 
taken from the Ganges river as she 
prays for a baby. The stones are 
tied with hair to the tree. Once 
the prayer has been answered, the 
stones are carefully taken back to 

the Ganges. Such a tree is pictur
ed in Doug's collection, as are the 
burial ghats.

In Persia he visited Meshed, some 
600 miles inland from the border at 
Zahedan, the point of entry. Mesh
ed was described as a great Mo
hammedan centre, and of interest 
because of its mosques. The next 
jump was 600 miles to Tehran, the 
capital of Iran, where Reza Shah 
Pahlevi is creating a modern city 
In the desert, and where that dig
nitary, in his modernistic trend, 
has already banned the veil for wo
men. Reza was said to have even 
entered the great mosque with his 
shoes on, which within itself was 
looked upon as the utmost in de
parture from custom. Another 800 
miles carried Doug, on to Baghdad. 
From there he went by bus to Dam- 
'scus. He spent three weeks in the 
Holy Land.

OF BIBLICAL INTEREST ,
During his stay in the Holy Land 

Doug, spent one night on the sea 
of Galilee with four Arab fisher
men. The fishing is done largely at 
night and in primitive boats that 
were described as having the ap
pearance of having endured from 
biblical times.'He visited Paul’s 
house and the synagogue or temple 
whence Jesus drove the money 
changers. He visited, too, the Gar
den of Gethsemane, the Mount of 
Olives and the garden tomb where 
Jesus was said to have been. laid. 
These and other points of Chris
tian Biblical interest were pictured 
beautifully.

Th© traveller was given police 
protection and even rode in ar
mored cars in the Holy Land be
cause of the trouble between the 
Jewg and the Arabs. • . -

Standing near a wall upon one 
occasion he heard a shot on the 
other side. Someone was later 
found to have been killed in the 
feud. In Jerusalem where the post 
office was bombed on a Saturday 
night, Doug, said he heard the ex
plosion clearly In the home where 
be was a guest less than a half
mile away. In this country he had 
to forego his shorts and don long 
trousers upon official advice. He 
was told his apparel was similar to' 
that worn by many of the feud
ists. He told of bombs being plant
ed in baskets of fruit and all oth
er places where they might be inno
cently covered up. ■ He explained 
that there wag nothing but tension 
and constant watchfulness here, 
and he felt a great relief when he 
left the country despite its other 
Interests. From there he went back 
to Cairo and also re-visited Alex
andria again. He of course called 
at Luxor and visited the tombs.

His way then lay toward Greece. 
From there to Belgrade in Yugo- 
Slovia, Budapest, Vienna, back.to 
Germany and Berlin. Later he. 
passed through Warsaw'and on'to 
Moscow. He crossed Siberia 
through Manchoukuo and on to Pe
kin where he spent three weeks., 
It was here that he met Dale Car? 
negie, celebrated A'merican writer 
and lecturer. He was interviewed 
by Carnegie, who is releasing on, 
November 7 a story of the Inger^ 
soil man’s courage and pluck )n. 
undertaking the seemingly impose 
sible journeys by bicycle and hitch
hiking which, he had nccomplifShpd 
up to'that HmeJ poug. .yesterday 
showed'the writer a proof ?of the 
Carnegie story sent on to hirti. j;,

RECORD MOUNTAIN CLIMB''
In Japan, Doug, climbed famed 

Mount Fugi Yama, 12,365'i feet 
high. . ' 1 ।

“I was told by my guide and 
others that we had made a record 
in climbing Fugi. We did' it in 
five and one-half hours. The Us
ual time, I was told, is seven tn 
eight hours even in real good 
climbing. Others of course take 
longer. The last three hours of 
that climb was moonlight. It was 
a wouderful sight and experience,” 
he said. ?/ ’

He left Japan September' 7th 
and arrived at Vancouver Septem
ber 18th. He visited Banff and 
Lake Louise. At the former place 
he climed Mt. Rundle, which is 9,
335 feet as he recalled it. He went 
back to’Vancouver, hitch-hiked to 
San Francisco, incidentally doing 
almost the entire distance by that 
method. Once in ■ California5, he 
could hot forego a visit tor Mexico. 

. His next jump was to New York 
to see his third fair, leaving there i 

I Monday night on his last leg for , 
■ home.

“One never can fully appreciate 
Canada until they have, had a trip 
like that and then come back. .That 
strip between Hamilton and Inger
soll looked lovely to me. I heard of 
Canada's beauty from travellers in 
all parts of the world. When I left 
the bus in Ingersoll, I came home 
by a back route. I did not want to 
be seen. I wanted also to steal in 
on the folks at home. Well, it was 
Hallowe’en night. In addition to 
having my 65-pound kit bag which 
had gone 70,000 mileg with me, I 
pulled some papers over my head 
and knocked at the door. My broth
er Mike (Howard) opened the door 
and refused to let me in. I got a 
great kick out of that.”

Doug, estimated that his travel
ling costs per month averaged 
$41, and feels that is good. He said 
his 15,000-mile jaunt through Af
rica cost only $55 or less.

“I arrived home wearing a 15 
cent shirt, 10 cent socks, shoes that 
cost less than $3.00, and did not 
have one cent in my pocket. I met 
and made many friends throughout 
the world. I met many delightful 
people who did much .to make my 
trip all that it was. I cannot forget 
them. I saw three great fairs—The 
Paris exhibition, the San Francisco 
fair and the New York fair. I feel 
well. Now that it is over, I am 
glad to .be home with my people 
and am anxious to meet all my old 
friends.” 4

The countries visited were: Eng
land, Scotland, France, Belgium, 
Holland, Denmark, Sweden, Ger
many, Heligoland, Switzerland, 
Principality of Monaco in Southern 
France, Italy, North Africa, 
Libya, Egypt, Soudan, Uganda, 
Kenya, Tanganyika, Nyasaland, 
Northern Rhodesia, Southern Rho- 
resia, India, Greece, Persia, China, 
Japan, Palestine, Mexico, Ceylon, 
Slam, Yugo-Slovia, Polond and oth
ers to bring the total to 45.

Asked as to his future plans, he 
said he had none as yet. He first 
wishes to get settled, bring a 
concluded type of order out of his 
summing up, and then shape his 
future plans as circumstances may 

augges^.Mr? Carr managel tho lo1- 

,ca,l, Agnew-Surpass shoe-uaore be-; 
fore leaving on his trip. I ' I <;
.. .. , ■ — . - _ ■ ■ — - , '
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Doug Carr’s.trip around the world 
revived agdin for new audiences
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She heard two people talking 
about the Carr classic, that 35- 
year old travelogue, th^t when 
revived Last year brotight an 
overflow crowd to Victory 
Memorial auditorium and made 
S623 for the Ingersoll branch of 
the Canadian Cancer society, of 
which Doug Carr is finance 
campaign chairman.

The grey-haired woman paid 
for her purchase in Carr's Book 
and China Shop and said: “And I 
want a ticket for that, too. 
Doug."
Then she tells how she had seen 

the first travelogue (in 1940 it 
was shown at three local 
churches) and how much she 
had enjoyed it then.

“We were talking about it last 
Sunday. But I hear this one is 
even much nicer than the first 
one."

That’s the way it’s been ever 
since Doug Carr put out those 
first window posters last month 
announcing a repeat per
formance of "Thirty Moons 
Around the World", the story of 
his 70.000-mile trip < 15.000 miles 
on bicycle) through 45 countries.

Today, kids with knapsacks on 
their backs are a familiar sight 
in every country around the 
world. But not so in 1939. when 
the young man from Ingersoll 
bicycled into Africa, where he 
stayed for a year. Natives and 
officials there told.him he was 
the first person ever to cycle 
across that continent.
ROLGH GOING

He admits the going was 
rough. Roads were bad. In one 
district, volcanic ash made 

cycling almost impossible. In 
another, he ran into hordes of 
the tsetse fly, carrier of the 
sleeping sickness disease virus. 
He scrambled up a tree in the 
African jungle to avoid an en
counter with wild beasts. He 
made a meal of white ants. He 
rode a barge down the Nile, and 
slept in native huts. He bicycled 
98 miles through a stretch of 
Northern Rhodesia, where 15 
people had been killed by lions.

So unusual were his feats he 
was asked to give a radio lecture 
at Cape Town. He was in
terviewed over the air. His 
picture, along with stories of his 
adventures, made newspaper 
headlines in Africa.

He left Africa as a purser on a 
boat. An English captain who 
was forbidden to carry 
passengers created the position, 
and to make it legal, paid him 25 
cents per month. He paid 60 
cents for his meals.

He signed off the ship at 
Saigon, after being aboard 
almost two months, mostly as a 
passenger, and the trip had cost 
him only S35.

His travels then took him 
through more than 40 countries 
around the world. He made a 13- 
day trip by Trans-Siberian 
Railway to Peking. The day 
after he arrived in Tokyo, the 
Second World War began.

He sailed for home from 
Japan. On the way back to 
Ingersoll, he visited Los Angeles 
and took in the New York 
World’s Fair His 30 months of 
travel and adventure around the 
world had cost him SI.300.

In New York, he bought a bus 
ticket to Ingersoll which left him 
with 16 cents. He found a dime, 
bought a 25 cent breakfast in 
Niagara Falls which left him 
with one cent. He said he 
couldn’t see returning home 
"with one cent, so I put it in a 
slot machine in Hamilton for 
gum."

Mr. Carr's original 
travelogue, consisting of large 
four by four inch hand-tinted 
glass lantern slides lay on the 
shelf "collecting dust" until two 
years ago. when he bought a new 
camera.

"It occurred to me that maybe 
I could get those slides on to 35 
mm film." he said. “And be able 
to show them on a regular 
projector."

His first attempt wasn't 
successful. The slides came out 
in sepia tones. But after getting 
professional advice from a 
London photographer he 
managed to convert the glass 
slides into 35 mm slides that he 
used in the revival travelogue he 
showed last year.

The idea of using it to raise 
funds for the Cancer society 
originated during a con
versation as Don McLagan. 
president of the Ingersoll 
Cancer Society, Lois Bradfield, 
chairman of the Ladies bicycle 
ride, an Mr. Carr were driving 
to a society meeting in Wood
stock to discuss means of raising 
money

"Don turned to me and asked 
why we couldn't revive the old 
travelogue that I had con
verted." Mr. Carr said.

The trio tossed the idea 
around, and later at the meeting 
when asked for their ideas, they 
all grinned, and said:

“We’re going to show Doug’s 
35-year old travelogue.”

Doug Carr never dreamed he 
could make SI,000 from it, but 
there is little doubt now he will. 
Last year, it was shown during 
the March school break, when 
many persons were on holidays. 
Even so, they came from 
Tillsonburg, Woodstock and 
London, as well as Ingersoll, to 
see it.

“The first dozen tickets I sold 
this year were to people who had 
seen it last year.” Mr. Carr said. 
FILMED CLASSIC .

It looks as though Ingersoll 
now has its own perennial filmed 
classic in the Carr travelogue 
that shows how to travel on a 
budget. Those tourists you see 
all over Europe toting the 
Arthur Frommer best seller 
Europe on S5 a Day would do 
better to dig into the old files of 
the Sentinel-Review.

The issue dated Nov. 2. 1939. 
based on an interview with Doug 
Carr, states:

“Doug estimated that his 
travelling costs per month 
averaged S41, and feels that is 
good. He said his 15.000-mile 
jaunt through Africa cost only 
$55 or less."

He arrived home wearing a 15 
cent shirt. 10-cent socks, shoes 
that cost less than three dollars, 
without a cent in his pocket, the 
article explains.

The interviewer asked Mr 
Carr about his future plans and 

learned that he had none.
“He first wishes to get settled, 

bring a concluded type of order 
out of his summing up, and then 
shape his future plans as cir
cumstances may suggest," the 
article stated.

Before leaving on his trip in 
April 1937, Doug Carr had 
managed the local Agnew 
Surpass shoe store. •

Today, with his brother 
Bertram, he operates Carr’s 
Book and China Shop at 132 
Thames St. S., Ingersoll, 
founded by his father in 192L .

In his spare time he dreams 
up ideas for raising money in the 
campaign against cancer. -He 
expects to raise more than the 
remaining $400 he needs’ to 
realize his objective of $1,000 
from the repeat performance of 
the travelogue this Sunday, 
March 16 at VMS auditorium.



Doug Carr studies slides of his trip around the world istun photo >
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CONGRATULATIONS DOUG
Carr’s Book and China Shop has been a fixture 
on Ingersoll’s main shopping block since the 
1920s. The man behind the counter at the store 
for the last 40 has been Doug Carr. Carr recent
ly retired, and Friday, an informal goodbye 
party for him was held in the store. Many peo

ple came by to wish Carr well. Talking with 
Carr here is Kitty Heenen, right, while store 
employee Jean McKinley hands out some 
punch.

(Staff photo by Rick Hughes)
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Doug Carr: An Ingersoll man with a heart of gold
By CHRIS POWELL

Ingersoll has more than its share 
of people willing to help with their 
community, but there are few who 
have been as involved with the town 
as much as Doug Carr.

Carr is passionate in his feelings 
for his community. "You couldn’t 
live in a better town than Ingersoll,” 
he said. “It’s the best town in the 
country.”

An Ingersoll resident since 1921, 
he has many favorable impressions 
of the community which has been his 
home for the past 67 years. ‘'There 
are a lot of things this town has that 
other towns don’t,” said Carr. "The 
town caters to both young and old.”

Carr has the authority to speak on 
these activities, as he has been a key 
figure behind the majority of them 
in past years. He was a member of 
the Recreation Committee during 
the I950's, an experience which he 
said always brought a "certain 
amount of satisfaction." He was also 
a member of the Horticultural Socie
ty as well as the Parks Board.

Carr was also the organizer of the 
Ingersoll Coin Club 26 years ago, and 
although nowadays his activities 
have been curtailed somewhat, he is 
still active with a variety of func
tions.

Some of these include being a 
volunteer with the fund raising cam

Doug Carr has been involved in a variety of activities over the years, one of 
the reasons he was recently nominated for the Air Canada Heart of Gold 
Award. The award recognizes volunteers who contribute to the betterment 
of their communities.

paign for the Alexandra Hospital, 
and treasurer for the Ingersoll and 
district chapter of the Canadian 
Cancer Society.

Carr believes that Ingersoll 
residents are very generous with 
respect to donating money to wor
thwhile causes. “If there’s a worthy 
cause, the town comes through,’’ he 
said.

Born on Boxing Day 77 years ago, 
Carr and his family came to Inger
soll from Blyth, a small community 
located about 12 miles from 
Goderich, when he was 10 years old.

Carr instantly fell in love with the 
town and its people and has been 
devoted to the town ever since.

Because of the dedication Carr has 
shown towards the town, he has been 
nominated for Air Canada’s Heart of 
Gold award, which serves to 
recognize those people who go the 
extra mile to make their community 
a better place to live.

He said that the nomination came 
as a “real suprise” to him, as he was 
in the process of nominating a friend 
of his for the award.

Carr "never dreamed of anything 
like that (the nomination). In fact I 
never thought of it myself."

During his time here in Ingersoll, 
Carr has' had the opportunity to 
make many friends, many of whom 
he met while working at Carr’s Book 
and China Shop, his father’s store.

Of all the things in his life, he said 
that friends are the most important 
commodity. "I sure cherish all the 
friends I have,” he said. But added 
that he misses all the people who us
ed to come into the store when he 
worked there. 

Carr said he would never even 
give thought to moving away from 
the town which he knows and loves 
so much. "All my friends are here,” 
he said.

Residents of Canada who are 19 
years of age and older are eligible to 
receive the Heart of Gold award. 
Candidates include people who are 
resourceful, courageous community 
leaders, or who give selfless service 
to others, or are exemplary com
munity volunteers or have overcome 
some form of disability to become 
useful and inspirational community 
members, or qualify as community 
heroes or are generally or in a par
ticular significant instance, improv
ing the quality of life in the com

munity, or who are outstanding 
citizens who set a fine example for 
others.

Every nominee will receive a 
Heart of Gold Award certificate and 
pin. The provincial awards will be 
chosen by a panel of judges across 
Canada.

The program is being run in con
junction with community 
newspapers across the country. It is 
expected that in Ontario alone, an 

■average of 33 persons will be 
nominated per community.

From the Ingersoll area, so far 15 
persons have been nominated.

Nominations should be forwarded 
to The Ingersoll Times, 19 King St. 
W„ Ingersoll. N5C 2J2.
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Cyclist recalls famous round-the-world trek
> INGERSOLL — Going into the

: Ingersoll Sports Hall of Fame, you 
; can't miss it. ■
J Looking to the left, over the pho- 
1 tos of town sports greats, you spot

; it, It’s beat up, rusted and reeks of 
; nostalgia.
I This is the bike that carried 

Doug Carr for part of the way on
I his round-the-world trek, which 
■ started in-the spring of 1937 and 
. wound up with his return to Inger
: sqII on Halloween 1939.
; .Carr’s journey took him to such

• places as London, Cairo and Mos- 
■ cow. “There were so many beauti- 
; fql places to see,” the Ingersoll 
; resident reminisces.

I But he says he would not try to 
■ do the same international jaunt to
; day. Many of the places he went to, 
; which were British colonies at the 

time, would prove to be much 
tougher going now.

TRAVEL TIDBITS
□ While in Egypt, Carr got the 

opportunity to ride a camel — “I 
was amazed how fast they could 
run."

Drinking tea in the desert pro

vided him with a lesson in Arab eti
quette. After going through two 
rounds of an elaborate tea-pouring 

ceremony, he was prepared to 
leave and bid his hosts farewell. 
He soon found that “you always 
have three glasses of tea. It’s im
polite to have two or four.”

While in Egypt, he also saw King 
Tutankhamen's tomb, the Sphinx 
and the Great Pyramids, the

greatest of which is 451 feet high.
□ In Uganda, he made the ac

quaintance of Margaret Laing. She 
ran a leper colony of 400 adults and

330 children.
“She was a terrific woman,” 

says Carr

Carr treated himself to an un
usual delicacy in Uganda — flying 
white ants. He compared the first 
such ants after the rain season 

there to the first ice cream cone of 
the summer here.

People would stand around an
thills with torches to attract the 
flying morsels, he recalled.

□ The roads in South Africa 
“were simply terrible.” To get 
along his way, he sewed his old 
spare tires into the worn-out tires 
he was driving on.

His first radio broadcast was 
made in Cape Town and he got got 
a job as a purser on a British ship.

□ At a train station in Udaipur, 

India he spotted a group of mon
keys well-equipped to handle 

themselves. They were begging at 
the station and were more success
ful at it than their human coun
terparts.

India had vast treasure-laden 
buildings, which contrasted with 
the impoverishment in other seg
ments of the society.

"You can’t believe the wealth... 
and then the terrible poverty.”

□ Carr got a chance to walk 
along the Great Wall of China. He 
also saw an extravagant funeral 
procession for a wealthy man 
while in that ancient nation. The 
man's worldly possessions had 
been duplicated in paper mache 
and were carried along in the pro
cession. only to be burned later. 
The idea was to have the articles 
accompany the man’s spirit into 
the beyond.

There is an old saying in China, 
Carr commented: "the most im
portant thing in life is to have a 
first-class funeral.”

IN THE INGERSOLL Sports Hall of Fame hangs the world journey. The Ingersoll resident made the trek
bike that carried Doug Carr on part of his round the in the late I930's.
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Outstanding CitizensHonored for town interest
Doug Carr and Grant Swack- 

hammer were named the Legion’s 
Outstanding Citizens of the Year 
last week.

A panel of adjudicators consisting 
of Anne McMillan, Mayor Doug 
Harris, Canon Tom Griffin, Jack 
Warden, Ralph Parker, and Leo 
Kirwin, selected the two men in a 
secret ballot vote.

Both men will be presented with 
their awards at a banquet planned 
for May 17 at 7 p.m.

BY MICKEY LEBLANC

When Doug Carr left on his tour of 
Europe in 1937, just two years 
before the start of World War II, he 
really didn’t plan to be gone for too 
long.

But after two years of roaming 
Europe, Africa and the Orient, the 
weary traveller finally found his 
way home. He returned to Ingersoll 
with the thoughts of his first home 
cooked meal in a long time.

“My mother was a fantastic 
cook,” Mr. Carr recalled, and 
thoughts of a fine home cooked 
meal were inviting.

Arriving home on Hallowe’en, the 
young Carr disguised himself 
before going to the front door. When 
he knocked, a brother answered 
carrying a bowl of apples, obviously 
prepared for trick or treaters. 
Inside the home, instead of the meal 
he longed for, he found his mother 
ill, his father at the local church and 
a bowl of soup and sandwiches.

Talking to Mr. Carr is like listen
ing to a travelogue. From his trips 
through Europe to his stay in Cairo, 
to travels down the Nile and a visit 
to Hitler’s Berlin bunker, Carr has 
led an active life.

Only a few years ago he was 
aboard a flight to the North Pole.

In Ingersoll, Carr has played a 
major role in the Ladies Great Bike 
Ride for Cancer as co-chairman 
with Lois Bradfield and has been 
involved with the local parks and 
recreation committees as well as 
the coin and stamp club.

Mr. Carr said Monday, Ingersoll 
has always been good at promoting 
the arts through recreation.

“I’ve always felt that recreation 
should cover more than hockey, 
baseball and swimming. It should 
take in the other side of recreation, 
like the Creative Arts Centre, for 
instance.”

Doug Carr is one of this year’s Legion's Outstanding Citizens.

While he had little to do with'the 
start of the CAC, Carr said such a 
group is important in promoting the 
cultural side of recreation. The CAC 
provides a balance in recreation 
and "those are all the things which 
help put Ingersoll on the map.”

An Ingersoll booster, Carr said he 
tries to give the town a good plug 
whenever he gets the chance. On 
the airplane flight lo the North Pole 
a few years ago, for example, Can- 
met a broadcaster and while 
stopped over in Frobisher Bay, he 
was taped for a CBC news show.

The first chance he got he 
mentioned the town’s name.

The Carrs came to Ingersoll in 
1921 after living in Kitchener and 
Toronto. Carr’s Book and China, on 
Thames Street South, is one of the 
oldest businesses in town and is still 
run by family members.

He worked in the book store, then 
went on to be manager of a local 
shoe store before he left on his 
European (our in 1937. When he 

returned from the tour in 1939, he 
enlisted in the air force and served 
as ground crew in England during 
the war.

He came back to Ingersoll after 
the war and has remained here ever 
since.

“I've always been interested in 
boosting the town,” Carr 
commented, adding, “I’m a firm 
believer in Ingersoll. It’s the best 
little town in the country.”

One of the attractions has been 
the reactions of the citizens to the 
various groups in the community 
which each year solicit funds to help 
keep their programs operating.

“If it’s a worthy cause, Ingersoll 
has always come through," Can- 
said.

Coincidental to his receiving the 
Legion Citizens of the Year Award, 
Carr will be retiring from his 
downtown store this week.

At 75, he plans to take up his 
hobbies with a little more interest 
and, “I’ve lots of hobbies and won't 
have any problems in retirement."

/



Doug Carr and Grant Swackhammer

Legion picks two citizens of the year
RICK HUGHIS 

of Th» Siniinol-Railaw

INGERSOLL — Grant Swackham
mer and Doug Carr have been named

co winners of the Ingersoll Legion 
Branch 119 Citizen of the Year award 
for 1986.

They will be honored at a dinner May 
17.

Normally one winner is selected, but 
legion publicity officer Jack Warden 
said Swackhammer and Carr were so 
close in points that Ihe selection com
mittee decided to honor both of them.

Warden said there were five 
nominees. The six-member selection 
committee used a point system to 
choose among them.

The judges were Ann MacMillan, 
head of the Legion women's auxiliary. 
Canon Tom Griffin, Mayor Doug Har
ris, Ralph Parker, head of Branch 119, 
and legion publicity officers Warden 
and Leo Kirwin.

Carr has been active for many years 
in the Cancer Society He has been 
treasurer, a fund raising canvasser for 
the society and he has always helped 
organize the Ladies Great Ride for 
Cancer.

He is also active in the Ingersoll and 
District Horticultural Society.

30-YEAR HISTORY
Besides current volunteer work,

Carr. 75, has a long history of communi
ty work. It goes back 30 years to when 
he served on the old Ingersoll recrea
tion commission, organizing and pro
moting arts and crafts

But there's an irony. He will receive 
• the award just as he's trying lo phase 

himself out of his many activities. And. 
that includes retiring this weekend 
from Carr's Book and China Shop. The 
family owned business was started by 
his father in 1921. Carr has worked 
there since 1945.

"I never expected it. Never dreamed 
of it. I never even gave it a thought,” 
said Carr, adding that Ingersoll is a 
good place lo be community worker.

''I've always been a booster of this 
town I don’t think there's a better town 
in the country I've always said that if 
there is a worthwhile cause, then this 
town always comes through," Carr 
said.

Swackhammer's community involve
ment also goes back many years. He 
has been a member of ihe Legion since 
1945. He has been on the Branch 119 ex
ecutive for the past decade.

ASSISTS VETERANS
His key role at the Legion is as 

veteran's service officer. Il is his 
responsibility to assist veterans 
needing medical attention and their 
families. He helps veterans get admit
ted to London’s Westminster Hospital 
He also visits patients in Ihe veteran's 
hospital regularly.

Swackhammer. 71. was also a 
founder of the Seniors for Health pro 
gram at Alexandra Hospital eight years 
ago

"I feel real good about it," said 
Swackhammer about the award “A lit
tle pat on the head never hurt 
anybody."

Swackhammer, who was runner-up 
for the award in 1975. said he has en
joyed doing the community work

"I'm glad I could do it. 1 like to do 
community work, especially for the 
Legion. I lost a lot of good buddies and 
I’m carrying the torch for them."

Swackhammer and his wife. Mary, 
live on Earl Street

He held a number of jobs in Ingersoll 
and London before settling in for 1G 
years as bartender and waiter at the In
gersoll Inn in 1960 He retired in 1977

Carr and Swackhammer will each 
receive a plaque at the banquet.

Society. (Staff photo by Hick Hughes)



<irant Swackhaminer and Doug Carr were presented outstanding citizens. Jack Warden was on hand for the 
with their plaques for being selected the Legion’s presentation.












	Doug Carr1
	Doug Carr2
	Doug Carr_Feature Adventure Cyclist
	D:\ViewScan_0000.tif
	D:\ViewScan_0001.tif
	D:\ViewScan_0003.tif
	D:\ViewScan_carr0000.tif
	D:\ViewScan_carr0001.tif

