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INTRODUCTION

THIS is not a strictly formal or statistical history. It is, rather,
a candid presentation of the human side of our experiences —
highlighting the humorous incidents and skipping over, for the
most part, the darker side of the war.

Much of the book is written — as nearly as memory has pre-
served it — unvarnished and without heroics. Considerable space
is being purposely given to more or less trivial incidents, in the
hope that their recital may restore sharpness and fresh apprecia-
tion to the readers’ personal memories of “‘those days.” We hope
that those who read the book may recapture some of that
wonderful spirit which then existed among us; and we use soldier
language in order to stimulate the rousing of that spirit.

In some instances—and for obvious reasons — personal
names have been omitted. “No names, no packdrill!” Many
incidents, too, are merely hinted at for fear that a more detailed
explanation of them might cause embarrassment; but all incid-
ents here recorded are included for no other purpose than that of
giving a true picture of how our men thought, fele, played,
“carried on,”’ lived and died during the fifty-five months of our
unit’s existence. Therefore, we hope that those whose names we
have mentioned won’t mind — and we hope that those whose
names have not been mentioned won’t consider themselves
slighted.

Every effort has been made to give correct dates and locations,
but, in France, all the Sections were very seldom in one place at
the same time. Bearer squads were attached to various regimental
aid-posts, and Nursing Section details more than once were sent
to help other units. However, all dates and locations have been
checked very carefully and will be found approximately correct.

We have not forgotten to mention our grousing about rations,
fatigues, brass-shining and working parties. Heaven only knows



how much of the grumbling was warranted and how much
uncalled-for! Napoleon said he couldn’t get along without his
grognards. Like our grumblers, they groused — but carried on.
A Fifth history which ignored our grousing would be incomplete.
Grateful acknowledgement is due all those who, with suggest-
ions, or by the loan of letters, diaries, photos, newspaper clip-
pings, sketches and other data, have helped in the production of
our book. Here, again, we must not mention names, for fear of
betraying the confidential sources of much of our information.
It must be added, too, that nobody dictated what should go
in the book or what should be left out. Up to the time of going
to press, no ex-member of the unit, outside the editorial com-
mittee, read the manuscript. Therefore, whatever criticisms may
be forthcoming should be directed toward the commiteee only.

BASH Case

F. W. Noyes

A. F. Patterson
H. R. Rutherford.



THIS BOOK IS RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED
TO THE SACRED MEMORY
OF THOSE MEMBERS OF THE FIFTH FIELD AMBULANCE
WHO GAVE THEIR LIVES
IN THE GREAT WAR
OR HAVE SINCE PASSED ON

ey

“They shall grow not old, as
we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them, nor
the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun
and in the morning
We will remember them.
—Lawrence Binyon.






CHAPTER ONE

You're in the army now, you're not behind a plow,
You'll never get rich, you son-of-a-gun —
You're in che army now.

THE BEGINNING

(Nov. 11, 1914, to April 29, 1915)

“The pants are a
little tight under
the arm pits!”

,  Onrov

EMBER 11, 1914,
Major George
Devey Farmer, of
Ancaster, Ontario,
received instruc-
tions from Ottawa
to the effect that
he had been pro-
moted to the rank
of Lieut.-Col. and
had been chosen to
command a Field
Ambulance for overseas service with the Second Canadian Con-
tingent. He was informed that Hamilton was to contribute 106
men towards the unit’s complement and that the remainder were
to be recruited in Toronto and Owen Sound.

Within three days of receipt of the mobilization order the com-
plete Hamilton quota was obtained and, on November 19th,
that detachment took up its quarters in Exhibition Camp, Tot-
onto, where it was immediately joined by the two other quotas,
bringing the unit to a total strength of 268 officers and men.

The Hamilton men were chosen from No. 12 and No. 19
Field Ambulances of that city. Both of these militia units had
been recruiting men for an expected Second Contingent ever
since the First Division had been called up.

Sergeant Jack Williams and Corporal Max Kelso were the
two noncoms. responsible for whipping the Mountain City men

1




2 THE BEGINNING

into shape, Colonel Farmer having given them full control of
this work. Williams and Kelso had had previous military experi-
ence in the Yeomanry and Territorials ‘“‘over 'ome” and were
ideally suited for their jobs, although Max Kelso sometimes did
forget himself in those early days and occasionally mixed army
commands with some of his beloved farm expressions. One
night, for instance, Max’s rookie squad was marching blithely
down the armories when suddenly Max noticed that it was
within about six feet of the end wall. Prompt action was neces-
sary. “Whoa, there! Whoa! Back up!’ was the only command
Max could chink of, but he bellowed it down the armories and it
had the desired effect.

The officers at mobilization were: Lieutenant-Colonel G. D.
Farmer, Commanding Officer; Major D. P. Kappele, Captains
H. Jones, W. C. Silcox, W. F. Nicholson, H. Buck, F. Clark;
and Lieutenants N. J. Barton, . F. Burgessand R. Y. Kenney; and
Hon. Lieutenant O. A. Elliott. All these officers were medical
men, with the exception of Captain Clark, who was Quarter-
master, and Lieutenant Elliott, who was a dental surgeon. All
but Captain Clark had given up private practices at home in
order to place their medical and surgical skill at the service of
their country; and in every case the doing so involved heavy
financial and personal sacrifice.

Without casting any reflections on the officers with whom our
unit eventually left Canada — for they, too, were merely the
helpless pawns and victims of the powers behind the scene — we -
must mention that, right from the start, politics had a lot to do
with officer appointments in the Fifth. It was almost impossible
to get anywhere unless one was a bigoted adherent of the ruling
““party machine.”” Ability and general fitness for the job were not
primary considerations and it was a well-known fact that, right
up to the end of the war, our unit was well nigh ripped asunder
by back-home political intrigues and manipulations. Perhaps we
didn’t suffer any more in this respect than some other units, but
it is doubtful if in any other unit the political machinations of
arm-chair critics, stay-at-homers and other higher-ups were as
glaringly evident, and worked to the disadvantage of the men
generally, as they did in the Fifth.

Many times, during the first few weeks of the unit’s existence,
it was touch-and-go whether or not Colonel Farmer would be
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permitted to continue in command. Much political pressure was
brought to bear, both for and against him. He was ju%gled about
by the powers that were until he didn’t know whether he was
going or staying. Ottawa wire-pullers came to Toronto and
Toronto boot-lickers went to Ottawa, trying to dislodge him.
Eventually, however, Colonel Farmer quietly made a flying trip
to the Capital City — and returned with final confirmation of his
command. How the unit’s affairs suffered during all this disgust-
ing indecision and bickering may easily be imagined, and it was
almost a miracle that the Fifth finally evolved with as good an
officer personnel as it did.

Whom the Gods Would Destroy, etc. o=

We never could discover who was responsible for the appoint-
ment of our original noncoms. All we knew was that, with
about three or four exceptions, all were from ‘‘over the pond.”
Many of them were Old Soldiers and most of them dropped
their aitches with carefree abandon. Army commands were
strange enough to most of us, but when we heard them voiced
by these noncoms. we had additional trouble in recognizing
them. There was Sergeant Wager, always “‘a-seekin’ of somebody
whose nyme weren't in the booook.” And Staff Leleu, with his
“Steady theyah, that chap ovah theyah.”” Sergeant Williams, with
his information that “‘If the man ’oo left ’is poipe and bala-
claver ’at over by the stybles wants the syme, 'ee mye 'ave 'em
by gowing to the hordley room; but, if sow, ’ee will 'ave to
hidenterfy ’'em.” Then there was Sergeant Gardner, with a
Scotch burrr that stretched right back to the hills of his native
land. Remember that verse we used to recite within John’s
hearing?

The Scots they'rrre surrre a harrrdy rrrace:

They wearrr no brrreeks norrr brrreeches.

They grrroom theirrr locks wi’ splinterrred rrrocks --
They'rrre hairrry sons o’ witches!

And Staff Smith — can’t you still hear him, with his excep-
tionally proper vocabulary, speaking very deliberately and enun-
ciating every syllable of those multiple-syllabled words, with
meticulous precision and extraordinary facility? We were simply
flabbergasted when we heatd so many big tongue-twisters coming
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from such a diminutive man. This same Reggie Smith, though,
had more character, courage and real ability than many men
twice his size.

Then there were the Old Soldiers: Quartermaster-Sergeant
Busst, Lance-Corporal Tom Morgan, Sergeant Turner, Harry
Cunningham, Corporal Gilpin and others — always explaining
how it was done ‘‘over 'ome’’ and in Africa. Good fellows, most
of them, when they got the corners rubbed off them and settled
down to their jobs in earnest. They were no worse and no better,
perhaps, than the noncoms. of any other unit.

Of the original unit, seventy per cent. of the officers and fifty-
five per cent. of the men hailed from the Hamilton area. Approx-
imately ten per cent. of the unit’s personnel had had previous
medical training before enlistment, either as doctors or as medical
students; and about half of the remaining men had received
previous training in first-aid work.

The tallest man in the Fifth at mobilization was John Merri-
dew, 6 feet 4 inches. The shortest was 5 feet 3 inches — we had
a half-dozen that height. The average height of our personnel
was about 5 feet 814 inches which, considering that scores of
our lads had not yet ceased growing, shows a very creditable
stature standard.

Establishment o=

A Field Ambulance was made up of three medical sections,
each of which was equipped to act independently of the others,
if necessary. The three original sections of the Fifth had as
section commanders: A. Section, Captain Jones; B. Section,
Major Kappele; C. Section, Caprain Silcox.

A Transport Section of fifty-seven men was formed shortly
after our arrival at Exhibicion Camp. These men were in charge
of fifty-five horses, seven horse-drawn ambulances, general-
service wagons, and whatnot, for the conveyance of patients,
medical supplies, etc. Each horse ambulance was capable of
carrying four stretcher cases or twelve sitting cases. The trans-
port men were equipped with rifles, for the purpose of protecting
the unit and its patients, supplies, etc., from looters and camp
followers. We might as weﬁpadmit right now, however, that
these rifles were seldom clean enough to be fired in safety. They
helped us to look like soldiers, though!
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Three motor ambulances were also added while at Exhibition
Camp. These were to form the nucleus of what was later to
become a completely mechanized fleet of conveyances for sick
and wounded. Eventually almost all transportation of wounded,
from advanced dressing stations to clearing stations, was by
means of motor ambulance, and a rather extensive Motor Trans-
port Section ultimately evolved.

For the first few days at Exhibition Camp the time was taken
up with preparation of billets, medical inspections, measurement
for uniforms, attestations — and all those innumerable fatigues
which go into the embryonic stage of the soldier. For about ten
days the men continued to wear their civvy clothing but, at last,
the long-looked-for day came for the issuance of uniforms and
kit. The men lined up in alphabetical order and, under the eagle
eyes of Quartermaster-Sergeant Busst and his ex-policeman
understudy, Corporal Udell, all the impedimenta of an active-
serviceman'’s equipment were handed out. From eatly morning
until late at night a magic transformation then took place and
the men blossomed forth in all the glory of their new regalia.

It is just possible that 44-inch tunics were issued to men with
36-inch chests; and that several somewhat smallish fellows were
seen floundering around in size eleven shoes, while some six-
footers were struggling to squeeze their size twelve feet into size
seven boots. Size eight caps came down over the ears of size
seven heads, and size six caps perched on top of size eight-and-a-
half skulls. But all the mixups were taken in the proper spirit and
tolerable fictings were finally obtained — by the men exchanging
their misfit articles with one another and by spending much of
their hard-earned dollar-ten army pay on alterations.

Of course, the bulk of the equipment had been produced under
time pressure and, in consequence, had suffered considerably in
quality and design. The red army-boot was a cross between a
moccasin and a sponge. It had blotting-paper outer soles and
insoles of spikes, whose business ends pointed invitingly up-
ward — earning for the Minister of Militia the sobriquet *‘Gen-
eral Sham Shoes.” After two minutes on damp ground a man's
feet were as wet as if he were barefoot. Tunics, breeches and
greatcoats fitted perfectly — only where they touched! It was
solely by a liberal expenditure of the men’s own money that a
creditable appearance was at all obtainable. Heavy woollen
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underwear, about 1{-inch thick, gave more than one man the
scratching practice that was to come in handy later on in France.
It has been well said that “‘soldiers were made to hang things on,”
for what with balaclava caps, fingerless wool wristlets, fever
bands, high overshoes —and all the other things we didn't
have later on in France where we really needed them! — a man
had a load not fit for a pack-mule.

Staff-Sergeant Smith brought to camp a very comfortable in-
flatable sleeping-bag and when Colonel Farmer learned of its
presence he raged about ‘‘feather-bed soldiers’” and ordered
Reggie to get rid of the bag immediately. However, the Staff
managed to retain his bed and eventually used it in England and
at the Front — in spite of definite orders from every successive
Officer Commanding. He also clung to his original Canadian
tunic. The other senior noncoms. loved to twit Smith about his
sleeping-bag and some of them may recall the battle he fought
with Staff Mott when Jake passed an unflattering remark about
the bag. The scrap was a torrid affair and ended with honots even.

The old soldiers initiated the rookies into the mysteries of
puttee-rolling, blanket-folding, kit-packing, button-cleaning
greatcoat-tolling, belt-shining and bunk-making, and it wasn’t
long before a rather nondescript collection of civilians had
attained the appearance of smartly-accoutred army men.

Training Routine s

During the five months in Exhibition Camp our men were
trained in infantry drill, stretcher drill, and first-aid treatments,
such as bandaging, putting on splints, stopping hemorrhages, etc.
Three lectures a day were given by the officers. Riding instruction
was given to the men of the Horse Transport, and the secrets of
motor mechanism and upkeep were imparted to the members of
the Motor Section. Also, a signalling squad of six men was
formed and every day these dot-and-dash addicts took their
places, along with the other camp signallers, for instruction
and practice.

Colonel Farmer, although a staunch fraternal man himself,
would never stand for any “Lodge stufl”’ from those under his
command. One day a man paraded into the Orderly Room and
asked for permission to go to Montreal to visit his brother, a
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very prominent officer in the Old Man’s fraternal organization.
When he attempted to take advantage of his lodge affiliations
the colonel gave him particular hell in the form of a severe
dressing down and extra duties during the ensuing few days.

Our original sergeant-major was Robert Franklin, or “Bob,”’
as he was later to become known. Franklin had been a petey
officer in “‘the King’s Na-vee’ — so his story went — and, right
from the day he “‘took over,” the men received a taste of salt-
water discipline. Who can ever forget Bob, standing out in front
of the unit when it fell in between cowstables Nos. 33 and 347
There he would be, striding impatiently back and forth, barking
at this man, scowling at that, questioning a noncom., or criti-
cising some poor flustered junior officer. Pranklin had a great
command of marine-depot English. One of his first warnings
was: “When I say ‘Double’ I don’t mean just ‘Double’ — I mean
for you to bloodywell fly.”” However, if the buck privates stood
or “‘doubled” in awe of him, the officers were even more in fear
of his lashing tongue. It is part of a sergeant-major’s job to
train his officers, and Bob undertook that duty with all the zest
and aplomb which he, and he only, could command. Even Col-
onel Farmer, with his twenty-three years of previous military
experience, was more than once ‘“‘told off.”” As for the junior
ofhicers, it is safe to say that they feared Franklin's withering
ridicule far more than did the men.

Those ecarly days in the old frame cowsheds shall always
linger in our memories. The barrel stoves, straw palliasses,
wooden-slatted double-tiered bunks, tin wash basins and crude
tub showers all helped to convince us that we were “in the
army now.’’

It is impossible, too, to forget that bitterly cold winter’s night
when the whole unit was taken violently ill with stomach cramps
and acute dysentery, and dozens of our men collapsed in their
bunks or outside in the raging blizzard. For many hours all the
available doctors in or near the camp worked frantically over the
poisoned men, and it was only because of this prompt attention
the attacks didn’t prove fatal. Staff-Sergeants Overend and
Deadman, Sergeant Overholt and several other experienced
(X3 1 . .

rankers’’ also rendered invaluable assistance. The cause of the
trouble was traced to the use of unclean kitchen utensils, and the
sergeant-cook (James Sharkey), who was responsible for the
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whole painful and near-tragic affair, was summarily discharged.
The order of discharge was read to him in front of a muster
parade of the unit. The cook-sergeant was then hustled out of
camp by automobile, otherwise the men would have given him
a very bad half-hour.

To cap the affair, George Grindley wrote a letter to one of the
Toronto newspapers, complaining about the poor food and the
filchy conditions under which it was prepared. General Lessard
had the letter traced to the Fifth. George was hailed before
Colonel Farmer and, in the presence of General Lessard, promptly
acknowledged his authorsﬁip and stated that his action was
entirely justified — that he had taken it only as a last recourse
and when all the customary complaints to Orderly Officers, etc.,
had failed to rectify matters. Needless to say, George received a
very severe reprimand. Another muster parade was immediacely
called and General Lessard scathingly rebuked the whole unit for
what he called “‘a childish breach of military etiquette.” How-
ever, George’s complaint had the desired effect, and, from then
on, there was a marked improvement in the quality and quantity
of the men’s rations. Of course, there never was an army in which
rations were up to the men’s expectations. We groused about our
food until the end of the war.

It was about this time that an order was posted, offering any
man his discharge for the sum of ten dollars. How many of us
regretted in after days that we had not availed ourselves of that
opportunity ! Later on, at Hill 70 and Passchendaele, for instance,
some of us would have tried mighty hard to raise the necessary
ten-spot — if the offer had remained open!

M%re than one man got his discharge in Toronto because he
persisted in returning to camp ‘‘lickered-up.”’ Monday morning
Orderly Room was the scene of trials and tribulations. The
Saturday night culprits were brought before the colonel and
some few of them were given very pointed temperance lectures
and their discharges. It was considered that they were ‘‘unlikely
to become efficient soldiers!”’ It must be added, though, chat
some of the men so discharged from our unit joined other units
later on and distinguished themselves by their all-round efhiciency,
and by earning decorations for bravery under fire — which is
further evidence that good parade-ground soldiers were not
always the best men in actual battle.
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1. The Wig-Waggers
2. Our First Motor Ambulance Arrives.
3. A Group of C. Section Lads.
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The “Lion Tamers” oo

To whip the men into first-class physical condition, two
Imperial P.T. instructors were attached to the Fifch. “Lion
Tamers” is the army name for these worthies, but it was a mis-
nomer, so far as we were concerned. We were anything but lions
and they never tamed us! These noncoms. were accustomed to
training peace-time soldiers or ‘‘regulars,” and not citizen-
soldiers, such as we. It is not surprising, therefore, that we just
about broke their dear kind hearts. One instructor completely lost
his voice, yelling futile orders at us and gargling Scotch in his
spare time; while the other one mysteriously dropped out of the
picture, after a few weeks’ attempt to make soldiers out of us
“blawsted Can-eye-dian b ds,” as he called us. Perhaps
their departure was hastened by their faux pas in giving us
“aeroplane drill,”” one day while we were waiting to have a unit
photograph taken. In this drill the command “Take cover” was
given and the men were expected to throw themselves flat on
the ground, or take cover in any hole or ditch that might be
nearby. We were all shined up like guardsmen before the aero-
plane drill, but, after it was over, our uniforms, puttees and
shoes were terribly awry and simply plastered with mud. We
would hate to repeat the language Colonel Farmer used on In-
structor Fegg when our explosive Commanding Officer arrived
to parade us before the waiting photographer.

Nor can we forget that it was while at Exhibition Camp that
our good friend Tommy Hawkey won fame through being
linked with the unit’s battle-cry anent the receptive coalbin.
From Exhibition Camp to Otterpool, and right through to the
end of the war — yes, and even after the war — the challenging
cry, “Who spit in the coalbin?”’ was answered by the spon-
taneous and unanimous chorus — “HAWKEY!" Tommy, too,
had the happy faculty of always getting into Staff Leleu’s bad
books. Who cannot recall the Staff’s eternal yelling at the lad:
“Private Hawkey! What aw you doing theyah? Get away from
that hawsse’s head, Private Hawkey! Stawnd steady, theyah,
Hawkey!” It is little wonder that Tommy became one of our
best-liked lads, and remained popular long after Staft Leleu
transferred to the 2nd C.C.S. Tommy wasn’t a giant, at all, but
he will always be a character dear to the Fifth.
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Evenings in camp were spent in letter-writing, studying, card-
playing, or in actending concerts in the old Dairy Building. Very
often we nearly smoked out the concert troupes and, more than
once, performances were halted because of the terrible coughing
of the men. The winter of 1914-1915 was very severe and
scarcely a man escaped having a cold or a cough. Some of the
Y.M.C.A. officials were of the opinion that much of the cough-
ing was caused by the sinful cigarette; but it was suspected that
much of the coughing was done to curb some of the so-called
stage stars who so generously came to entertain us.

The boys of the Horse Transporc — and many of the unit
generally — got considerable entertainment in unloading horses
off trains, doing stable duty, horse-line picquets, etc. And who
can ever forget the transport men, when they first got their issues
of riding-breeches, bandoliers, spurs, etc., and went “square-
pushing” up and down Yonge Street, wrecking the hearts of
Toronto’s susceptible young women? Those were the days!

Then there were inoculations, vaccinations, physical inspec-
tions, throat swabbings, etc. Spinal meningitis broke out in camp
and many throat swabs were taken in order to prevent the spread
of the dread disease. Luckily the Fifth escaped this scourge.

When we first arrived in camp a cookhouse fatigue was con-
sidered something to be avoided, but the wise among us soon
learned that such a fatigue meant relief from drill, a warm inside
job, and the best of the rations to eat. The only days on which
cookhouse duty was not popular were Saturdays and Sundays, for
those were our big days. All drill ceased at noon on Saturday and
out-of-camp passes were obtainable. On Sunday all-day passes
were issued and it was then that married men went home to
their wives (or said they did!), single men courted their girls, and
the Yonge Street roughriders structed their stuff.

Three times daily the men fell in and marched to the main
grandstand, under which we took our meals. Breakfast consisted
of a blob of jam, two slices of bread, an almost invisible strip of
bacon and a mug of what cook Sharkey was pleased to call
“tea.”  Dinner wascomposed of bread, either beans or meat stew,
potatoes, jam or rice pudding, and more ‘‘tea.”’ Supper was two
slices of bread, a hunk of cheese, some jam, and still more *‘tea.”

Sunday was Visitors’ Day. Crowds of relatives, sweethearts
and friends thronged the camp grounds and buildings, to see
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when, how and where the men ate, drilled and played. Even our
sleeping quarters weren't sacred to some of these visitors. One
Sabbath a cerrain Hamilton sergeant’s family visited the camp
and, by the time they reached the sergeants’ billet, the noncom’s.
little daughter had fallen asleep. The wee tot was placed on
George Sayer's bed and left there while her admiring dad guided
the party of visitors elsewhere. Upon returning after a few min-
utes the sergeant was chagrined to find that his lictle angel had
sprung a leak all over Sayer’s blankets. The resourceful noncom.
picked up his youngster and, taking George's water bottle, he
pulled out the cork and placed the nearly empty bottle on its flac
side and on top of the sodden blankets. That night George Sayer
complained bitterly about somebody’s carelessness in laying the
uncorked water bottle on his bed — but he failed to notice that
it would have taken two or three water bottles to contain all the
moisture those blankets held. Verily that youngster had mote
capacity than control.

The “Latrine Gagette” ewo

After about four months of camp life the men naturally
thought they were sufficiently trained to be sent overseas. The
novelty of army life had somewhat worn off and it was feared
that the war would be over before we even got to England. Day
after day there were rumors (credited mostly to the Latrine
Gazette) that we were to break camp the following week. Con-
sequently, when time after time these rumors proved groundless,
the men relieved their feelings in song:

(Tune--My Bonnie Lies over the Ocean)

They say we're going over the ocean;

They say we're going over the sea;

They say we're going over the ocean --

But it sounds just like B. S. to me!

—Refrain—

B. S., B. S., It sounds just like B. S. to me, to me;
B. S., B. S., It sounds just like B. S. to me!

This, by the way, was the one song to which Colonel Farmer
strenuously objected. More than once, while on route marches,
we were told we could “March Easy”’ — providing we didn’t
sing ‘‘that damned B.S. song!”’ All the colonel’s hopes wete
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vain, however, for that song continued to be our best-liked
marching chorus all the time we were in Toronto. Another
favorite was sung to that beautiful old hymn tune, “The
Church’s One Foundation.”

We are Sam Hughes-es’ army --

We are his ar--am--ee.

We cannot fight, we cannot shoot --

What bleeding good are we?

And when we get to Berlin,

The kaiser he will say:

Hock, hock, Von Kluck, what a blinkin' fine lot --
Sam Hughes-es’ ar--am--ee!

And, whenever a show in the old Dairy Hall didn’t please us —
and the usual coughing cure didn’t stop it — we were always
able to bring it to an abrupt halt with

(Tune--Tipperary)
It's a long time to wait for breakfast,
It's a long time to wait.
It’s a long time to wait for break fast,
When there’s nothing on your plate.
Goodbye, eggs and bacon; Farewell, Irish stew --
It’s a long long time to wait for break fast,
And the Lord knows that’s true!

Eventually, it became evident that we were drawing to the
end of our stay in Toronto. Route marches had become longer,
and, more than once, we raced other units the six miles back to
camp from Long Branch. Along with the other camp units the
Fifth took part in battle manoeuvres in the Don Valley district,
just north of Toronto. Soon after came the joyous word that we
were actually to depart within a week or two.

On March 20th, all the camp units participated in a last big
dress parade through the streets of Toronto. The saluting base
was in front of the legislative buildings in Queen’s Park; and
ours was a fit and proud unit indeed when it paraded past the
staff ofhcers and civic dignitaries assembled to inspect, honor and
bid farewell to Central Ontario’s portion of Canada’s Second
Contingent. The citizens turned out en masse to greet and cheer
us on our way. How little they (or we!) dreamed of what was in
store for us!
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The Hungry Major s

The evening of the Willowdale sham-battle (April 1st), just
as we were making ready to return to camp, one of our horse
ambulances became badly mired in a Don Valley bog. Colonel
Farmer was at the head of our marching unit and Major Kappele
was bringing up the rear. Darkness had already set in and the
colonel was well out of sight when the ambulance became
mired, so the major, being ravenously hungry and not wishing
to be kept from his waiting dinner, left Corporal Udell and a
squad of men to get the bogged vehicle back to camp. Then,
galloping his horse, the major caught up with the unit, thinking
all the time that Colonel Farmer was totally unaware of the
mishap to the ambulance. Kappele thought no more about the
occurrence, until after the unit had arrived back at camp and he
had hurried off to the officers’ mess for dinner. There he found the
other officers already seated around the mess table, and he himself
was about to sit down when Colonel Farmer’s voice stopped him.
“Did the men get back to camp all right, Major Kappele?”’ he
was asked. *“Yes, Colonel,”” came the answer. ‘‘And all the ambu-
lances, Major?"” *‘Yes, Colonel,” replied the major, without even
blushing. “What about Corporal Udell’s ambulance?”’ snapped
colonel, and there was no mistaking the full meaning of his
question. “Oh . . . why . . . it’s back all right!"” asserted the
unabashed major. “Itis not,”” corrected the Commanding Officer,
“It’s stuck in the mud, up in Willowdale, and I want you to get
on your horse and go right up there and look after it.”” The
major looked at the colonel, then he cast a longing look at the
savory food on the table. ‘““May 1| have my dinner first, Colonel
Farmer?” he asked. “INO!”’ barked the Commanding Officer,
“Leave at once! Your dinner can wait ¢ill you get back!”

Major Kappele gave a final despairing glance at the anticipated
dinner, then went to the stable for his horse. There he found thac
Udell and the ambulance had been back in camp a full half-hour
—and that the colonel had been notified as soon as they had
returned! As the major made his way back to the mess it dawned
upon him that the colonel had been about to send him all the
way up to Leaside on a wild-goose chase — just to impress on
him the importance of paying meticulous attention to the execu-
tion of his colonel’s orders and the inadvisability of withholding
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important information from his Commanding Officer. On his
return to the mess he was greeted by the very guarded smiles of
his fellow-officers, and the fatherly complacence of the colonel.

On April 10th, the Fifth visited Hamilton, in order that the
Ambitious City, too, might give it a public greeting and pay it
a last farewell. There the men were dined, wined and otherwise
feted; and it is just possible that this final celebration in Hamilton
was the more-or-less direct cause of a change in sergeant-majors.
At any rate, on April 14th, Sergeant Jack Williams was made
Warrant Officer, First-Class, and took over the sergeant-major
duties from Bob Franklin. Our two Italian comrades, Covelli and
Restivo had considerable to do with this change in sergeant-
majors.

Finally, Colonel Farmer informed his men that they were
shortly to leave for abroad and that week-end passes would be
given to all those off duty in order that they might have a fare-
well visit with their families and loved ones. Full advantage of
the privilege was taken. From the following Monday on, there
was great commotion in camp. It seemed to many of us that
never would we get packed up and away. But, there is an end to -
almost everything. About 5 p.m., April 15, 1915, the unit
paraded to the camp railway siding and boarded the train.

On Our Way at Last! e

And so, after months of impatient expectancy and false alarms
as to the date on which we were to start on our Great Adventure,
we were about to begin the first leg of our journey to our hearts’
desire — the war. Our mothers, wives, sweethearts and families
came down to see us off. They viewed our departure in a vastly
different light from which we did. To them it was farewell —
to us it meant nothing more than au revoir. We were experi-
encing the accomplishment of our utmost desire —a longing
that had waxed and grown through five months of arduous
training. We were young and full of impatience to be “over
there.” To most of us it was a joyous rather than a sad occasion.

At six o’clock the train pulled slowly away from the siding.
The lights of Exhibition Camp and Parkdale faded into the dis-
tance. Slowly we passed through Toronto, then quickly picked
up speed on our journey eastward and into the cool spring night.
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Guards were mounted at the coach doors to see that nobody fell
off the train. Some of the men settled themselves down to get
whatever sleep they could. Others sang or played cards. Most of
us, however, missed the straw-filled palliasses or were too excited
to sleep, and it was a rather weary-eyed lot which looked out at
Montreal, where we arrived at 8.25 next morning. We changed
engines and were away again at 10.30. Many of the men suc-
ceeded in visiting nearby filling stations during the interval.

Laughter and song prevailed as we continued east. We waved
cheerfully to the farmers in the fields and to the waiting passen-
gers at the stations past which we thundered. After Montreal
came the Quebec bridzj,e, Campbellton, Newcastle — then Monc-
ton, where we were given a hearty welcome by what appeared to
be the whole town, when we stopped for twenty minutes and
were marched around a few blocks to limber up. At Truro, too,
we detrained and did our routine of physical jerks for the edifica-
tion of the townsfolk.

Practising for Paris oo

On our way through Quebec, when we were delayed at some
small station, a few of the boys made their first atcempts at
learning to parlez-vous with the attractive Canadiennes who
were on hand to see les soldats pass through, and to offer us pro-
tective amulets in the form of strings of beads, crucifixes and
other sacred tokens. Even at this early stage of affairs, Frank
O’Leary, Fred Noyes and Joe Irwin proved their acquaintance
with the French language by being able to make their wishes
known to the friendly mesdemoiselles — a trait which, later on,
they assiduously developed in Mont Noir, Fosse Ten, and other
places.

On arriving in Halifax (Saturday at 7.45 p.m.) we were per-
mitted to leave our coaches and go up town to buy whatever
we needed and send word back home that, so far, all was well.
The only place we were ordered not to go was to Water Street.
So, like good soldiers and inquisitive children — we went to the
forbidden street to see for ourselves why it was proscribed to the
troops! It didn’t take long for even the most unsophisticated of
us to draw the correct conclusions and strike out for more inno-
cent diversions.
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Some of the purchases made that evening — our last in Canada
for many years — proved rather unfortunate. For instance, Ben
Case, who up to that time had been only an occasional smoker,
decided that, if he were fortified with a tin of tobacco and a pipe,
he would be certain not to become seasick. To make sure that
his innards would have the full benefit of the tobacco, he com-
menced smoking Saturday night and kept at it religiously all day
Sunday till we went aboard ship. The result, however, was cet-
tainly not in line with Ben's expectations! The first morning out
he was very, very sick — and not only that, but he had such an
aversion for the pipe and tobacco he consigned them both to
Davy Jones’ Locker.

Quartermaster-Sergeant Busst proved his familiarity with sea-
fish when he brought back to the train an abundant supply of
fresh lobster. It was the first time many of his noncom. cronies
tasted this delicacy, and the fact that it was washed down with
copious drafts of liquid refreshment didn’t lessen their enjoyment
of the succulent dish.

On Sunday morning a church parade was held, to St. George's
Church, one of the oldest and most historic churches in the
Dominion. The popular name for this edifice is ““The Round
Church,” so called because of its shape. It was built in 1758 by
German Lutherans, then newly-arrived from their Fatherland,
and the first service was preached in the German language. One
tradition has it that, when the church was finally built of stone,
the then Duke of Kent liked circular buildings so much he stipu-
lated that the church should be built round. Another tradition
suggests that as “the devil lurks in corners,”’ the old Germans
resolved to give His Nibs no hiding place. Shortly after it was
built, a sailor remarked that “‘it must have been built by a cooper
— it’s round as a blinkin’ barrel "’ It was odd that we who were
on our way to war with Germany should ask for Divine pro-
tection in a church built by Germans! Which reminds us of how
we used to squirm inwardly when we heard so-called Christian
ministers pharisaically praying for victory for our side and
disaster for the enemy.

The rest of the day was spent in and around the railway yards,
waiting impatiently for the order to embark. Finally it came,
and up the gang-plank of the old Northland we went. We had
supper aboard and sailed at 6 p.m.
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Aboard the “Northland” e

The Norchland (formerly the Zeeland) of the White Star Line,
was a 12,000-ton ship, 567 feet long, and had a normal speed of
fifteen knots. In addition to the Fifth she carried on this trip the
4th and 6th Field Ambulances; the 4ch, 5th and 6th Companies,
Canadian Engineers; the 2nd Casualty Clearing Station, and the
3td Stationary Hospital. The total number aboard, 1,700 troops,
78 officers.

According to orders posted throughout the ship, our days’
activities were to be regulated as follows:

6 a.m.—Reveille.
7 a.m.—Men’s breakfast.
8.30 a.m.—Sergeants’ and officers’ breakfast.
11.30 a.m.—Men'’s dinner.
1 p.m.—Sergeants' and ofhicers’ lunch.
5 p.m.—Men'’s supper.
6.15 p.m.—Retreat.
7 p.m.—Sergeants’ and officers’ dinner.
8.30 p.m.—First Post.
9 p.m.—Last Post.
10.00 p.m.—Lights Out.

No mention was made in these orders of the hundred-and-one
other duties, parades, fatigues, ctc., that were to be crammed in
between times. The men were to have the freedom of the top
deck and their time was their own — between Lights Out and
Reveille! The Fifth also provided men to help in the ship galley
or kitchen, and it was aboard the Northland we adopted our
permanent cookhouse call “‘Galley Up,”” which call was to remain
unique with our unit.

Orders were also posted, within the fitst two or three days at
sea, informing us that all senior officers’ ranks had been confirmed
and our lieutenants promoted to the rank of captain.

The method of filling the ship was that the upper decks (cabin
accommodation) were occupied by the first units to embark. The
lower portions were occupied by the units following. Several
other units had already gone on board before us and we were
assigned some cabins above the ‘‘glory hole,” and also some
bunks in the “glory hole” and steerage quarters. In the cabins the



18 THE BEGINNING

accommodation was all that anyone could ask — good bunks and
ample room for four persons.

We had just settled down in our quarters when the rumor
spread that we were to be shifted to the lower ‘“‘glory hole” —
to make way for the 2nd Casualty Clearing Station, the members
of which were largely medical students, some of whom had
their commission papers, although nominally only privates or
noncoms. The 2nd Casualty Clearing Station was thz last unit to
come aboard and, following the plan adhered to by the other
units, should have occupied the ““glory hole.”” These meticulous
wearers of the khaki, however, were able to convince those in
charge that they should not be expected to put up with the foul
air and dismal gloom of the “glory hole.” And so, before the
Canadian shore had faded into the distance, the ‘‘Fifth Field
Animals” were ordered to vacate their quarters and move down
into the “glory hole.”

And what a hole it was! Can you ever forget the stench of the
bilge in that awful place? Just enough water, vile-smelling stuff,
lay in it to keep swishing back and forth with each roll of the
ship. No fresh air found its way into the place and, what with
men getting sick and the odor of the refuse that was, apparently,
never cleaned out, it actually merited the well-known army
expression of “‘bloody awful "’

Despite this glaring instance of favoritism for those who con-
sidered themselves above the ordinary rank-and-file, we endeav-
ored to make the best of our lot. Slipping out of Halifax in a
low-hanging fog, along with our sister ship the ‘“Grampian,” we
said our farewells to Canada in those songs that so many times
after were to grip our heartstrings and bring back sweet memor-
ies of home; “‘T Wonder How the Old Folks Are at Home,”” “‘Old
Pal of Mine,” ““Loch Lomond,” and other melodies that bespoke
the fact which we would not give expression to in so many
words — that we were leaving behind all that was dear to us,
for what — we knew not.

Then occurred a regrettable episode: The officer in charge of
troops aboard ship had allotted a certain number of vacant
berths to the Fifth Field Ambulance. For some reason it had been
decided that these berths should be given to the medical students
of the unit, the great majority of whom had joined just prior to
our departure from Exhibition Camp. This in itself was enough
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to cause dissatisfaction on the part of those who had been with
the unit from the start. Complaint was accordingly laid — a sol-
dier’s privilege — and the explanation given was ‘that “these
boys came from good homes.” That was heaping insult on
injury! From that time on, the college students or “Rah Rah
Boys' were dubbed “‘the boys who had a home.” The old song,
“They Say We're Going Over the Ocean,” gave place to a
new song:

They say that they're medical students —

From great university schools; -

They call themselves medical students —

But we call them medical fools.

No one — least of all the officer who made the remark — will
deny that the aspersion on the home life of the majority of the
men was entirely uncalled for. Certainly the students themselves
never gave any ground for the belief that they considered them-
selves superior to the rest of us; but that tactless blunder resulted
in their being tagged with a title that stuck with them through-
out the war. As is so often the case, the innocent had to pay the
penalty for someone else’s error.

Mention of the students reminds us of the day big Red
McKenzie came before Colonel Farmer, secking to enlist. In tell-
ing the Old Man he had already had considerable military train-
ing Red leaned over the colonel’s desk, resting his giant bulk on
two massive fists. “How long have you been training did you
say?” queried the Commanding Officer. “Three months!” an-
swered Red. “Three months!” snapped the Old Man, “then,
blankety-blank it to hell, you ought to know enough to say
‘sit’ and stand to attention when addressing a colonel!”’

A “Log” of the Trip Over e

Days passed rather uneventfully as we steamed toward Eng-
land. Hospital duty, stewed rabbit, crown-and-anchor, and
housie-house — between the times we weren't seasick or on some
of the numerous fatigues — occupied the houts aboard.

On the second day out from Halifax, Sergeant-Major Williams
entered a cabin in which Carl Hill was experiencing the pleasures
of a severe attack of seasickness. ‘‘Private Hill, have you seen any
of the batmen in one of these cabins?”’ Carl had joined the unit
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just before it left Exhibition Camp and was not yet conversant
with army terminology. “No, sir, | haven't,” he answered. “Are
you going to have a ball game?”’ Jack Williams glared at him.
“Don’t try to get fresh with me, my lad, or I'll give you ‘ball
gyme1 !’,

Which reminds us of the manner in which Carl joined the
army: He was attending University. Exams. were upon him and
Carl wasn’t very confident of passing in Anatomy. He decided
to visit Exhibition Camp and see his pal, Mike Bicknell, who
had already joined up. Carl met Caprain Barton in one of the
huts. “Take off your clothes,” ordered Barton. Carl disrobed and
the captain examined him. “Sign here,” ordered Barton. Carl
signed a paper. “You'll draw a uniform at the Stores and report
to the B. section staff-sergeant,” Barton informed him. “But I'm
not so sure I want to join up,”’ protested Carl. The caprain smiled.
“Is that so! Well, you signed that attestation paper, so you're in
the army now!”

Lifeboat drills were frequent and every man was supposed to
have his lifebelt near him at all hours, day and night. A brief
“log” of the ocean trip follows:

Sunday, April 18th — Sailed from Halifax at 6 p.m. Cold,

foggy weather. A few become seasick.

Monday, April 19th — Made fair headway. Cold. Foggy.

Raining. Rough sea. Many more become seasick.

Tuesday, April 20th — Sea rough. Weather cold. Grampian

disappears from our view. Most of us are now seasick.

Wednesday, April 21st — Fog. Rain. Cold. Ship barely mov-

ing. Foghorn blowing and engines stopped for eight
hours. Sea rough. Somewhere off coast of Newfoundland.
Nearly everybody seasick.

Thursday, April 22nd — Fog gone. Good headway. Beautiful

sunshine. Sea somewhat calmer.

By this time even many of the ship’s crew were seasick. But,
best of all, those laddybucks who had dragged chunks of fat meat
before the eyes of their sick comrades, the first few days out,
were now seasick themselves. And many of those who had
already recovered from their mal de mer took sweet revenge by
displaying nauseating pork and other unmentionable delicacies
before the bile-green eyes of their erstwhile tormentors.
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Friday, April 23rd — Clear weather. Calm sea. Grampian
sighted at 11.30 a.m.; comes alongside at 12.30 p.m.
Westbound tramp steamer passes between us and Gram-
pian at 3 p.m. We hear band playing on Grampian.

Saturday, April 24th — Warm, clear day. Canvas bath rigged
on deck. Men enjoyed open-air plunge in the sea-water.

In the evening the senior noncoms. entertained the troops with

a Grand Concert, ““in aid of the Mine Sweepers’ Fund.”’ Sergeant-
Major Leleu of No. 2 Casualty Clearing Station, an original
Fifth man, officiated as Chaitman; and Staff Overend was a
member of the Committee in charge. The Fifth’s contribution to
the program consisted of a song by George Brookes, and recita-
tions by Irvine Dyment and Frank Fletcher. Among the enter-
tainers were Sergeants Clapham and McKee, who later became
star comedians with the C-2 Concert Party. There were over
twenty numbers on the program and to say that “a good time
was had by all” is putting it very mildly.

Sunday, April 25th — Fair weather. Church parade on deck,
when Cruiser Cumberland appears. Church parade dis-
misses itself, as men rush to side and greet cruiser boat-
party which comes aboard. One of boat-party said to be
a prince, but we can’t find out which prince.

Monday, April 26th — Weather clear. Good headway. Cum-
berland in lead, then Northland, with Grampian astern.

Tuesday, April 27th — Same as previous day. Communica-
tion (intership) has been kept up by visual signalling. In
this manner we were informed on Sunday, by the Cum-
berland, of the First Division’s great stand at Ypres, dur-
ing the first gas attack. Are now in submarine zone and all
lifeboats swing outboard. Great excitement caused this
a.m. when some loud gun reports were heard. All rushed
on deck expecting to see German Grand Fleet — but it
was only the Cumberland laying some test shots.

It so happened that, when the Cumberland’s guns fired, Staff
Alden was lying sound asleep in his cabin bunk. He leaped out of
his berth, wrapped himself in what he thought was a life pre-
server, and rushed on deck. There was considerable laughter when
everybody saw Frank with a pair of boxing gloves wrapped
around his middle. They were tied together by their laces and had
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been hanging alongside Frank’s life preserver. In his precipitate
rush towards safety the Staff had grabbed the wrong protectors.

Wednesday, April 28th — Beautiful weather. Cumberland
leaves us in charge of Destroyers Boyne and Foyle which
have come rushing up from the northeast. Lundy Island
sighted 6 p.m. Are entering Bristol Channel. Pilot comes
aboard about midnight. Ship anchors shortly after.

Thursday, April 29th — Anchor weighed about 4 a.m. Dock
at Avonmouth at 6.30 a.m.

Throughout the voyage Major Kappele had been greatly inter-
ested in a Belgian civilian who mixed rather freely with our
officers and showed an undue interest in the ship’s course and
things military. The Major gradually became convinced that the
man was a spy. In a Folkestone hotel, a few weeks later, Kappele
again met the mysterious civilian and reported his suspicions to
the proper authorities. The man was arrested and flung into jail.
He proved to be a Belgian Count engaged in espionage for the
Allies — was, in fact, considered one of our most valuable intel-
ligence agents! However, Major Kappele was thanked by our
Headquarters Staff and complimented on his alertness and powers
of observation.

)
$N4



CHAPTER TWO

Keep the home fires burning, while our hearts are yearning;
Though we're far away from home we dream of you.
There’s a silver lining, through the dark clouds shining - -
Turn che black clouds inside out, till the boys come home.

(Col. Farmer’s favorite chorus)

ENGLAND
(April 29, 1915, to September 15, 1915)
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whole world. After passing Lundy Isle on our port side, the troops
were treated to a picture that still lives in their memories. Enter-
ing Bristol Channel and passing in turn the Counties of Devon
and Somerset, each new mile seemed more beautiful than the
last. On our left were the rugged cliffs of South Wales, with the
outer harbors of Cardiff and the famous resort town of Newport
gradually becoming visible. On our right and considerably closer
to us was the expansive stretch of Barnstaple Bay; then the cown
of Ilfracombe, perched on the hills and with a natural harbor at
its base; Combe Martin, Lynnmouth, Weston-Super-Mare,
Clevedon, Lyndney, the Flatholm lighthouse, the Severn Bridge
— the whole hundred-mile trip from the sea had been a dazzling
panorama of breath-taking scenery. We were seeing, with our
own eyes, those dream-places of which many of us had often read,

but had never expected actually to see.

We had lefc behind the ice and snows of Canada and, after
eleven somewhat dreary days at sea, had now found a land of
deep green fields and hills. As far as the eye could reach, deep, rest-
ful green was the dominating color. Then, as we drew closer, the
gayly-colored bloom of Spring flowers, the shapely hedges and
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the quaintly-beautiful architecture of Old England’s buildings
fascinated not only the Canucks but returning Britishers as well.

Then came the hustle and bustle of disembarkation. Hardly
had we stepped ashore when relatives of many of the English-
born men rushed up to greet them. The Canucks, too, were not
without their share of attention, and many a tunic-button and
cap-badge fell into feminine hands — in exchange for a kiss, an
address, and in some cases an invitation to spend leave at the
home of the recipient.

Great Western trains were ready and waiting to carry us farcher
on our journey. These trains seemed very small in comparison
with the coaches we had known in Canada and the Canucks
didn’t forget to twit the Old Country lads about them. A supply
of chalk was mysteriously conjured up from somewhere and we
soon had the coaches covered with great big scrawls that told all
and sundry we were from the Land of the Maple Leaf and on our
way to Berlin — or bust!

Would we go through London — ““London, ’arf the bleedin’
world, not London in the blewdy bush’ — and get a glimpse of
the “Big Smoke,” the ‘“‘Place where the King worked’'? That
question was excitedly discussed. No! We were going to skirt
London, we learned, and go south to some part of Kent. Conse-
Puently, the looks of rapture on the faces of the Old Country

ellows gave place to looks of disappointment and dismay. We
did, however, pass through the outskirts of the City of Fog and
experienced something of the “‘sights and sounds and smells of
mighty Lunnon.”

Just outside of London our train stopped on a siding to let
some west-bound trains go by. They turned out to be hospital
trains, and, upon our enquiring of a railway worker why there
were so many, his answer was that the trains were full of “Can-
eye-dian wounded, what ’ad mide such a gordawmighty mess of
Jerry, about a week before at Wipers.”’

I we were somewhat amused at the small size of the English
trains, we marveled at the ease and absolute absence of jerking
with which they started and stopped. One great fault with the
coaches we occupied was that they possessed no latrine accommo-
dation. It was, therefore, a rather embarrassing journey for many
of the lads. All doors were kept locked, so that it was impossible
to descend at the few wayside stations where we halted. Conse-
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1. Bill Plowright, K. in A. 2. Andy Nicholson and Andy Parker, K. in A.
3. Draft from No. 2 Casualty Clearing Station, Toronto.
4. The Lads from Bolton.



2. Landing at Avonmouth.

4. Irwin, Elliott and O'Leary at Otterpool Dental Tent.

w
o
-
=
c
<
L5
=
»
a
v
-1
o
S
v
=
b+
3
m
v
£
<
-
o
ES
£
&
<
v
=
E
v
£
el
o
=]
-
b
4
A
v

1. Andy Patterson, our War Correspondent.

3. Art Husband, died 1920.




1. En route to Halifax we stop at Moncton and Truro and parade for exercise.
2. Captain Nicholson, Captain Silcox, Colonel Farmer and Major Jones.
3. Captain Barton, Major Jones, Captain Buck and Captain Clark.
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quently, the men were forced to take advantage of opened win-
dows, and, with their natural modesty, they chose times when
they thought no town or village was near. Unfortunately, they
very often failed to allow for the speed of the rapidly-moving
train, and it is feared that more than one town and village saw
some queer sights and received some strange presents as our
crowded train flashed through them. We even saw Colonel
Farmer throwing one or two suspicious-looking newspaper pack-
ages out the window of his coach, and we were rather astonished
that a full lieutenant-colonel in His Majesty’s Forces was not
immune to the calls that were just then bothering the other
ranks of the unit.

Happy Carlisle noticed that considerable moisture had col-
lected on the window near where he was sitting. Someone ex-
plained that this was caused by the English train custom of
having engines take on water while they were in motion. To
better see how this was accomplished, Happy raised the window
and stuck out his head. The lads in the compartments just
ahead must have been tipped off that Carlisle had his head out
the window, for the drenching he received dampened more than
his curiosity, and Happy was only too well aware that the
engine was not to blame.

[t was on this first train trip in England that many of the lads
discovered what excellent razor strops could be made from those
leather straps which were inserted in the coach doors for raising
and lowering the door-glass. There was not one strap remaining
in its rightful place after we were two hours on that train. We
had been taught to improvise!

Money was rather scarce as we had not been paid since leaving
Halifax. Bue, at that, Canadian money was valueless. The result
was that, although we tried to purchase food at Reading and
other stopping places, Canadian money was of no use to those who
had any. Jimmy Henderson, with his usual Scotch foresighted-
ness, had a shilling and a thri’penny bit; and the fellows in his
compartment were about the only ones able to get anything to
eat throughout the long and wearisome day. But, Jim always did
have more foresight than forethought!

Finally, after about twelve hours’ journey, we detrained at
Westenhanger, in Kent, and set out on the march to Sandling
where comfortable huts were said to be awaiting us. This march
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while ‘only about two miles in length, was the worst the men
had made up to this time. They had had nothing to eat since
about 4.30 that morning. They had been sitting cramped in
crowded compartments all day, and this, added to cheir rough
sea voyage and in many cases acute seasickness, had left many of
them frightfully weak. It was not to be wondered at, therefore,
that the march to Sandling was a slow and painful affair, and
that many dropped exhausted and had co be carried by ambulance.

Sandling Camp e

At last, however, we reached camp. The huts were all that
could be desired, but something had gone wrong with the com-
muissary department and there was not a thing for us to eat when
we arrived. Many of the fellows broke camp and made their way
to nearby villages and inns, where they sacisfied their hunger and
slaked their thirst. About three hours later those who stayed hope-
fully and faichfully in camp received an issue of tea, bread and
jam. We learned afterward, that the fault lay not with our own
unit’s commissariac but with some Imperial Service Corps which
had been instructed to have food ready for us when we
reached camp.

Who doesn’t remember our first morning in Sandling Camp?
Just back of the huts was a small wood to which many of the men
made their way immediately after the morning roll-call. There
they wrote letters, lounged about among the trees, and enjoyed
the luxury of the rich green grass and the beauty of the many
wild flowers. Here were violets, primroses, cowslips and wood-
anemones — all in full bloom. It was hard to realize that back
in Canada chere still were snow, ice and cold weather. It was in
this licele wood, too, that the Canucks made their first acquaint-
ance with many of the sweet-throated songbirds of Old England.

Next day saw the beginning of an intensive period of training
— in forming fours, route marching, applying bandages, physical
jerks, carrying stretchers (by numbers), polishing buttons, and kit
inspections, etc., etc., that was to continue till we left for France.

Memory recalls only a few of the highlights of our stay at
Sandling; but who will ever forger the first time he heard the
dirty unkempt urchins in Folkestone harbor, yelling *“Can-eye-
dian Eye-penny!” as they dived into the stinking mud and slime



ENGLAND 0

for the coins tossed down to them? Or the fun — short-lived —
that we had for the first few days when Maestrone's Restaurant
and the Queen’s Bar were open to the troops?

Foolish Questions e=s

Were you at the Y.M.C.A. hut the night Dyment was hypno-
tized and ate the raw potatoes and tried to shave himself with a
piece of charcoal —and afterwards claimed he knew what he
was doing all the time he was supposed to be hypnotized?

Do you remember when the ““Rah Rah Boys” got the after-
noon off, to hear Hilaire Belloc in Folkestone town hall — and
how their hut mates had prepared things for them when they
got back?

Do you recall the trenches we dug and the pipes we laid on the
big hill behind the camp?

Were you one of the “awkward squad” that was Staff Alden’s
particular delight?

Did you get change for a florin when you had given a half-
crown piece in payment at a Hythe shop?

Were you one of those in that long line-up that used to wait
for the wet canteen to open?

Did you smoke cigars, to the astonishment of the civvies who
gaped at the sight of a fullbuck private with such a lot of money
to burn?

Did you get fooled by the potency of Bass’s Ale, or those
thri’penny pints of old English ale to which Jack Allen introduced
some of the Canucks at the camp canteen?

Did you tell those English girls that you had a ranch at Han-
lan’s Point, or that your dad owned a silver mine at Parkdale?

Were you one of those who used to ride back to camp on that
last train from Folkestone, without ever paying your fare?

Did you try to dodge Nobby Clark’s sanitary fatigues — only
to run slam-bang into worse fatigues with Sergeants Camps
and Wager?

Were you one of those who used to envy Tommy Windsor’s
unique ability to look busy as he walked around camp, hammer
in hand, dodging all parades, route marches and drills?

Do you remember our first issue of heavy, black army boots —
“Kitchener Kicks’” we called them — with the hobnailed soles
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and the crescent-shaped steel plates on the toes, and the heavy
steel horseshoe-shaped plates on the heels? And the blistered heels
and chafed insteps which resulted from wearing them the first
few times?

Were you one of the B. Section lads who used to watch Alf.
Pountney energetically shining his shoes and buttons, while he
sang at the top of his voice:

When the fields are white with dysies,

And the rowses bloom agyne,

Let the lovelight in your eyes more brightly burn;
For I love you sweetheart ownly,

So remember when you're lownely —

When the fields are white with dysies I'll return.

Do you remember the nightly arguments in C. Section hut,
between the two Jocks, McLaren and McFarlane — about the
relative merits (if any!) of “Glesca’ and Edinburrrgh?

Did you see that famous battle between Reginald Seneca
Smith and his fellow flyweight, Nobby Clark? If you didn’t you
missed something! It happened one hot, sultry night about twenty
minutes after Lights Out had blown. Staff Smith was sitting
writing letters in the sergeants’ hut. Because of the heat, he was
clad only in an undershirc. The hut lights were still burning, for
although Reggie had heard Lights Out, he considered that order
applied only to privates and lower ranks than staff-sergeants.
Besides, he had some long letters to write to some people a long
way off, and he had some long words to put in those letters.

He was just in the middle of an eight-syllabled word when
Orderly Sergeant Clark entered the hut. “You'll ’ave to put owt
them there loights roight awiye, Smith!” called out Nobby;
“Loights owt blowed nearly an ’arf hour agow.’’ Reggie glared
at the orderly sergeant. ‘‘I shall do no such absurd thing!”’ he
asserted; ‘‘and, on future occasions, Sergeant Clark, you will
please address me propetly as Staff Sergeant Smith!” he added.

Meanwhile Nobby undressed. He peeled off down to his undet-
shirt and was about to flop onto his bunk when he noticed that
the staff was unconcernedly going on with his writing, without
any apparent intention of turning off the lights. ‘‘Hey, Smith!
Turn owt them bloody lights and get to bed. Us other blowkes

H '7)

'as to bleedin’ well sleep, if you ’aven’t
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This was too much for Reggie. After forcefully admonishing
Nobby to be ““decidedly more circumspect in his language and to
refrain from such uncouth, rude and futile vulgarisms of speech,
and to betake himself to the uttermost depths of Hades,” he
resumed his writing.

“To hell with them harguments!’ retorted Nobby; “Them
loights is gowin’ owt, no matter if you're a bloody general —
and I'm a-gowin’ to put ’em out!’ he declared. With that he
switched off the lights and turned in. Reggie was up like a shot
and switched the lights on again. No sooner was Smith back at
his letter-writing than Clarke was off his bunk and over to the
light switch. As fast as he could turn off the lights, Reggie would
switch them on.

Goodness only knows how many times they were switched on
and off; and far be it from us to repeat the torrid epithets that
were hurled back and forth during the alternating periods of
light and gloom. Eventually, Reggie decided that enough was
enough, so, just as Nobby was about to turn the lights off for the
umpteentch time, Reggie dropped him with a flying tackle he had
learned in his Pharmacy School days.

And there in their shirt-tails they wrestled and fought and
rolled, all over the slivery hut floor. Chunks of skin were knocked
off their knees, elbows and other places; splinters entered their
anatomies where the flesh was softest and their bodies most vul-
nerable. There is no telling who would have won, for, after
about twenty minutes, the other sergeants ended hostilities by
throwing pail after pail of dirty stagnant water over the two
battlers. Goodness only knows how long the water had been
standing in those fire buckets, but it must have been a long time,
judging by the aroma of the two scrappers when they rose
drenched and steaming from the floor. Next morning the two
gladiators limped painfully about their duties and there was con-
siderable adhesive tape and court-plaster missing from the first-
aid panniers.

Otterpool Camp s

On the 24cth of May we moved from Sandling to Otterpool
where we were to remain under canvas during the rest of our
training days in England. The routine of training was similar to
that at Sandling.
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Our Otterpool Camp location was almost ideal. The tents
were pitched in a practically treeless, level, grassy field, bordered
at the back and on both sides by thick green hedges. Fronting us
was a wide shallow valley, which gradually rose and blended
into low graceful hills. Entrance to camp was off the main Ash-
ford road and, with the exception of the Sixth Field Ambulance
which was in a field immediately west of ours, and the Second
Heavy Battery which was near a small woods about five hundred
yards back of us, no other troops were in our immediate neigh-
borhood. Consequently, we never experienced any of the inter-
unit rivalries so prevalent where several units were close to one
another,

The Horse Transport lines were in an adjoining field, just back
of the main camp. Only a thick hedge separated the two fields
and this made an excellent wind-break for the horses. Shortly
after we arrived here we received our allotment of horses, ambu-
lances, general service wagons and other transport equipment;
and our horsemen had a very busy time from then on, training
the new animals and getting acquainted with the unfamiliar
equipment.

It was shortly after our arrival at this camp chat Charley
Scowcroft won his lance-corporal’s stripe for hanging on to a
runaway team; and that Irvine Dyment, his wagon orderly, was
severely injured and got a few days in hospital as his reward for
the same mad ride through the town of Sellindge.

Here it was, too, that we celebrated Dominion Day, in races,
games and other sports — when Frank Beattie and Bill Finn ran
their never-to-be-forgotten Marathon race. It was about this time
that Finn lost *‘three bloody quid,” as he so vividly put it. He
was referring to the fact that he had lefc his wide leather money-
belt, containing three golden sovereigns, hanging in the camp
comfort station, and when he went to look for them they had
disappeared. From that moment any reference to Finn’s loss
could always produce from him a most blood-curdling flow of
invectives. Bill left us a few weeks later, to go to a sports meet
at Stamford Bridge, and he may be running yet, for we never saw
him again. Never can we forget him and his cusswords — and
the way in which the Three Bills (Finn, Howell and Marsh) used
to lament the way in which the capitalists bled the country.
Verily were those three lads about twenty years ahead of che times!
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Perhaps some of the men may remember the obstacle race in
which contestants had to crawl under a tarpaulin which was
staked tightly to the ground, squeeze through some small barrels
and squirm their way through other obstacles. Bob Hare won
this race. The hundred-yard dash was won by Red McKenzie.
There was a sack race, too, but we can not recall the winner’s
name.

Considerable documentation was carried out while we were at
Otterpool. Part of this consisted of the making of a Short Form
of Will by every officer and man. A copy of this Will was in
every man’s paybook. In the course of time many of the Wills
were acted upon and found fully legal. As late as 1932 one of out
Otterpool staff-sergeants was called into court to identify the
signature he had placed on one fellow’s Will seventeen years
before.

Some of the lads got down to actual fighting at Otterpool, in
preparation for active service. Art Tucker and Carl Hill had a
little difference which, to the amusement of all the boys, they
settled for all time with the gloves. Heavy Cardwell and Fred
Wardell also resorted to fisticuffs. It is doubtful if any of these
lads could now tell you what their private wars were about.

Gordon Rosser, with his powers of observation keenly devel-
oped through years of Boy Scout training and frequent references
to Baden-Powell’s official manual, called out the guard one night,
to warn the sleeping troops of an approaching Zeppelin — only
to have them cFiscover for him that it was merely the rising
full moon!

It was at Otterpool, too, that Art. Husband, returning from
leave one midnight, brought back such glowing tales of Dublin
and the Irish people: ‘“‘Biggest brewery in the world — finest
library in Europe — largest park in the Empire — and the most
hospitable people in the whole universe.” Hubbie didn’t quit his
descriptions until just before Reveille, and then only because his
stock of superlatives had run out.

Jim McGillivray, who later went to the 28th Battalion and
won one of the Second Division’s first Military Medals, retained
his Western-Canadian ideas, to which he gave voice one night
he was able to come by train from Folkestone and hop the
Westenhanger fence, without paying his fare: “It’s no harm to
cheat the C.P.R.,” Jim would say, ‘‘they took plenty from us!”
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Mac had better luck than Baldy Ruthetford who, when trying
to get back to camp from Westenhanger before Lights Out, took
a short cut across the fields. He missed the right path and blun-
dered on to the dumping grounds for the honeydew wagons.
When he finally reached camp the other inmates of his tent needed
no second sniff to detect his presence, and his mistake'—and he
succeeded in getting inside the tent only after removing every
stitch of his clothing and giving his body a thorough scrubbing
with the ice-cold water at the ablution tables.

War’'s Alarms! exe

One morning Colonel Farmer had occasion to visit the ofhcers’
latrine. A few minutes after he entered the sacred precincts of
that canvas enclosure he was heard cursing and shouting at the
top of his voice. He was yelling for the sanitary sergeant — but
no sanitary sergeant came. So the colonel shouted for the orderly
sergeant — and no orderly sergeant showed up. Then the Old
Man roared for the sergeant-major. He was now almost inco-
herent with rage and his bellowing fairly shook the tents — but
no sergeant-major answered his summons. So the colonel called
for the bugler, and the bugler came! *‘Blow the Alarm,” ordered
the frenzied Commanding Officer. The bugler blew, and blew,
and blew, but only a few grinning privates came on to the
parade ground. ‘‘Blow it again!"’ fumed the colonel. The bugler
blew — and there came running up, Sanitary Sergeant Clark,
Orderly Sergeant Wager and Sergeant-Major Williams, the
latter breathlessly demanding to know what all the excitement
was about. . . . A few minutes later one of the sanitary squad
was hailed into the orderly room where he received a severe
reprimand — for failing to put a supply of khaki paper where
he had been instructed to place it by the sanitary sergeant, and
where it wasn't to be found just a few minutes before, when the
colonel needed it most.

Leonardo Covelli and Francesco Restivo were two to whom
Otterpool brought good luck. One day Italy formally declared
war on Germany, so the colonel had the two swarthy sons of
Sunny Italy paraded before him. He complimented them on be-
longing to such an heroic nation and gave them twenty-four
hours’ leave to celebrate the occasion. They did!
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While we are writing about these two Italians we must men-
tion that, in our training days, these fellows were kept on an
almost permanent sanitary fatigue. If our camp held the record
for being the cleanest in the Kentish district, much of the credit
is due Covelli and Restivo. Who doesn’t remember the thought-
less way in which we used to dump our mess tins and clean
them with the sandy soil from under the big tree over by the
cookhouse? When Covelli or Restivo would find the mess we
had made, it was always: “Who eata here? Who eata here?
Santissima Madonna, mia! 1 make-a report to Sarja-Maij.!”

And, remember when they were on guard one night, wich
orders to place under arrest some absentees whenever they showed
up? Morning came and the missing men were found in their
tents, having dodged the guard tent and come in through the
hedge. When Jack Williams asked the two Italians why the
missing men had not been arrested, the reply he got was: ‘‘Please-
a Sarja-Maij, the damma men come-a by backside of campa —
alla time-a go through the haige!”

The two sons of Sunny Italy proved themselves first-class com-
rades and, later on, they were not called upon to do more than
their share of the dirty work. Naturally, they had to put up with
considerable teasing, but the fellows soon found out that the two
Italians could hand out as much as they received. Here is a song
the lads used to sing about them:

(Tune — We're Marching to Zion)

Covelli — Restivo —

Alla time plenty fatigue-o!

Sarja-de-Maij, the men go through the haige —
Sonama beecha nobon!

The Y.M.C.A. tent and the wet canteen were located in a
field just across the road from camp. These two large marquees
were the goals of many of the men, between parades and when
off duty. A few of our boys helped the Y.M. manager during
rush hours, and it was noticed that these men had an abundant
supply of chocolate-bars, cigarettes and malted milk tablets,
etc., every time they returned to their tents. The wet canteen
was open only one half-hour at noon, and about three hours in
the evening. Consequently, it was a matter of rapid absorption,
but some of the boys were there for the opening of the canteen
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and remained until the last minute of its closing. Many’s the
time Alec Donaldson and Bert Dyke were late falling in for
parade — friend Dyke wiping foam from his mustache with
the back of his hand, as he ran up to take his place in the ranks
of his section.

We have often wondered if Captain Nicholson ever found out
the truth about that wonderful night when the Fifth was out on
manoeuvres and he was officer commanding camp, with just a
handful of men. In some strange manner a young and very
pretty gitl, dressed attractively in blue, arrived at the guard tent
shortly after midnight. She had had a little too much of the cup
that cheers and she was looking for Private Roy Flynn. Somehow
or other she had heard that he was the handsomest man in the
unit and she had come all the way from London to meet him.
Flynn wasn’t available so, to soothe and rest the amorous lady,
the corporal of the guard took her into the pack-store marquee
where the quartermaster-sergeant was lying flat on his back,
asleep and snoring. Right alongside the quartermaster-sergeant
a bed was made for the attractive miss and the corporal left the
tent, with the feeling of a good deed well done. At Reveille
the quartermaster-sergeant wakened to find the scantily robed girl
lying beside him, but before any explanations could be made, the
corporal of the guard arrived on the scene, bustled the now sober
young lady into her suit of blue, and led her to the cookhouse.
There she was given some breakfast and ushered out of camp.
She had no sooner gone than Captain Nicholson appeared on the
scene. He said he had heard strange sounds during the night, but
all his questioning elicited no information about the midnight
visit and the all-night billeting of the beautiful gitl in blue. And
the quartermaster-sergeant left the rum alone for fully two days
after the affair!

Perhaps a short (but true) story will serve to revive memories
of the meals we got at Otterpool. The time is noon. The men
have just been issued their dinners. Along comes Orderly Officer
Barton, followed by Orderly Sergeant Camps, followed by
Camps’ little yellow dog. ‘‘Any complaints?”’ asks Caprain Bar-
ton. ‘“Yes, sir,”” says Private Flynn. ‘“The meat’s not fit to eat!”
Barton looked at the food, sniffed at it — but was careful not to
taste it. ‘““What's the matter with the meat?”’ he demanded. “I
don’t know,” answered Flynn. ‘“But | saw Camps’ dog taste
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some of it and then turn around and lick its own hindquarters to
get the bad taste out of its mouth!”

Speaking of Cook Gilpin reminds us that it was a favorite
remark of the quartermaster-sergeant’s staff that ““You'll have to
improvise.”’ As an improviser John Gilpin deserves special men-
tion. One day he used Red Sowden’s undershirt for a sack in
which to steam a plum-duff pudding — an improvisation that
his mind alone could think of. Apropos of the same chap we must
give some verse that was current at that time:

JOHN GILPIN

John Gilpin was a citizen

Of old Toronto town

And when the present war broke out
His was the first name down.

They signed him on, they made him cook,
And cook is he today.

His stews are noted far and wide

As ** Gilpin's Consomme.”

Week in, week out, from dawn till dark,
Old John stews o’er his stew.

Week in, week out, the men all gag
And grumble at his brew.

It isn't all poor Gilpin's fault
The stew gives such a shock —
He cannot make de luxe bouillon

With bully beef for stock.

His “‘mystery’ is not wasted though,
For, just to Reep the peace,

It's used for ‘‘dubbin’’ on our shoes,—
Also for axle grease.

And when Jack gets to heaven (7)
If he'll heed our advice,

He'll take some of his stew along
For the gates of Paradise.

He could put some on the hinges;

He could “‘grease” Saint Peter’s hand
And thus the stew (and Jack) might get
Into the Promised Land.
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If Gilpin wasn’t the cleanest cook in the army, he was, beyond
the shadow of a doubt, the most resourceful. Time after time we
saw him take cooking shortcuts that were marvels of ingenuity.
One day he boiled a mess of rice in one of the tea dixies —
without stopping to rinse out the dregs of tea that nestled at the
bottom of the pot. When the rice came to a boil and was stirred,
the tea-leaves mixed with the rice — but that didn’t disturb
Jack Gilpin! He simply reached for a couple of handfuls of
currants and threw them into the dixie. “That fixes it!"’ he ex-
plained. ‘““They’ll think the tea-leaves are currants, too. They
can’t tell ’em aparc.”

Surely it must have been Gilpin who inspired the author who
wrote the words for that famous soldier’s song, “Oh it’s a
Lovely War.” We give one verse and chorus of this heart-felt
ditey:

Come to the cookhouse door, boys; sniff at the lovely stew!
Who is it says the colonel gets better grub than you?
Any complaints this morning? Any complaints — not me!
What'’s the matter with lumps of onions floating about your tea?
(Chorus)
Oh, ok, oh, it’s a lovely war!
Who wouldn’t be a soldier, eh?
Oh, it’s a shame to take the pay!
As soon as Reveille is blown,
though we're feeling as heavy as lead,
Oh, we never get up till the sergeant brings
our breakfasts up to bed!
Ok, oh, oh, it’s a lovely war!
What do we want with eggs and ham
When we've got stew, hardtack and jam?
Form fours, right turn,
What do we do with the money we earn?
Oh, oh, oh, it’s a lovely war.

One character who was always popular was Jimmy Driscoll,
the mail man. * 'Usband, not Osborne; Waite, not White; T.
High 'All,” for T. I. Hall! — Jimmy dropped his aitches rather
promiscuously, and added them on with equal abandon, but
“Come and get your mail,boys”” was always a welcome bugle
call. Another favorite call was ‘“‘No parade today,” buc it had to
be a very, very wet day before the men were given an opportunity
to hear that call! Remember how, at the least sign of rain during
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a drill period, we used to look skyward and utter one of our most
sincere prayers: “‘Send her down, Davie, send her down?”

And, speaking of bugles, do you remember when the colonel
ordered Horace McKillop to practise Last Post for a whole week,
at the end of which the Commanding Officer was to hear it and
decide whether McKillop could play it satisfactorily or not?
Well, friend Mac practised day after day, until we all thoughe
the bugle and Mac, too, must burst! Finally, the seventh day
arrived. Mac had learned to blow the call perfectly, but, as the
fateful evening drew near, he became frightfully nervous. To
brace his nerves and fortify his wind supply he visited the wet
canteen somewhat frequently, and it so happened that, as 9.30
approached, Mac's legs were somewhat unsteady and he couldn’t
blow a note of Last Post. Colonel Farmer stood by the orderly
room tent waiting for the call. Mac took up his position just
outside a bell tent in which Bugler Frank Temperton was wait-
ing with another bugle. Sharp at 9.30 McKillop raised his bugle
to his lips, puffed out his cheeks, and went through all the
motions of blowing, while, inside the tent, Temperton actually
blew the all-important call. Colonel Farmer looked, listened —
and then complimented McKillop on the great improvement a
week’s practice had made in his bugling!

All will recall, too, the armed guards we were called upon to
do at Octerpool. There we were, with red-cross brassards on one
arm — and a rifle over the other! — giving the lie to Geneva
and the sanctioned usages of war. If any one of us ever took this
guard seriously that one was not Happy Carlisle. Happy used to
march up and down his beat, rifle over his shoulder, singing at
the top of his voice that old favorite of his:

THE NIGHT I FOUGHT JACK JOHNSON

I never shall forget the night — the night I fought Jack Johnson!
The house was packed, it was a sight, the night I fought Jack Johnson.
The light was so bad, I could scarce see a pin,
I couldn’t see Johnson when Johnson walked in;
I turned to my second; ‘‘Look, Happy!” I tried,
And to get out of it, loudly I cried:
“Referee, listen to me, I cannot see his face in the dark.
He’s as black as our chimney stack, his features are much too dark;
So, please, referee, 'tis essential to me, that on him you place a mark;
Whitewash his face, please, "cause I cannot see his jaw in the dark!”
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Well, they took me out into the ring and I made one rush at Johnson;
In about two seconds you couldn’t tell which was me and which was
Johnson!

I made him run all round the ring tiddley-o-dee,

He ran like a deer, but he couldn’t catch me;

I looked at my second there, standing in white,

Then I suddenly saw Johnson start swinging his right —
Then I saw the old homestead and faces I loved
I saw England’s valleys and dells,

On the night I fought Jack Johnson.

My second took me to my chair on the night I fought Jack Johnson,
And wasn't I glad to get out there, away from Mr. Johnson!
The bell for the second went ring-ting-a-ling;
They said ““The bell's ringing!" I said “‘Let it ring!”’
I trod up to Johnson the way I'd been taught,
And T'll give you my word — in a moment I thought
I was fighting with the Seventh Royal Fusiliers,
Not the Grenadiers, nor the chandeliers!
I thought I was fighting with the Seventh Royal Fusiliers,
On the night I fought Jack Johnson.

Well, in the seventh round I was going strong, but I didn' want to
hurt Mr. Johnson.
I said to him, ““‘So help my hand, you'd better give in, Mr. Johnson.”
He didn’t give in but he gave me a whelt
Just near where the buckle's attached to my belt,
In about an hour after, I woke up half dead,
There were forty-nine doctors repairing my head;
And there was I, lying on the floor,
How they made me roar, they gave me ‘“‘what for,’
When they got me up for one round more,
Lord, how it did upset me!
Someone said, *‘Ain't he looking white!
Isn’t he a fright! Who said he could fight?”
My second shouted, ‘‘Hit him with your right!”’
I said, ‘‘Johnson won't let me!”’

’

More Foolish Questions e

We had been in England long enough now to sort of ““fit in"’
— and it is easy to recall how exceptionally apt some of our lads
became. There was rarely an instance when they were not equal to
the demands placed on their ‘‘Can-eye-dian ingenuity.”’
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Were you one of those Hamilton lads who, when Charley
Camps, the ex-street-car conductor, thumped his Reveille on the
tents in the early morning, used to greet him with *‘Fares, please!
Move up to the front, there. Lots of room up front!"”?

Were you there, that dark night when Caprain Clark turned
over the joy-riding horse and gig to Ernie Gilmer and Ben Case,
with instructions to take them to the transport lines? Instead of
obeying the captain’s orders the two full-bucks drove around to
Harold Skilling’s tent where Gilmer, mimicking Clark’s voice,
shouted out: “Hey, you inside there! Come out here and take
this horse.” Skilly, who had been sound asleep, thought it was
Clark’s voice, so he tumbled, half-dressed, out of his tent and
grabbed the horse’s bridle. ‘“Take chis outhit to the transport
lines,” ordered an authoritative voice from behind the gig.
“Yes, sir,”” answered Skilly. And, as two shadowy figures slipped
away in the inky darkness, Private Skilling took the horse and gig
to the horse-lines. What he said next morning when Ben and Ernie
confessed their part in the affair is best left to the imagination.

Were you one of the fellows who used to help the hop-picking
girls who came down from ‘“‘Lunnon’ for the Kentish hop
season? And did you return to camp from some of those hop-
picking expeditions with a balmy breath that redolently adver-
tised that you appreciated to the full what hops were for?

Do you remember the day the news from France was some-
what dismaying and one of our lads said, with a sigh of relief,
“Well, the Army might be catching hell, but thank Heaven,
we've still got the super-macy of the seas!””?

Were you on that route march one exceptionally hot and trying
day, when the Fifth was marched down a shady lane and halted
near an isolated farmhouse — where the farmer was discovered
in the act of broaching a large cask of ice-cold ale? The colonel
paid the farmer for the ale and ordered it rationed out to his
men — pretending that the unit’s opportune arrival was entirely
accidental, and hiding the fact that the whole thing had been
carefully prearranged by himself?

Were you the sort of Canuck who searched in vain all over
Hythe and Folkstone for chewing tobacco, apple pie with ice
cream, chewing gum, and a cup of decent coffge?

Many original Fifth men will remember at least one or two
of the several acroplanes which made forced landings in the
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level field just west of our camp. Whenever a plane was seen
about to land, Colonel Farmer would hurry off, either by car or
horseback, and invariably bring the airmen back to our officers’
mess for refreshments and questioning. It was the Old Man’s
fond hope that some day he would thus capture a German spy
masquerading in the uniform of our Air Force.

Perhaps you'll recall how Carl Hill and Mike Bicknell went
up to London with their expenses budgeted down to the last
farthing — and how they had a whale of a time experiencing
London’s sights, sounds and smells? And Pier Morgan’s trip to
“Arf the Bleedin’ World,” when he visited the War Ofhice —
and later on was pinched and thrown into clink for being with-
out a pass. When word came back to Otterpool about Pier's
arrest the other ex-Boy Scouts thought it was terrible and that
they were disgraced beyond redemption!

Were you there the day Harry Fryday was boasting about his
strength and one of the lads bet him he couldn’t even lift him-
self off the ground. Harry accepted the challenge. Two buckets
were brought and with a foot in each Harry tried desperately to
lifc himself. The laughter of the onlookers only served to spur
him on to greater efforts but he was finally forced to give in
when the bucket handles had almost cut their way through his
tugging fists.

Were you in Tent Number Nine, playing poker, the day
Orderly Officer Barton happened along and caught the fellows
with a blanket spread on the floor-boards and a tell-tale “pot”
of “‘tanners,” thri'penny bits,” and ‘‘ha’pennies” awaiting a
winner? “‘I hope you men aren’t gambling?”’ said Barton, passing
on after a brief glance at the sinful layout. “‘No, sir, we're all
Methodists in here!”’ came the answer from one of the scared
players, and the game went on, thanks to the captain’s tolerance.

Perhaps you know something of that weird night when non-
coms. Williams, Gardner and Busst played Don Quixote to a
bibulous damsel in distress — and the ultimate denouement when
the irate husband of the more-or-less vircuous young lady ap-
peared unexpettedly upon the scene. All we know is that the
three chivalrous noncoms. retreated rather timidly and precipi-
tately and didn’t wait for the thanks of the grateful husband —
who happened to be a Guardsman, about six-feet-four in height
and a yard across the shoulders!
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1. Cfficers’ Lifeboat Drill.
3. Enjoying the Sun on the Top Deck.

2. Clark, Buck, Kappele, Barton, Silcox
4. The Original Senior Noncoms.



3 U R ‘IN 'S '
0 10leJA-1uRdAING PO POOD),, ABS JUIOG) SUIBI[[IM x: s Bul
: i . ‘dwep durpueg ur sINY J :
S ‘dure) joodiay
‘PROY PIOJYSY Y3 wWoaf ;
. SN ‘UBWILIBAA [V JUB33ISG ‘¢
VvV ul 3 “IND g ‘uews
—

L, e

wly

B



1 Trollope, McDonald, Q’Leary and Pender, heads shaved for France. 2. Otterpool Camp, looking toward Ashford.
3. “Gallcy Up” at Otterpool. Mitchell at left. 4. Ottcrpool Bathing Beautics
5. “Fall In” at Sandling Camp. 6. The Officers’ Servants or Batmen,
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A Gig and Some Giggles

But let’s get back to that joy-riding dog-cart. It was in this
very same gig that the daughter of the Otterpool Manor House
was being taken for a ride, one Saturday afternoon, by Captain
Barton. Major Kappele and Captain Burgess, intent on having a
game of billiards at the Hythe Club, elected to drive to town
_ with them and, being tres gentils, sat in the front seat with
Kappele doing the driving. It was a lovely midsummer’s day.
The sun shone brightly, the birds sang sweetly, the breezes blew
gently and, except for a rather back-firing horse, nothing marred
the day until the party were about half-way down that steep hill
just west of Hythe. There they met one of those smoke-belching
steam tractors hauling a train of wagons up the hill. Their horse
shied, the maiden cried, and the driver tried (in vain) to control
the frightened animal. The terrified steed veered over to the side
of the road; one wheel of the gig ran up the bank, and the gallant
major was dumped ingloriously out on the dusty road, where he
was dragged along for some distance, damaging considerably his
knees, his elbows and his dignity. Burgess gathered in the reins
with the crook of his cane and stopped the runaway horse. The
major pulled himself together and remounted the dog-care,
leaving the driving to Caprain Burgess. As was usual on Saturday
afternoons, hundreds of foot-slogging soldiers were on their way
to Hythe and enjoyed immensely the major’s temporary down-
fall. However, the laughable upset failed to spoil the afternoon’s
fun for the two billiard addicts. They had their game and in due
time returned to camp.

On the following Sunday morning, the church parade was
called a half-hour earlier than usual, and Major Kappele, not
having sufficiently perused the orders, found himself in the
latrine when the officers’ call was sounded. Not desiring to appear
late on parade and receive from the irate colonel a public casti-
gation, he decided to lie low, and totally disregarded several
frantic bugle calls. Caprain Burgess suddenly appeared at the
latrine entrance : ‘For heaven’s sake, major, the colonel has had
the officers’ call blown five times especially for you, and he him-
self is going to blow up if you don’t appear on parade!”” Buc the-
major decided to stay where he was. “It’s too late, now. I'm
going to remain here until the unit moves off.”” In duc time the
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parade moved off, whereupon the major emerged from the
redolent retreat and retired to his tent to fortify himself against
the return of the unit from church parade.

About an hour later the unit returned. Colonel Farmer strode
straight to Kappele’s tent. “Major Kappele!”” he demanded
hotly, *‘why were you absent from church parade chis morning?”’
The major appeared very contrite. “‘l am very sorry, sir,” he
answered apologetically, ‘I intended to ask you to excuse me
from parade on account of injury to my knees and elbows.”
Colonel Farmer fairly snorted. “It’s a damned queer thing,” he
barked, ‘‘that you are quite able to go down to Hythe every
afternoon, after parade, and yet are physically incapable of
attending church service!”” Major Kapelle was again saying how
sorry he was, when the colonel turned abruptly away and went
to his tenc. A few minutes later, having meanwhile divested
himself of boots, belt and tunic, the Old Man returned in his
slippers to the major’s tent. “‘I'd like to see you in my tent for a
moment, Dan,”” he announced. Over refreshments, they laughed
about the whole matter and re-established the accord which had
always obtained between them. The colonel never did explain,
however, the source of his information about the major’s fre-
quent pilgrimages to Hythe — nor his conviction that billiards
didn’t constitute the total of the town’s attractions. Verily,
"twas hard to fool the Old Man!

Another time the foot-sloggers had a good laugh was one day
when we were out on one of our first route marches from Otter-
pool Camp. We were proceeding blithely along — on the right-
hand side of the road! — when an Imperial unit came marching
toward us. They were, as is the English custom, marching on
their lefc-hand side of the road and, consequently, that brought
them on the same side as ourselves. The two units were about
twenty paces apart when boch commanding officers halted their
men. Colonel Farmer sat his horse, glaring defiantly at the
English colonel. The English colonel walked his mount cowards
our Commanding Officer and, bidding him a polite “Good
Morning,”’ suggested that our unit was on the wrong side of the
road. “They are, like hell "’ roared the Old Man, at the aston-
ished Imperial, “‘I know damned well that you people over here
keep to the left, but we're Canadians, thank Heaven, and we
keep to the right —and we won't budge one damned inch!”
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The English Commanding Officer smiled. *“‘Very well, colonel,”
he agreed. Then, bringing his hand up in a courteous salute, he
wheeled his horse and went back to the head of his own unit.
Calmly he gave his men the order to march, right-inclined them
to the other side of the road and led them past us. It was some
moments before Colonel Farmer had recovered sufficiently to
enable him to give the necessary orders to start us on our way
again — still on the right-hand side of the road! As soon as a
bend in the road hid us from the Imperials, however, we moved
over to the lefr-hand side. From that day on, certain ofhicious
noncoms. kept up an almost continuous warning of “Keep to
the left "’ whenever we were on the march.

From the aforementioned incident it might be inferred (and
quite correctly!) that the colonel hadn’c very much respect for
some of the English customs and traditions. Pethaps, like many
other Canadians, he had been brought up to believe that British
fair-play, and everything else that was British, was absolutely
the best in the world — and had been rather astounded and dis-
appointed to find that many of their habits, methods and customs
were a trifle below par, when judged by Canadian standards.

Orderly Room Episodes ~s

The fawning, sycophantic, non-thinking type of Imperial
noncom. and Tommy was, in the eyes of our colonel, an abom-
ination and a fraud. Whatever may have been our Commanding
Officer’s own faults and shortcomings —and he had many,
indeed! — he never failed to put interfering Imperials in what
he considered their proper places. For instance, one of our men
had been arrested in London — for failing to salute an English
officer, for unbuttoning his own tunic collar, for entering an
out-of-bounds officers’ hotel, or some such heinous offence —
and when brought back to Otterpool for trial, Colonel Farmer
read the charge-sheet, then turned to the sergeant-major. “*Bring
in the witnesses against this man?”’ Sergeant-Major Williams
paraded into the orderly room two Imperial military police
corporals. As soon as Colonel Farmer saw that the witnesses
were English noncoms. he flew into a rage. “‘Are these the only
witnesses?”’ he demanded. ‘‘Yes, sir,”’ answered the sergeant-
major. ‘‘Discharge the prisoner!”” spluttered the colonel. “I
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wouldn't take the words of a dozen of these blankety-blank Im-
perial policemen against the word of one of my own men! The
case is dismissed!"” Thereupon the two dumbfounded and dis-
comfited English military policemen were ushered out of the
colonel’s presence, and started on their journey back to London.
But, just as the erstwhile prisoner was going out the tent door,
Colonel Farmer called him back. “Damn you, Private Blank,
you're lucky those witnesses weren’t Canadians. I'd have given
you twenty-eight days Number One. And you'll get it, too, if
you ever come before me again. Now get out!”" Needless to add,
Private Blank got out — before the colonel changed his mind.

Another prisoner who came before the Commanding Ofhicer
that very same morning was also lucky — but not quite so
fortunate as the previous one. This culprit was given the full
twenty-eight days Number One. After he had been marched out
of the orderly room, Sergeant-Major Williams spoke up: *‘Beg
pardon, Colonel Farmer, but 'ow are we to tyke this man down
to Shorncliffe?”” The colonel favored the sergeant-major with a
mystified stare. “What do you mean — Shornclifte?”’ he de-
manded. “Well, sir, it's loike this: You've given this man
twenty-eight dyes Number One, and that means that he must be
turned over to the A.P.M. for punishment. Them’s our orders,
sir!”” Colonel Farmer tapped a violent pencil-tattoo on the
orderly room table, and cussed a few of those cusses that went so
appropriately with his initials —G. D. At last he looked up.
“Bring the prisoner back here at once, sergeant-major. No
blankety-blank-blank A.P.M. is going to have the satisfaction
of punishing one of my men!"’ So the prisoner was brought back,
ang the colonel told him that he had been thinking the case
over and had decided to reduce the sentence — in the hope that
the offender might appreciate the leniency and turn out to be a
better soldier! The man was then given a sentence that would
not necessitate his removal from our own unit — twenty-one
days Number One!

One morning Staff Deadman was sitting at his desk in the
orderly room marquee, after the rest of the unit had marched
away on manoeuvres. Shortly after leaving camp, Colonel
Farmer galloped back to give Deadman some final instructions.
In his cypically impetuous manner he galloped his horse right
into the orderly tent, where the animal reared up on its hind-

T
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quarters in a sudden halt. Deadman was so startled at seeing the
horse’s fore-legs pawing the air just above his head, he tipped
over backwards and fell right out of the tent. The colonel
shouted out the nearly forgotten instructions, wheeled the badly
frightened and windy horse and galloped away — leaving a pile
of fertilizer on the marquee floor-boards as a souvenir of the
hectic visit. It was only by the presence of the evidence, steaming up
from the floor, that Deadman could convince himself that the
whole episode was not a matter of imagination.

The men used to get a great kick in listening to the reading of
daily orders on the morning roll-call parades. One orderly ser-
geant read out, ‘“The unit will parade at 8.30 for tactical exer-
cises,”” but he confused the word tactical with a similar word of
the same number of letters but with an “‘s” for its third leteer.
The same noncom. informed the men that when they reached
France they would not be allowed to send home the name of
their corpse in a letter — and he never could understand why the
lads laughed at him! Later on, in France, he read out that, “In
the forward areas all gas heltmets must be worn at the Albert
(Alert) position.”” To the end of the war that position for the gas
mask was the Albert position to us. It was the custom of this
same sergeant to order the men not to wash their mess-tins on
the “absolution tybles.”

After a few weeks at Otterpool the men received word that
Princess Mary had made a gift of chocolate to the unit, but no
chocolate ever reached us; and, from then until the end of the
war, there were expressions of disgust about the manner in which
we were deprived of this gift.

Sergeant-Major Williams had his troubles with the signallers.
These six wigwaggers would leave camp early every week-day
morning and go away off, and out of sight, into the fields near
the old race-track. There they would practise with flags, telegraph
keys and buzzers. Back in camp the unit would fall in for a route
march. The bugler would blow “Signallers Fall In”” — but never
a signaller showed up. The call would be repeated a half-dozen
times, but only after the unit had marched oft without them and
was well out of sight would the signallers come from behind
trees and hedges and proceed, in their own leisurely way, to pass
the hours until the return of the unit. The colonel promised pain-
ful treatment for cheir deafness but never cured them.
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Mention of the signallers reminds us that it was the corporal-
signaller who came back from London with such interesting
yarns about Jermyn Street, the Leicester Lounge, Piccadilly
Circus and Effing Forest. How the Rah Rah Boys used to gather
round when the blonde heart-wrecker told about the mysteries of
the “Big Smoke’’ and the famous bush just outside the city! And
Old Simmy Simpson, too, never tired asking to hear the cor-
poral’s adventures. Evidently old Simmy had been young him-
self, one long-ago day! And, by the way, this old lad had the
heart of a lion. We do not know what his real age was, but he
must easily have been the oldest man in the unit. And, right
from the day he enlisted to the day he was finally sent back from
France, Simmy was never heard to grumble about the hard-
ships, and was never known to shitk even the toughest duty
assignments.

During our stay in Otterpool we marched over almost every
road within a radius of twenty-five miles of camp. Ashford,
Canterbury, Smeeth, Lympne, Hatch Park, Saltwood, Bonning-
ton, the Romney Marshes, Newchurch, Priory Wood, Alding-
ton, Brabourne, Waltham, Postling, the Royal Military Road
and Canal, Sandgate, Hythe, Sellindge, Monks Horton — route
marches, manoeuvres and pleasure trips acquainted us with these
and many more places in the area.

From Reveille, at 5 a.m., until Lights Out, at 10 p.m., we
were going all the time. We made at least one route march each
day, and those route marches weren't pleasure jaunts. They were
made on very meagre breakfasts and taxed our endurance to the
utmost. To make us more uncomfortable, our water-bottles were
always sealed before we left camp and any man caught resorting
to his bottle before permission was given to the whole unit —
well, he was placed under arrest, punished, and stood an excellent
chance of being left in England when the unit went to France.

Two or three times each week we donned fatigue shirts and
slacks and marched to Dymchurch for a sea bath. Generally the
sea was so rough it was impossible to enter the water, without
being dashed violently against the breakwater. One day Staff
Smith and Tommy Poole, both excellent swimmers, were caught
in the strong undertow and only prompt help from Private
Arthur Barker and others saved them from death. Barker jumped
in, fully clothed, and rescued Poole. Those who didn’t swim, or
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found the water too rough, used to strip and sit on the rocks,
where they passed the time in horse-play and throwing jellyfish
and other flotsam at each other’s naked pelts. After the bath we
marched the long uphill eight miles back to camp — and invari-
ably arrived there fagged out, white with road-dust and far
dirtier than when we left.

It was while we were on a bathing parade we first got to
know — and love — ‘*“‘Mother,”” that kindly, smiling, white-
haired, old lady who lived at the top of the hill on the Dym-
church road. She was always on hand to greet us, and who can
ever forget her, waving a Canadian flag at us the last day we
marched past her home?

Various forms of diversion were introduced into camp, in an
effort to obtain relief from the monotonous training routine. Ben
Sharpe gathered together all the singers (and would-be singers!)
and many happy hours were passed trying over the old songs:
“By the Banks of Allan Water,” ‘‘Poor Old Jeff,” and many
others. What those choristers lacked in harmony-they more than
made up for in volume, and “‘Sharpe’s Canaries,” as the lads
dubbed them, provided considerable entertainment.

There was a chess-players’ league, presided over by Bunny
Brown, Alex. Waite and Sammy Jacobs. One evening, while
Rosser and Hare were playing, “‘Josser’ went to sleep for a full
half-hour, while Bob Hare, unaware that his opponent was in
dreamland, continued to study the chess-board, waiting for him
to move. Cribbage tournaments were also organized by Johnny
Nichols, little Andy Nicholson and droll “‘Dick” Whittingham.
There were, too, the usual games of Five Hundred, Poker, Rum-
my, Whist, Pitch-and-Toss, and the ‘‘Galloping Dominoes.”

Caprain Elliott presented the unit with a set of horizontal bars,
and organized and trained a class of budding Sandows. We also
had football, baseball and cricket teams. There was, too, plenty
of boxing equipment, and many of the lads put on friendly bouts
— which usually ended up with friendships strained, perhaps, but
seldom broken.

The ex-Boy Scout fellows ganged together on jaunts to near-
by historical places, and semaphore signalling was taught to
the three unit sections by the members of the signalling squad.
Pick Bridges was the signaller detailed to teach semaphore to
B. Section, and some of the lads may still recall how he used to
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explain one of the half-circles: *“This is 'ow you myke this circle.
You commence at Eyetch, gow to Hye, then on to Kye — ow-
mitting Jye.”” The fellows used to ask Pick, over and over again,
to explain that H. to . to K. detail — just to hear him say it!

Horseback-riding parties, poker games, whist, and charabanc
jaunts to London, Canterbury and Dover were the diversions our
officers seemed to enjoy most. Those riding jaunts with the
robust young lady from a nearby estate seemed to head their list
of attractions, though, and we would not like to repeat the
language our Horse Transport lads used when, midnight after
midnight, they were called upon to rub down two tired and
lathery horses and polish two sweat-soaked saddles.

The songs most popular among us during our stay in England
were “‘“Thora,” “‘I Hear You Calling,” ‘“When We’ve Wound
Up the Watch on the Rhine,” and “Keep the Home Fires Burn-
ing.”” The last-named song was the most popular of all. Most of
the regimental bands played it and it was the one song that
struck a responsive chord in Colonel Farmer’s heart, and would
invariably bring tears into his eyes. It was, as a macter of fact,
often referred to as ‘‘the Old Man’s tune.”

Those who boasted Irish blood — Frank O'Leary, Dean Wil-
kins, Husband, Cascaden, and others — went on leave to Ire-
land. The Scots — Jimmy Henderson, the Lickley boys, Jimmy
and Jock McLean, Jock McLaren, and others who were Scotch by
contamination or by absorption, went to Scotland. We don’t
know what they did there, besides drinking heather-dew, eating
haggis and swallowing bagpipes, but we do know that Hender-
son’s trip, at least, was an unqualified success; for he met, wooed,
won, and ultimately married the talented young lady who
attracted customers to the Blairgowrie chemist’s shop.

The Lancashire lads, Jimmy Shorrocks, Billy Moore, Arthur
Wood, Dudley, and all the rest of those sturdy Lancastrians, took
their seven days of leave to Bolton, Wigan, Manchester and other
places in the Lancashire and Yorkshire counties.

On Leave in London e

The Canucks, with the exception of a few who went to Ire-
land, Scotland, Wales or other parts of England, spent their
leaves in London. The old Leicester Lounge, Piccadilly, the
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Tower, Horse Guards, Westminster, St. Paul’s, British Museum,
Buckingham Palace, Hyde Park, Petticoat Lane, Dirty Dick’s,
and other famous places, saw plenty of them. A fellow would go
up to the “Big Smoke,”” his pockets full of money. On his first
night there he would register at the Cecil, the Savoy, the Regis
or the Strand-Palace —and dine on Filet-Mignons, T-Bone
steaks, lobster, caviar, etc. About two days later he would move
to a cheaper hotel, near Oxford Square, perhaps —and would
get his meals (if he took time to eat!) at one of Lyons’ restaurants.
The last few days of leave would find him registered at the Union
Jack Club or sleeping in one of the church huts — and getting
about one meal a day at the Beaver Hut or some similar place.
It was no use asking him what he did with his money, for he
couldn’t tell you. It just used to disappeat, that’s all! He may
have spent some of it unwisely but it is a safe bet that, shilling
for shilling, no man ever got more fun for his money than did
the average Canadian soldier on leave in London. Generally
speaking, he knew his way about town, and, if he didn’t, there
were always close at hand plenty of ingratiating folk very willing
to show him where the *“‘pye office’”” and other places were located.

Of course, the current shows took some of his banknotes. ‘“The
Maid of the Mountains,” “Chu Chin Chow,” ‘Zig Zag,”
“Going Up,” “The Bing Boys” and ‘“Tonight’s the Night”
were a few of his favorites. George Robey, Little Tich, Harry
Tate and the Lloyd Sisters were some of the artists he liked best.
His chief cheatrical desire was comedy — to laugh and forget the
war and whatever fate might be awaiting him. To drive from
his mind the stark realities of army life — that was the upper-
most wish of his heart, even at chat early stage of the war.

On Saturday, July 17th, the unit paraded to Beachboro Park
for an inspection by General Sam Hughes and Sir Robert Borden.
The complete Second Division was on parade. Many of the
nurses and wounded from the nearby Queen’s Canadian Hospital
were out to see the show. Everything went off splendidly, except-
ing that it rained most of the day. We arrived back in camp
shortly after noon and were given the rest of the day off — but
were obliged to spend it drying our sodden uniforms, cleaning
equipment, etc.

About this time Staff Deadman, Staff Overend, Sergeant Over-
holt and Corporal Courtice lefe the Fifth to take commissions
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with Imperial outfits. We were sorry to lose them for all were
general favorites. Jim McGillivray, too, went to the 28th Bac-
talion, trading places with Pete Howard.

On August 4th we were once again marched to Beachboro
Park and inspected by General Sam Hughes and Bonar Law, ex-
Canadian and at that time head of the Colonial Office. The
weather man must have disapproved of such inspections for
again it poured rain and the men arrived back in camp drenched
to their skins.

The King's Inspection e

Outstanding among our experiences was the King’s review
which also took place at Beachboro, on September 2nd, when
His Majesty, Kitchener, Bonar Law, Sam Hughes and other
celebrities gave us a final inspection. Preceding this event we
were trained in ‘‘Battalion-Right-Wheel”” and other intricate
movements which were not in the ordinary medical officer’s drill
routine. For this reason the handling of the unit became some-
what involved on these occasions and, although there was much
perusing of “Infantry Training Regulations’” by our officers, out
attempts to follow the confusing orders were rather amusing.

The King’s inspection itself was marred by a misunderstanding
that, unimportant as it seems now, after a lapse of so many
years, at the time was the cause of considerable grousing — and
well nigh a mutiny.

Following the inspection we were given permission to ‘‘stand
easy’’ and eat our lunches. Packs were thereupon undone and
haversacks opened. Fellows from the same tent got together, for
each had brought his share of the common lunch. Little groups
formed here and there and the serious business of eating was
tackled with great gusto. No attempt was made to keep any
semblance of line. Men from A. Section were mingling with men
from B. and C. The officers were chatting together in front of
the foremost Section (A.), when General Sam Hughes appeared,
apparently from nowhere! The colonel thereupon leaped onto
his horse and, in a voice that was heard by only the few men
nearest to him, shouted ‘‘Actention!’ The men who heard the
command jumped to their feet and hurriedly stood to attention.
Those who had not heard the order — at least seventy-five per
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cent. of the unit — on seeing the others standing up took the
order to be “Fall In,” and proceeded to regain their proper places
in the line. Packs were hurriedly put on again, haversacks and
rolled coats were put into place and, quite unaware that they had
been guilty of a breach of military discipline, three of the four
sections stood at ease, waiting for further orders.

Moving off a few minutes later the unit marched back to
Otterpool. On the way back it rained hard — not a passing
shower, but a steady heavy downpour. At the suggestion of some
of the men, the commander of B. Section was asked by a staft-
sergeant if the men could unroll cheir greatcoats and wear them.
The answer was an emphatic “NO?” This decision was made
when there was still a mile to go to camp; so the troops took the
law into their own hands, unrolled their greatcoats and wore
them — all but one man!

Arriving at the Otterpool parade ground the unit was treated
to a lecture by the colonel: *“The King was pleased with you —
but [ wasn’c"”’ Then, in his own inimitable manner, our Com-
manding Officer told us what he thought of a lot of “so-called
soldiers who didn’t know what ‘Actention’ meant, after being
ten months in the army.” In the middle of his exposition of our
manifold and glaring deficiencies his eagle eye detected Private
Case chewing gum — as nonchalantly as only Ben could chew it!
With a particularly lurid outburst the colonel yelled: *“Sergeant-
major ! sergeant-major ! Look at that man chewing gum! take his
number !’ Sergeant-Major Williams searched in vain for the cul-
prit, and the lecture proceeded. It was intimated that, although it
was the custom to declare a holiday after a King's inspection, the
Fifth Field Ambulance had so disgraced itself that, not only
would a holiday not be granted, but the sergeant-major would
fall in the troops in an hour’s time and drill them three hours, in
marching and standing to actention. This system of training was
to be kept up for several days, instead of the usual P.T. exercises.
The troops were then dismissed — and a loud and unanimous
chorus of boos and hisses ensued.

A number of the men talked of refusing to go on parade, but it
was decided that this would gain nothing, and might lead to the
intervention of higher powers who would deal summarily with
the offenders. We were due to go to France in a short time, we
believed, and to mutiny might mean that we wouldn't get there
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So it was decided that we should go on parade and then lodge
our complaint,

An atcempt was made to register a complaint through the
correct channels. Certain men asked their staff-sergeants to parade
them before their section commanders. It was found that the
section commanders had left Otterpool. The sergeant-major was
then asked to parade the men to the colonel — but the colonel
had left camp and would not be back for two days. The parade
was accordingly held and 250 men spent three hours marching
up and down, back and forth, standing to attention, then at ease,
and then to attention again.

A consultation of certain leaders — one from each section —
was held after the parade, and plans were laid for bringing the
matter before Second Division Headquarters. One of the men
knew intimately in civil life certain headquarters officers with
whom he volunteered to visit and discuss the situation. This was
done over the week-end.

On Monday morning the “‘punishment parade” was again
held. With the return of the colonel, the sergeant-major was
again told that four men (Jack Lumsden, Charlie Scott, Baldy
Rutherford and Jimmy Lickley) wished to be paraded to their
Commanding Officer. When the colonel was informed that the
men wanted to lodge a complaint about the punishment inflicted
upon them, he went into a tantrum and vented his ire on the
sergeant-major in no uncertain terms, and ended with the inti-
mation that the four would be put in irons for questioning orders.
Whereupon there was much rejoicing among the four, for it was
believed that Army Regulations ensured every man the right to
be paraded before his Commanding Officer.

The maintenance of such an attitude on the part of the colonel
was but strengthening the case for the men. That night there were
a number of conferences between a member of the Fifth and a
certain senior officer of Second Division Headquarters.

Next day the “punishment parade’ was again held and, fol-
lowing it, the four men already mentioned again asked to be
paraded to the colonel — this time to ask him to parade them to
the A.D.M.S. Jack Lumsden was the first to enter the orderly
room. In language that permitted of no misinterpretation he was
told that to question an order was an offence of the gravest kind,
and that to persist in such questioning was liable to result seri-
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ously for him. When Jack came out, Charlie Scott was paraded
and he was told the same thing, as were Rutherford and Lickley
when they went in. The four men were then paraded in a group
and informed that their action could easily result in their being
given No. 1 Field Punishment, and in their being put.in irons!

The next afternoon, however, General Jones drove up to the
camp and, after the general had left, Jack Lumsden was called to
the colonel’s tent and told that there had been a misunderstanding
and that no more “‘punishment parades’’ would be held.

Geneva Crosses— and Bayonets ! oo

One interesting phase of the affair concerned the employment,
by the colonel, of a number of men who were sent to Folkestone
as piquets, to arrest members of the Ambulance who had taken
French leave following the first *‘Attention” parade. Several men,
feeling that they had been unjustly treated, left the camp and did
not show up for several days. To round them up, piquets, carry-
ing side-arms! were ordered to Folkestone, with instructions to
arrest any of the delinquents that might be found. The regular
military police, on meeting these Red Cross men with side-arms,
hailed them before the A.P.M. who promptly sent them back
to their unit —with the information that he was fully competent
to police Folkestone, without the aid of the Fifth Field Ambulance.

Shortly after the King’s inspection we were instructed to make
preparations for going across the Channel. Tales of the hordes of
lice that abounded in France led many of the boys to have their
hair cropped prison-style. Blankets were sewn together — the
limic_per person being two, although some slipped in an extra
one. Fond farewells were taken of friends we had made while in
England, and we awaited with eagerness the final orders for
departure.

For a long time now we had again been singing that old “B.S.
song”’ we had sung so often back in Canada — but with the word
“Channel” instead of “Ocean.” During the long months at
Otterpool we had heard the same old rumors about an early
move, and there was no faith in us. The revived and revised song
expressed our sentiments perfectly.

But finally the order came. On September 14th we were ordered
to pack up. There was a delay of several hours while the unit
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waited around camp with full packs and complete paraphernalia,
ready to move off. At last, about midnight, we marched away to
Westenhanger. There we entrained and about four o’clock pulled
out for Southampton. We arrived at thac port about 10 a.m.,
September 15th, and there had an hour’s freedom, during which
time the men shopped, rested or despatched mail to the folks
back home.

While we were entraining at Westenhanger the night before,
two men had watched us from behind some bushes. They were
Taxi Yates and Lew McAllister, a couple of Fifth fellows who
had gone on six day’s leave about a month before, and had just
detrained at Westenhanger on their way back to our unit. They
kept out of our officers’ sight, however, for their places were now
filled by other men and there was no chance for them to go with
us. They remained behind the bushes until our train pulled out of
the station and thus passed out of our ken.

At 11.15 a.m., September 15th, we boarded the Transport
“Indian”’ (No. 6012), a former cattle boat. The cattle stalls
served men and horses alike, and reminded us of our old stable-
homes in Exhibition Camp. We temained on board and stayed
in dock all that afternoon. At 6 p.m. we slipped away from the
shores of England and headed for the open Channel. Every man
was ordered to don a life-bele. All lights, excepting the port and
starboard signals, were extinguished. Guarded by several fast-
rushing destroyers with flashing searchlights we made the cross-
ing to France. Again, this night, our signallers were kept busy
reading navigation instructions from the escorting naval craft.
At 5 a.m. we docked at Le Havre. Rations of bully and biscuits
were issued and the men breakfasted aboard ship.




CHAPTER THREE

Pack up your troubles in your old kit bag
And smile, smile, smile.

While you've a lucifer co lighe your fag,
Smile boys, that’s the style.

What's the use of worrying?

It never was worth while.

SO'! Pack up your croubles in your old kit bag
And smile, smile, smile.

“SUNNY” FRANCE

AT SEVEN-

THIRTY o’clock
on the morning of

= Thursday,Septem-
~s ber 16th, the Fifth

fell in on the main
’ every man carrying his full equipment.
Roll was called and we then stood at ease, waiting our turn to
march ashore.

Before us was the picturesque port of Le Havre, with its fas-
cinating vista of sailing ships, naval craft, transport steamers,
docks, warehouses and, in the distance, the city itself, backed by
mist-blown slowly-rising hills. Directly below us was the clam-
orous bustle of a heterogeneous war-time activity. Wherever we
looked there was some sort of war material — guns, shells, lor-
ries, airplane parts, mules, horses, wagons, and equipment of all
kinds. Queerly-garbed French dockworkers worked alongside
khaki-clad British longshoremen, while on a nearby quay were
some gray-coated German prisoners, working under the watchful
eyes and bayonetted rifles of a squad of French soldiers.

As we stood waiting for the order to disembark, one of the
khaki-clad dockmen looked up and waved a welcome to us.
While we were waving in return, he shouted at us that war-time
morale-builder: “Are we downhearted?”’ Our answering “INO!”’
had barely died away when back came his prophetic rejoinder:
“Well, you bloody soon will be!”

55
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At eight o’clock the unit disembarked. All but those who had
been on night duty during the trip across the Channel were then
set to work getting horses, wagons, ambulances and other equip-
ment off the boat. It was well into the afternoon before this work
was completed and the unit marched off to a camp at the top of
a long, winding hill about four miles from the docks. Here we
found bell tents had been hurriedly pitched, but before we could
occupy them we had to dig drainage ditches around them and
carry floor-boards from a half-mile away.

About ten noncoms. and men who had been on duty during
the previous night and, consequently, did not have to help un-
load the transport, strolled away to inspect uptown Le Havre.
A friendly French officer showed them through a German pris-
oner camp, and during this trip the gallant son of Gaul treated
the boys to cognac, wine and beer. Hours went like minutes.
Finally the party started back to the docks — and arrived there
just in time to have one of those jack-knife bridges open up be-
tween them and the main body of the unit. Across the canal the
colonel was sitting astride his horse, shaking his fist in temporary
impotence at the party of stragglers on the city side of the water.
The bridge remained up for about two hours; and when the lag-
gards finally got across they found that the unit had departed and
left Captain Nicholson with an escort to place them under arrest.
About three days later the offenders appeared before their irate
colonel. The privates were let off with admonishments. The non-
coms. were severely reprimanded for “‘desertion in the face of the
enemy,” as the Commanding Officer put it. ‘“You're in France
now and could be shot for this offence,” he bellowed. *‘I made
you men noncoms. because I thought you had more than com-
mon sense — but I see I’ve made a big mistake,”” he added. Later
on we were informed that, immediately after the noncoms. had
been marched out of his presence, the Old Man had a hearty
laugh — and tore up all the crime sheets.

A la 40 Hommes—~8 Chevaux o=e

Next morning Reveille was at three o’clock. We breakfasted
and then marched to Le Havre station and climbed aboard one of
those famous French ‘‘Pullmans’ whose capacity was 40 Hom-
mes — 8 Chevaux. We were never able to discover why the three
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1. Some A. Section Lads, Sandling. 2. Otterpool Camp Cookhouse, Brick-and-clay oven at right.
3. Dymchurch Bathing Parade, with Old Simmy Simpson on right. 4. Kit Inspection, Otterpool.
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1. Jimmy Wilson and his 47§-1b. Boots. 2. Wilkins, Husband and O’Leary kiss the Blarney Stone.
3. Adshead cuts Whittingham’s Hair. 4. Interior of Tent No. 9.
5. Sellindge Church, to which we paraded for Sunday Services.
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o'clock Reveille was necessaty, for it wasn’t until about eight-
thirty o’clock that we pulled out on our way to the Front. Evi-
dently it was just the usual army stuff of lecting the troops do all
the waiting.

We passed through Brexute-Beuzeville, Yvetot (remember
Thackeray’s song about “‘Le Roi d"Yvetot?””"), Motheville, Baren-
tin, and stopped just outside Charlemagne’s town, Rouen, for
dinner. From the train che famous three-towered cathedral of
Notre Dame was visible, and some of us recalled that Joan of
Arc was also burned there. At one-thirty o’clock we were on our
way again — through Lerquex, Abancourt, and on to Amiens.
Outside Amiens, where we stopped for supper, another famous
cathedral was within view. At 6.30 p.m. we were away once
more — through Pont Remy and on to St. Omer, where we
arrived about three o’clock next morning.

It had been a long, tiresome journey. Those French box-cars
were conducive to neither ease nor slumber, and we were packed
in so tightly no man had room to spread himself out on the few
wisps of dirty straw that littered the quivering floors. The night
was bitterly cold and the air in the cars so bad that more than one
wall-board was knocked off for ventilation purposes.

Until darkness set in, the trip had not been quite so bad. We
were able to open the sliding side doors and as many as could find
space sat in the doorways, their feet dangling down and the for-
tunate men enjoying the ever-changing scenery. This also made
more room for those unable to get near the opened doors. To
most of us the surrounding country was a very interesting and
novel sight. Hungry French youngsters accosted us at every
siding, with calls for ‘‘Beeskwee, beeskwee, seel-voo-play! Booly
beef, cigarette, seel-voo-play!” To these queer-looking urchins
we tossed biscuits and cigarettes, and the odd half-penny. From a
field one old Frenchman, probably a veteran of 1870, rested his
scythe and waved a greeting to us. He then drew his hand sug-
gestively across his throat, intimating in unmistakable panto-
mime what he hoped we would do to the hated Boche when we
reached the Front.

In Le Havre one of the fellows had got hold of a French book
on “How to Make Love.” This book was rather hot stuff and
was in such demand it was found necessary to divide it into as
many parts as there were box-cars; and one man in each car was
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delegated to read aloud that car’s portion of the book. At each
stop there was a hurried interchange of the various parts and,
while daylight lasted, the reading went on. That volume may
not have been high-class literature but it helped considerably to
relieve the tediousness of that long train trip. We afterwards
learned that we owed our entertainment to a rather over-sized
staff-sergeant who had bought the book while on a surreptitious
visit to Le Havre's business district the previous day, and that
the first few pages had been read aloud by him the night before
we entrained.

Once during the cold night the train was stopped on a siding
while the men were given hot coffee and cognac. Here, too, a
long plank was removed from the floor of the depot platform,
and officers and men needed no explanation of the timely impro-
visation. Somehow or other, Colonel Farmer’s suspenders dan-
gled into the hole and, when his batman indignantly refused to
clean the soiled gallusses, the Old Man was obliged to leave
them there.

At St. Omer we expected to have a few hours’ rest. The men
detrained, unloaded horses, wagons and other equipment and
then fell in. Roll was called — then Colonel Farmer mounted the
station platform and informed us that he had orders “‘to march
immediately to the firing line!”” A big battle (Loos) was about
to begin and every man was needed at the Front!* So, tired,
disappointed and hungry we set out. It was about 4.30 a.m.
and very dark. We marched on for about one hour, slipping
and stumbling over the unfamiliar footing of the strangely-
cobbled road.

About a mile out of St. Omer we heard someone approaching
us, loudly whistling “Tipperary.”” The sun was not yet up and
there was not sufficient light for us to discern the whistler. We
thought, of course, that he was an Imperial or one of the First
Division men. Imagine our surprise when we finally saw before
us a small French lad, about twelve years of age. He was herding
before him a half-dozen cows, evidently taking them for the
morning milking at some nearby farm. He stopped whistling
Jong enough to shout ‘“‘Vive les Canadiens!” and then resumed
his tune, proudly whistling louder than ever. This was our first
civilian greeting in the battle zone.

*The actual bactle did not begin until the early morning of September 25¢h.
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Gradually appeared the first sign of approaching dawn —
a diffused and fascinating glow of color, tinting the eastern
clouds and landscape. The crimson glory of the distant horizon
impressed us as being a beautiful yet portentous symbol, not only
of a new day but of a new and tempestuous existence for the
unit now marching eastward. There lay the answer to questions
we would never voice and to vague premonitions each and
every one of us would have refused to admit ever having experi-
enced. From the same direction came a heavy rumbling of gun-
fire — the morning hymn of hate.

Tall graceful elms and poplars lined both sides of the hard
convex road. Odd-looking farmyards met our eye, and their
cesspools assaulted our nostrils. The new steel-shod Kitchener
boots chafed our heels.

Shortly after daylight came the welcome halt for breakfasc. We
were marched into a field just outside the small town of Arques.
Here were some newly-made haystacks and over the field lay
considerable hay that had not yet been gathered. Some of the
men made themselves comfortable on this straw bedding, while
others hurried off to the town for supplies of food and drink.

Messrs. Vin Blanc and Vin Rouge e~

In Arques the lads had their first experiences of buying in French
shops. Most of the bargaining was done in the sign language,
fot, in those eatly days, epicerie, boulanger and forgeron all meant
about the same to us. Here, too, some of fellows made their first
acquaintance with those two future standbys, Vin Blanc and
Vin Rouge. A few may remember the violent headaches the stuff
gave them before the day’s march was finished.

Breakfast was over about 8 a.m. and we moved off again,
arriving at Hazebrouck (Pop. 13,000) about 1 p.m. Here we
had dinner and rested until three o'clock. The day had become
oppressively hot, so as soon as we halted, off came kits, rolled
coats, tunics, puttees, blankets and Kitchener boots. Feet were
bathed and blisters attended to. Here, too, we saw our first evi-
dence of shell-fire. A German Taube flew high over our heads
and all round it were the fluff-like puffs of bursting anti-aircraft
shells. The German flew on his way unharmed, however, in spite
of the shells and our fervid prayers that he would be hit. As a
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matter of fact, during our whole stay in France we never saw one
enemy plane hit by our ground batteries. Range-finding devices
seemed unable to keep up with aviation development.

At 5 p.m. we arrived at a farm between Caestre (Pop. 1,200)
and Eecke (Pop. 1,200), where we were to stay for the nighe.
Some of the men bunked in the stables and lofts but most of us
slept outside in a beautiful green meadow. All night long the
guns up front kept rumbling like a distant storm.

lIc may have been the long march or it may have been the
soporific effect of the rumbling of the distant guns, but, what-
ever the reason, Private Piccadilly Bridges was reported absent
from his guard-post during the night. Some claimed that Pick
was making a chambre de nuit reconnaissance (whatever that is!)
while others were mean enough to hint that the boy had merely
enrolled for a closer study of the French language — or some-
thing! Pick never did explain.

Colonel Farmer realized that the men were dog-tired, so Re-
veille next morning was not until eight o’clock. We breakfasted
on tea, biscuits, bully and jam, then the colonel informed us that
because all the roads to the Front were congested with traflic we
were to remain where we were for at least one more day and
night. Permission was given to those not on duty to visit the
town of Caestre; and one officer and a noncom. were sent up the
Line by motor ambulance, to reconnoitre that part of the Front
which was to be taken over by our Brigade.

Perhaps this is as good a place as any to explain to the unini-
tiated that by ‘‘bully’”’ we mean canned corned beef. It invariably
came in one-pound tins and we received dozens of different
brands. The best known were Fray Bentos’, Armour’s, Swift’s,
Cudahay’s, and William Davies’. There were several South
American brands but the best of all was Fray Bentos; and the
worst, we are sorry to admit, was the William Davies’ brand.
When the first Davies’ stuff reached us there was a frantic rush
for it. We all chought we were going to have a treat —'‘some-
thing right from home, some good, wholesome Canadian meat!”
But alack and alas! The Davies’ stuff we sampled, proved to be
practically uneatable — a sort of jellified blob of gristle, fat and
skin. We had fairly strong stomachs, but simply could not
swallow it. We actually saw hundreds of tins of it being used for
paving dugout entrances.
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All the following day those free from duty lounged about the
farm and rested their chafed and blistered feet. This day will long
remain in our memories. The weather was clear and mild. The
rations for the day were good and we treceived our first issue of
pipe tobacco (Paisley Flake) and cigarettes — Ruby Queens, Red
Hussars, X-Rays, Flags, Arf-a-Mo’s, and Trumpeters. We re-
ceived, too, our first pay in France — twenty francs. And to fill
our cup to overflowing, several bags of Canadian mail arrived.

Andy Parker was very anxious to learn French, so at the first
opportunity he indulged in a talk-fest with a French farmer.
After struggling for a while to make himself understood, Andy
apologetically confessed to the Frenchman, “Je ne sprachin ce
Francais verra weel!”

How They Farmed in Flanders s

From this time on, the average Flemish farm was a never-
failing source of interest to many of us. One farm was not fenced
oft from another and the crops of adjoining farms met. Even
between main highways and farms there was neither fence nor
hedge — no split-rail, tree-root, wire or “‘snake’ fences such as
we had known back in Canada. Wherever a tiny creek or *“‘beek”
divided a field, there were dwarfed, fat-trunked willows, stand-
ing like stunted sentinels on both sides of the flowing water, each
tree reaching out its switch-like branches in a grotesquely futile
effore to touch the waving fingers of its neighbor.

Not a foot of arable land went uncultivated. Seeds were sown
by hand and scattered broadcast out of giant-pocketed aprons.
Fields were plowed with wooden plows, and crops were culti-
vated with wooden rakes and harrows. Ancient scythes and
sickles were used to cut the flax, wheat and maize; and hand-
made two-pronged wooden forks were used to stack the hay and
straw. Old-fashioned wooden flails were used to thresh the
grain, and clumsy hand-made rotary fanning mills cleaned away
the chafl.

When the crop was sugar-beets, turnips, mangolds or potatoes,
a field pit was dug, large enough to hold the crop. This trench
was thickly lined with straw and the crop dumped in, care being
taken that the soil was thoroughly dry. A thick layer of scraw
was put over the crop and the excavated earth heaped high on



62 “SUNNY” FRANCE

top, making a sort of weather-proof mound, around which a
drainage ditch was dug. Time after time we saw such storage
places opened in early spring, and in every instance the crops
were in excellent condition — in spite of the fact that they had
lain there through three or four months of wet, snowy, near-
zero weather. '

Though the farming methods were crude, the crops obtained
were simply astonishing, both in quantity and quality. Of course,
the fertilizing methods had much to do with this — but enough
said! Those methods could speak for themselves! Sometimes
even now we imagine we can smell those great, leaking, barrel-
like wagons in which the crop-producing fluid was transported
to the fields. No wonder that open wounds, coming in contact
with soil so intensely fertilized, quickly became infected and
brought gangrenous deaths to many men.

At 8 a.m., Tuesday, September 21st, we started off on the last
leg of our march to the forward area. We passed through Fletre
(Pop. 950), Meteren (Pop. 2,400), and Bailleul (Pop. 14,000).
We crossed the Belgian border around noon, and at 12.35 p.m.
arrived at Dranoutre (Pop. 1,100).

Of the match through Bailleul we shall ever have some very
vivid memories. The day was beautifully mild and the Bailleul
housewives were flushing down the streets fronting their dwell-
ings. The red-tiled roads were spotless as we marched over them.
Just behind us some Second Division band struck up the Mar-
seillaise. Old French men and women stood to attention and
tears trickled down their wrinkled faces as they listened to their
beloved anthem. Great tubs of soapy water stood in the centre of
the road unheeded. More than one cracked old voice sang out
defiantly : Marchons, marchons! Quaintly-aproned urchins clung
to their parents’ hands and peeped shyly at *‘les braves Canadiens
who had come from far over the sea to save them from the hated
Boche.” Young girls threw kisses.

This was the largest town through which we had actually
marched, so, naturally, the men gave it a thorough looking-
over, as they paraded through its streets. Tommy Hawkey, left-
hand man of the first section of fours, was so intent on something
else, he neglected to see one of the broad tubs of soapy water
which was right in his pach. Into the foamy liquid Tommy fell
— the first Fifth man to “‘kick the bucket’ in France.
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We “Take Over” at Dranoutres=s

At Dranoutre we took over billets in some farm buildings and
in a nearby field. On September 22nd we relieved the 84th
R.A.M.C. and took over a main dressing station in the town,
and an advanced dressing station just west of Wulveringhem.
Stretcher squads were sent up the Line (Sergeant Wartman and
Captain Barton in charge) and we settled into the work for
which we had so long and faithfully trained. For the ensuing few
weeks we cleared the wounded from various regimental aid-
posts. At night, parties went on salvaging trips to Neuve Eglise,
Armentieres and Wulveringhem, for material for the horse-lines
and for stoves for officers’ billets. The Nursing Sections looked
after the sick and wounded in the main dressing station in
Dranoutre.

From now on, frequent mention will be made of regimental
aid-posts, advanced dressing stations, main dressing stations, rest
camps and casualty clearing stations, so a brief explanation of
evacuation routine is in order:

The infantry regimental aid-posts were aid-posts to which
battalion stretcher-bearers brought their wounded for first-aid
treatment. These posts were invariably located in dugouts or
cellars in the quieter parcts of the trenches. Here the wounded
were given emergency treatments by the battalion medical officer
and his staff of assistants. Either in the regimental aid-posts or in
dugouts close by were two or more squads of our bearers (four
men to a squad). Their job was to carry the wounded from regi-
mental aid-posts back to our advanced dressing stations. The
only regimental aid-post to which our motor ambulances went
directly and where our bearers were not always used was the
Brasserie station, near Ridgewood. All clearing from this post
was done at night, however, as explained elsewhere.

More often than not, our advanced dressing stations were a
mile or more behind the Front Line, so relay posts (one or two
squads to each post) were established at suitable intervals in
order to make the ‘‘carrys’”’ as easy as possible and hasten the
evacuations. By this method, too, extra bearer squads were
always close to the regimental aid-posts in cases of emergency.
Advanced dressing stations were usually established in large
cellars, dugouts or other suitable places in villages to which our

.
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ambulances could come at night with a reasonable amount of
safety. Here were located one or more of our ambulance medical
officers and some men from our Nursing Sections. The wounded
were here given secondary treatments; bandages were renewed, if
necessary; hemorrhages stopped; and anti-tetanus, morphine and
other injections were given. Fractures were set temporarily and
minor operations occasionally performed.*

The next step was the transportation of cases back to our
main dressing stations. Generally speaking, this work was done
at night and under cover of darkness. This was the task of our
Motor Ambulance and Horse Ambulance Sections. In some
parts of the Front we were able to use our ambulances for this
work in broad daylight and in perfect safety.

At the main dressing stations, which were usually located in
schoolhouses or similar buildings in villages two or three miles
behind the Front, the wounded were given a very thorough
examination and whatever further treatments were found neces-
sary. Here were our senior medical officers, most of our Nursing
Sections personnel, and the bulk of our medical and surgical
equipment. The colonel, Horse Transport, Motor Transport and
Headquarters Derails were almost invariably located at the main
dressing station.

From the main dressing station the wounded were conveyed to
the casualty clearing stations by motor or horse ambulances.
Casualty clearing stations were always a few miles back of the
Line and close to a railroad. It was at the clearing stations that
most of the operations and amputations were done, and during a
big battle, casualty clearing station operating marquees were
gruesome places indeed. _

From the C.C.S. the wounded were loaded onto hospital trains
and sent back to base hospitals.

The foregoing routine applies to trench warfare only. From
Amiens on, our bearers were often grouped with infantry bearers,
and our ambulance medical officers frequently worked alongside
bactalion medical officers in the regimental aid-posts. Also,
wherever casualties were numerous, we established aid-posts
near artillery gunpits. Around Souchez, for instance, we had
several artillery posts during the Lens operations.

et iOks X 98 2 . :

*We have a hazy recollecrion of Major Kappele amputating a man’s leg in one
advanced dressing station, and of seeing the severed limb, still encased in a knee-
length boot, standing in a corner of che aid-post several hours later.
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Rest camps varied in scope. There were brigade rest camps,
divisional rest camps, corps rest camps, officers’ rest camps, and
rest camps where scabies treatments were given, and special
delousing baths and ovens were the features. Most of these
camps were anathema to our Fifth men, for the work was
always monotonous, often disgusting and occasionally repulsive.
That word “Rest’” was the most misleading word in army
vocabulary.

From the moment of our arrival at Dranoutre Ed. Mahy was
the envy of all the lads — due to the fact that because of his
Channel-Island French he had been appointed official “‘interrup-
ter,”” and was installed in the farmhouse with the officers. Con-
sequently Ed’s rations — and his close proximity to the racher
attractive daughter of the household — spurred many of the
fellows on to a more diligent study of the Gallic language.

Perhaps some of the oldtimers will recall a rather brief fistic
battle that was fought by one of the Rah Rahs and an Owen
Sounder shortly after we took over at Dranoutre. Nobody ever
learned what the battle was about. So far as we could ever find
out it was simply a hangover from the squabble aboard the
Northland — was, in fact, the last intimation that anyone bore
ill will coward the innocent principals in that awkward affair.

Immediately over our farm billets there floated an observation
balloon, or ‘“‘sausage’”” as we called it. About the third day we
were there, Fritz opened fire on the balloon and pieces of high-
explosive shell showered down on the camp. Fortunately, no
person was hit, although more than one set of covetous fingers
was badly burned when some of the lads attempted to retrieve
chunks of searing-hot metal for souvenirs.

Those who could get out of camp availed themselves of the
opportunity to explore the town. The famous ‘‘Sutherland Sis-
ters’’ bakery, behind the church, was soon located and from then
on it was a popular rendezvous for all those who were suscep-
tible to the blonde charms of the seven buxom wenches who
there served “‘pom detair fritz"” and “lay-zoof.” This household
was later on under suspicion of being pro-German. The authori-
ties noticed that, although surrounding buildings were hit by
enemy shells, the bakery was never harmed. Spies or not, those
gitls certainly had everything it took in those days to attract the
lonesome soldier.
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Another great attraction was the wheelwright in the shop
down the hill to the south of the town. This craftsman would
carve out a pair of wooden sabots for two or three francs, while
the men looked on and marvelled at his dexterity. He did a
thriving trade while the Fifch was in town and many sent home
sabots for souvenirs.

Who can ever forget our first bathing parade in Dranoutre?
With towels over our shoulders and with our extra underwear
and clean shirts under our arms we were marched to what had
been a communal laundry hut. In this hut were about a dozen
large tubs — really the halves of one-time beer hogsheads. In the
tubs was a small quantity of tepid water, while over them was
suspended a sort of perforated-pipe shower contraption. The men
were marched into an anteroom where they gave up their new
clean clothing to an attendant, and then disrobed. In batches of
thirty-six they were next hustled into the tub-room and three
men were ordered into each tub. They were given two minutes
to soap and scrub their bodies and then, down from the impro-
vised showers, a few pails of ice-cold water were sprayed over
them. Chilled and shivering, they were hurried back into the
anteroom, a supply of supposed-to-be clean underwear, shirts and
socks was issued to them and they dressed.

With the exception of one or two Imperial orderlies, all the
workers at the baths were Frenchwomen, and it was certainly
embarrassing for our men to be compelled to disrobe and bathe
in such close proximity to the dreaded females. It is only fair to
state, however, that those French girls paid not the slightest
attention to the men’s nakedness, and that the embarrassment
was all one-sided. The clothing the men received proved to be
anything but clean and it was not very long before furtive and
persistent scratching betrayed the fact that more than one man
now ‘‘had company” — company that was to remain faithfully
with him in spite of Keating’s powder, cheese-cloth undies and
other “‘sure” cures.

Mention of the bathing parade reminds us that our favorite
bach-house ditty was:

Whiter than the whitewash on the wall,
Whiter than the whitewash on the wall;
Wash me in the water that you've washed the baby in
And I shall be whiter than the whitewash on the wall.
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It was at Dranoutre that a mock funeral was held for one of
John Gilpin’s so-called dinners. On this day the stew was so
much worse than usual it just couldn’t be eaten. So, forming up
in “‘column-en-route,”” some with stable brooms carried at the
“reverse arms’’ position, and to the music of tin pans and a
dirge that was supposed to be the Dead March from *‘Saul,” the
men paraded around the camp and in mock mourning dumped
Gilpin’s mysterious concoction into a disused trench.

Sergeant-Major Williams, in his daily rounds of the main
dressing station, made things rather merry for the Rah Rah
Boys, to whom some of his suggested improvisations were a
revelation. One day, for instance, a wounded man was bleeding
from the mouth and the sergeant-major ordered Bill Scott to
put ice on the man’s cheeks. “Good heavens!” exclaimed Bill,
“there’s no ice around here!” The sergeant-major nearly ex-
ploded. “No hice! Certainly there’s no hice,” he retorted, “but
we've got hice bags, 'aven’t we? Use them!” For another
stretcher case he ordered the ‘‘happlication of ‘ot formations,
hevery 'arf hour.”

Red Sowden also distinguished himself while here. He was
ordered to give an enema. Red mixed about a quart of soapy
water and insisted on the patient drinking it. However, the cure
worked. The man got rid of whatever was troubling him.

One odd case treated in this dressing station will bear men-
tion. We picked up a man who had been shot in the head by a
sniper. The bullet had entered just in front of the man’s left car.
Here there was a tiny dark hole, and on the other side of the
man’s head was a similar hole where it was surmised the bullet
had emerged, after penetrating the skull. Scrangely, however, the
man was quite strong and there was neither bleeding from the
wounds nor any other sign of brain penetration. Bandages were
applied and the patient made as comfortable as possible, and we
made arrangements to send him to the casualty clearing station
whenever the ambulances arrived — if he were still alive.

Two hours later he was as spry as ever and complained only
of a headache! The bandage was removed and we found a nar-
row purplish welt stretching around his forehead, from bullet-
hole to bullet-hole. Then it was that we realized that the bullet
had entered in front of the left ear and had not penetrated the
skull at all, but had made its way between the flesh and the
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bone to the opposite side of the head, and emerged in front of
the right ear. The bullet, altogether likely, had come from behind
the man and had hit him at just the right angle and speed to
make such a result possible. The wounded man was sent down
the line and, unless infection set in, it is most probable that he
eventually recovered.

Shortly after our arrival at Dranoutre we were issued our
first gas helmets. These were very crude affairs — simply a hood
made of thick grey flannel and saturated with a solution which
was supposed to neutralise gas. Two celluloid or mica eye-pieces
protected the eyes, while the helmet was slipped down over the
top of the head and the bottom ends of the hood were tucked
under the wearer’s tunic and the collar buttoned tightly around
it. There was no mouthpiece. The wearer was expected to
breathe through the chemical-soaked flannel.

So-called ‘‘smoke helmets’’ were also issued. They were similar
to the gas helmets. Every man was required to have these two
masks with him at all times; and they were carried in a special
canvas bag, slung over the shoulder. Until che box respirator
eventually made its appearance, new and improved gas and
smoke helmets were issued every few weeks.

A few of our most venturesome (or foolhardy) fellows went
up to the front line trenches on sight-seeing or souvenir-hunting
trips. Who among them doesn’t recall his first initiation into
trench life, with its mud and corruption, ping-ing bullets, whin-
ing ricochets, thudding duds, ear-shattering high-explosives and
whizzbangs, cracking ‘‘wooly-bears,” blinding night-flares, eye-
torturing charcoal braziers, asthmatic rats, lice-infested dugouts
and staccato machine-gun outbursts? At first there was a temp-
tation to peep over the top and see what the German trenches
really looked like — but after giving first-aid or burial to a few
infantrymen who had tried it, our lads had lictle trouble in
curbing their clumsy curiosity.

Some of the stretcher-bearers had close calls on their first trip
up but, fortunately, we had no serious casualties. Bill (Red)
Whitmore had an experience that resulted in temporary shell-
shock but, after a few days in hospital, Red was as fit as ever.

The Loos scrap had opened while our men wete manning the
forward stations and regimental aid-posts, and Fritz paid con-
siderable attention to our part of the line. There were quite a
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number of infantry casualties, but our stay on this front was
more interesting than dangerous. During the time we were at
Dranoutre the weather was very bad. Hardly a day passed with-
out rain, and the nights were raw and cold. “‘Sunny”’ France was
a case of reverse English, as far as we could fathom.

We Move to Mont Noir and La Clytte s

On Saturday, October 9th, the unit moved. C. Section took
over an officers’ rest camp at Mont Noir. A., B., and Head-
quarters Sections went to La Clytte.

Shortly after the unit took over at La Clytee, Irving Dyment
was wounded while returning from a ‘‘Cook’s tour” to Ypres.
A pellet from an anti-aircraft shell hit him on top of the head,
injuring him painfully but not seriously. He was given an anti-
tetanus inoculation and a few days’ rest. For a while he was
Colonel Farmer’s especial pride and the envy of us all —our
first casualty.

At Mont Noir the men had good billets in the upper rooms of
an old chateau located on the top of a wooded hill from which
the country-side for many miles about was visible. Here were
many walnut, beechnut and apple trees, so there were some good
“feeds”” of nuts and fruit. The “‘resting’’ officers were quartered
in the best rooms of the chateau, and the duties of our unit
orderlies mostly consisted of serving food and liquid refresh-
ments, making beds, washing floors, cleaning patients’ equip-
ment, etc., etc. Tips were plentiful, though, and if this place was
a rest home for officers it was also a real home for our Nursing
Sections.

In the basement of the chateau there was a well-stocked wine
cellar into which some of the lads more than once forced en-
trance. Consequently, choice champagnes, wines, beers, liqueurs,
cordiales, and other potent spirits were poured down throats for
which they were never intended. Here, too, some of the boys
one day located a large vat of conger eels, and these made a very
welcome addition to the men’s rations. No one has ever repeated
Quartermaster-Sergeant Busst’s remarks when he discovered that
the jealously-guarded wine cellar had been broken into.

The loft of the chateau stables also provided an excellent billet
for about twenty men. Outside the loft window was a sort of
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iron-grilled balcony. On this balcony, Private Husband, after a
visit to some nearby estaminet, was one evening reciting ‘‘The
Cremation of Sam McGee’' to an applauding gang of his
cronies below, when his too-emphatic gestures caused him to
overbalance and topple head-fitst down about twenty feet. It
was only a score of upstretched fending arms that saved Hubby
from serious hurt.

It was in this same loft that Harry Cunningham and Bob
Hodgkinson used to put on their bean-shooting contests. We can
still see Bob, sitting there with a handful of beans in one hand
and a bean-flipper in the other, doing his utmost to get greater
elevation and distance. Bob would flip a bean and Harry Cun-
ningham (about twenty feet away!) would clap his hand to his
forehead as if he had been struck by one of the beans. Someone
just behind Bob would toss a small pebble to the other side of
the loft, and Bob would think he had flipped a bean the whole
length of the big room. There were never any arguments about
who was the ‘“‘champeen.” Bob beat them all, with almost a
foot to spare.

In the centre of the chateau woods there was a rather expan-
sive cesspool — as stagnant and fetid as any in Flanders. One
night when Bill Scott was making his way down the steep and
winding path that led to the stables he failed to take the correct
turn and neatly drowned in the foul-smelling ooze.

Farther down the hill and past the stables was a shrine or
grotto — a local sacred place and a mecca for worshippers from
the surrounding country-side. Here, in a shallow cave, was a
large and beautifully-carved wooden altar and crucifix, flanked
by lighted candles and artificial-flower wreaths and sprays. One
didn’t have to be of any particular religious faith to appreciate
the reverent earnestness with which the French and Belgian

easants worshipped before this humble shrine. Almost at any
Elour of the day and evening, at least one pleading supplicant
could be found kneeling before the grotto crucifix, petitioning
for help and strength to enable the pleader to carry on through
the awful martyrdom of war.

There was, too, the loge near the main gate to the chateau
grounds. Back of this loge and in amongst the trees our guard
tent was pitched. Late one dark night Charlie Scott heard some-
one approaching in the inky blackness. He brought his bayonetted
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rifle to the challenge position. ‘““Who goes there?’’ he demanded.
An indistinct mumble came from the dimly-outlined figure about
a foot from the point of Charlie's bayonet. “‘Advance and give
the countersign!”’ roared Charlie, ““and that countersign consists
of three rousing British f ts!”’ The challenged person proved
to be Major Kapelle and, if he failed to break wind and accom-
modate the discomfited sentry, he did not neglect to give the
enterprising and inventive Charles a severe dressing-down.

St. Jans Cappel o

About a mile to the south of Mont Noir was the village of
St. Jans Cappel. Here were a church, and a few shops in which
hand-made lace, shawls, collars, etc., were for sale. On Sundays
our Roman Catholic church parades went to this village. There,
too, at almost any hour of the day les pommes de terres frittes et
les oeufs could be purchased. Another of St. Jans Cappel’s
attractions was an open-air comfort station, right on the main
street. Our men were amazed at seeing French men and boys
there obeying calls of nature, while other men, women and
children walked nonchalantly by, paying not the slightest atten-
tion to them. Someone has truly said that “Morals are only a
matter of geography.” What was quite decent and customary in
St. Jans Cappel would have brought a long prison term (and
possibly, sterilization!) in Toronto the Good. Yet it is safe to
say that the morals of that little French town were every bit as
high as those of Ontario’s Queen City. Incidentally, it was
noticed that within a few days many of our Canadian soldiers
also patronized these wayside shrines to liberty, equality and
fraternity. Similar open-air urinals were invariably to be found
just outside the vestry doors of most Flemish churches and public
buildings, so the troops always knew where to go when occasion
demanded.

The Roman Catholic church parade to St. Jans was always
well attended — for the simple reason thac, after church, the
men were dismissed in the village and could enjoy themselves as
they saw fic. Bill Ferris was one who made the most of his time
and opportunities. A very pretty mamselle named Bertha was the
apple of Bill’s eye and he ‘‘hung around’ her every spare minute.
Finally her mother took a hand and asked Bill just what his
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intentions were. Of course, Bill convinced her that they were
entirely honorable and, assisted by his pal, Archur Reeves, told
some very glowing stories about a gold mine in Burlington and
a ranch near Clappison’s Corners. He mentioned casually the
magnificent sum the old lady would get in the form of a sepa-
ration allowance if the daughter were to marry him, and of the
high pay a married soldier received in our army. The ‘‘line”
peddled by these two consummate liars was avidly swallowed
by the greedy mother and lovesick daughter. Bertha’s mother
agreed to a wedding and suggested it take place toute de suite.
Bill and Arthur then explained that it was necessary to get the
colonel’s permission before a wedding could take place. Bertha
and her Ma agreed chat, while Bill was getting his Commanding
Ofhcer’s consent, they would have the banns posted in the local
church. Finally, Bill left, to attend to his part of the arrange-
ments — and that was the last little Bertha or her mother ever
saw of William! He gave St. Jans a wide berth ever after. What
had started as a joke on his part had taken a serious turn — and
besides, Bill had a wife and family back home in Canada.

Some of our ex-officers will, no doubt, recall Caprain Silcox’s
experience when down at St. Jans Cappel one day. The captain
entered a small grocery store — un petit magasin. The rather
presentable young mademoiselle in charge greeted him with the
customary French greeting: ‘“‘Bon jour, M’sieur, que voulez-
vous?”’ The captain returned her greeting in his recently acquired
French: ‘‘Bon jour, m'mselle. Je desire me peser, s'il vous plait.”
The young lady smiled politely. *“Ah, oui, M'sieur le Capitaine
— le cabinet est le bas,”’ and she pointed to a toilet in the rear
of the shop. Captain Silcox blushingly stepped to a large set of
scales and with considerable difficulty explained that he merely
wanted to weigh himself. For a few days thereafter his fellow-
officers overheard him practising the pronunciation of the French
word peser, ‘‘to weigh.”

About one hundred yards from the chateau gates, and at the
corner of the road leading to St. Jans Cappel, was the *‘Pot-au-
Lait" estaminet where lived the famous mesdemoiselles,Suzanne
and Claire — two exceptionally handsome and buxom gitls in
their early twenties. During legal hours of opening, the Pot-au-
Lait was the rendezvous of thirsty and ambitious noncoms. and
other ranks. During ‘“‘closed” hours several officers vied with



Courcelette Sugar Refinery (Can. Official War Photo).

2. A Rest Period at Sandling,
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3. Jerry McDonald and Lew Taylor Entertain the Boys.



1. Caestre, We camped near here, September 18-21, 1915. 2. Bailleul, showing Grande Place, Church and Town Hall.
3. Dranoutre. Our first A.D.S. was in building at extreme right. 4. La Clytte M.D.S,, Officers’ quarters at right.
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The Rear of our Reninghelst station. This and three following sketches were done by Alex. Waite, one ‘'of our own stretcher-bearers, in 1916. Alex. has won
considerable distinction since the war, having had pictures in the Royal Academy, London, England.
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each other for the girls’ favors and for the excellent champagne
which was stored in the estaminet cellar. One captain, in pat-
ticular, would slip stealthily away to this corner thirst-parlor
and, hour after hour, exert all his well-known and peculiar
powers of persuasion on Claire, the younger and less guileful of
the two sisters. Of course, his intentions were strictly honorable
for he was a married man, an officer and therefore a *“Temporary
King’s Gentleman.” His chief handicap was his inability to
speak French. The girl knew no English at this early stage of the
war, so things were more or less at a standstill when, like a gift
from the gods, a certain French-speaking corporal took a hand
in the affair. Mlle. Claire asked the corporal for something nice
to say in English to the ardent capitaine when next he came to
visit. The blond corporal spent one whole afternoon teaching
the girl to say, “‘Oh, you are a nice captain. I love you. You are
one son-of-a-something from Omaha!”’ She had just mastered
the sentences to the corporal’s satisfaction and her own delight
when, who should drop in but the philandering captain himself'!
Fortunately, the corporal was able to slip unseen into an adjoin-
ing room where he could hear all that went on between Claire
and the officer. Hardly had the captain got comfortably seated
alongside his eager idol when the girl proudly spoke the all-
important sentences. The effect, however, was not exactly what
she had anticipated, for the captain jumped angrily to his feet
and demanded to know where she had learnef such shocking
language. “‘Le caporal,” answered the startled Claire. “What
corporal?”’ fumed the officer. “‘Le blond caporal!”’ explained the
gitl. The corporal thought this an ideal moment to slip out the
back door and away to the chateau. It so happened that there
were three blond corporals in the unit at this time and the caprain
never did discover which was the guilty one. Naturally, the luck-
less officer was obliged to be very guarded in his enquiries.
Between the chateau and the Pot-au-Lait there was another
favorite spot called the ““Soap Box.” Why and by whom it was
so named we never found out; nor can we remember just what
the lads liked about this place. A barking white terrier, a big
wooden butter-bowl and a crippled Frenchman are all we can re-
call to memory — excepting that the place was eventually closed
to the troops, after some of the Lancashire lads introduced Bob,
the Crown-and-Anchor king, to the boss of the establishment.
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Other meeting places at Mont Noir were the estaminet near
the Frontier cross-roads, the small farmhouse near the grotto,
and the large farmhouse in the woods about four hundred yards
south of the chateau. In the Frontier estaminet lived lictle I]eanne,
a bright and beautiful wee miss of twelve. At the small farm-
house was a slovenly old Flemish farm-woman with a heart of
gold. Almost at any hour of the day or night one could get hot
coffee and cognac or a bowl of soup there. A big iron pot always
hung over the hearth-fire; and more than one chunk of mutton,
tin of bully or hunk of bread was contributed to the humble
menage by grateful Fifth boys. At the large farmhouse lived

lle. Georgina — one of the best-looking girls we were ever to
see near the Front. An excellent chicken dinner could be had
there for about two francs a plate, and if you were really nice, a
bottle of wonderful champagne could be coaxed from the family
cellar for about five francs.

The Horse-Transport Farmess

The Horse Transport were billeted at a farm on the main
Bailleul road and about five hundred yards southeast of Mont
Noir proper. There the horses were comfortably stabled and the
men had good dry billets in a large barn. It was on this farm that
Sergeant Kelso demonstrated his plowing ability. The farmer had
a plow, but no horses to pull it, so Max kindly offered to hitch
two of the transport steeds to the old wooden plow and show the
Flemish sod-buster just how we did things in Canada. Max’s
intentions were of the very best but the two transport horses were
rather wild and, when Max chirped “‘giddap,” they gave one
wild plunge forward, the wooden blade of the old plow sank
deeply into the heavy soil, Max was dragged halfway across the
field —and the ancient plow went all to pieces, like Oliver
Wendell Holmes’ “‘One Hoss Shay!”’

Max ended up with only a couple of broken plow-handles in
his hands, and anut a hundred-weight of smelly soil clinging to
his person. Part of the wooden plow-blade was found buried in
the ground, but of the rest of the ancient implement nary a trace
was ever found. The farmer shed copious tears. The Fifth lads
laughed. Max swore never again to give a similar exhibition or
to attempt to mix Canadian ideas with Flemish farm equipment.



“SUNNY” FRANCE 75

The Fall and Winter of 1915-16 were about the stormiest of
the whole war, and our first taste of nasty weather in Dranoutre
had not quite prepated us for what we were to experience at
Mont Noir .emgij the farm. On looking back at our stay in those
two places we can recall scarcely a day when it didn’t rain, snow
or blow — or do all three simultaneously. For once, the supply
people showed good judgment and we were issued leather jerkins
and rubber rain-capes. These two articles of clothing helped a lot
to fend us from the raw climate, but in spite of their help many
of the lads contracted heavy chest colds and coughs, which, be-
caclimefof the prevailing conditions, they had a hard time getting
rid of.

One of those who took unto himself a very severe cough and
cold was Henderson. Jim’s horse-line duties had brought him a
cough that seemed to come from down near his boots, and a
chest cold that promised to get him either a funeral or a long
spell back in some tuberculosis hospital. But he fooled every-
body, and got neither a six-foot plot of ground nor a trip down
the line. He was merely “‘excused duty” and kept lying around
the farm barn for a few weeks, while he coughed and spat and
shivered and shook till we thought the billet must topple over.

Just to cheer him up and help him on his way, one of the lads
made up a parody to ‘O Canada’ and everybody got a great
kick out of sitting around the sick man and singing him towards
recovery. Here is what they sang:

Poor Henderson! His race is almost run.

He has the con.— We mean con-sum-shee-un.

For he coughs all night and he spits all day

And his eyes are growing dim.

And just about next Saturday we'll have to bury
poor Jim — (Gor-blimey!)

Poor Henderson! Poor Henderson! On his grave
we'll have to put *‘He died of the Con!”’

On his grave we'll have to put ‘' He died of the Con!”’

Who can ever forget Louise, the sturdy daughter at this same
farm? There was a girl for you! She was rather pretty in her
rough way: bright-eyed, rosy-cheeked, broad-shouldered, and
with a sitter-down that would crowd the largest washtub. She
was extremely good-natured and, while she would put up with
an extraordinary amount of teasing, she would not stand for
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any rough stuff. More than one venturesome lad found himself
picked up bodily and heaved into the cesspool that perfumed the
farmyard, when he “‘tried his luck” with Louise. And we know
a rather amorous lance-corporal who spent a whole afternoon
turning the mangold chopper for her, in the hope that she would
listen to reason when the rest of the unit had left camp. The art-
ful Louise kept him working so hard, though, that by the time
they were alone together his only desire was to lay his weary body
down for a good long rest. We recall, too, one day at the farm
when Louise was holding a litter of young pigs while her dad
performed a sterilizing operation on them. Our men formed a
ring around the two rustic surgeons, laughing and passing broadly
humorous comment. But Louise didn’t mind. She merely smiled
and, as each little porcine victim squirmed under her father’s
knife, she would look up at the grinning spectators and call out:
“Beaucoup bon for cochon, eh? Plentee ﬁm for Canadian soldats,
aussi!”’ Louise’s remarks were typically Flemish — not prertty,
perhaps, but refreshingly blunt.

In comparison with our Canadian horses, those of the Flemish
farmers were extremely docile and tractable. Giant Percherons
were the favorites and it was astonishing what complete control
the farmers had over these beautiful animals. Only one rein was
used for driving and that was a mere string. By jerking this string
and by spoken words of command, “Geet Ho!"’ etc., these huge
entires were easily persuaded to perform the most intricate
movements. Usually they hauled gigantic, creaking, three-wheeled
carts. These carts had two six-foot wheels, revolving on axles
placed slightly behind the centre of the box-body. A small, pivot-
ting wheel was attached well out in front for steering. The wheel
tires were about one-half inch thick and made of hand-wrought
iron. The horse was hitched about ten feet in front of the cart
and the driver invariably walked. In going downhill the heavy
iron-shod whiffle-trees dragged on the ground, while the driver
applied an immense hand-brake to the metal rims of the big
wheels. The whiffle-trees, trace-chains, breast-yoke or collar and
harness were hand-made and they and the empty cart alone would
have been a heavy load for an average-sized Canadian horse; but
one of those magnificent Percherons could pull without apparent
effort one such cart, even when the_vehicle was piled high with
sugar-beets or turnips.
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La Clytte and the Brasserie os

At La Clytte, A. and B. Sections took over a main dressing
station located in a half-ruined brick schoolhouse on the main
street of the village. To this place we cleared wounded from an
advanced dressing station in an old brasserie just east of Ridge
Wood. In the cellar of this old ruined brewery were the regimental
aid-posts of whatever battalions happened to be in the line at
that time.

From the Brasserie the village of St. Eloi was 2,000 yards due
east; Voormezeele was about 1,000 yards northeast; Spoilbank
. was 3,000 yards northeast; Bedford House was two miles north-
east; and Vierstraat was 1,200 yards south. The part of the Line
nearest to the Brasserie was that of the “M. & N.” trenches
which lay about 1,000 yards southeast and was reached during
the daytime through long tortuous communication trenches.
After dark, ration parties, reliefs, working parties and infantry
stretcher squads took the overland route, preferring to take their
chances of being killed, rather than endure the slow and weari-
some trench route.

To reach the Brasserie by foot we usually went by way of
Hallebast Corner, across the duck-walk over the lower end of
Dickebusch Lake, past Gordon Farm, through Ridge Wood and
along about 500 yards of a much-shelled road. Every evening,
and as soon as datkness would permit, our ambulances went up
to the Brasserie by way of the Kemmel and Vierstraat roads and
brought back the sick and wounded collected there during the
day. Early each evening a despatch rider would bring down word
as to how many wounded were waiting, and only on two nights
during our long stay in the Salient were there no cases to be
brought out. Usually we sent from two to four motor ambu-
lances up, but many times it was found necessary to send all our
cars and make more than one trip. All cases were brought to the
La Clytte schoolhouse, where they were given secondary dress-
ings or emergency treatment and then sent to clearing stations at
Bailleul and Poperinghe.

From October 9th the unit carried on at Mont Noir and La
Clytte. On the 27th of October His Majesty King George and
the Prince of Wales visited the area and inspected the Canadians.
The Prince held the rank of licutenant. A few days later, a 15-inch
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naval gun was installed near the crossroads at the northern
end of La Clytte village. After it fired a few rounds Fritz retali-
ated, missing the gun but killing a family of civilians. The
young daughter died in our dressing station, after having both
legs and one arm blown off. The suffering of this poor girl con-
vinced many of us that Sherman had the right idea about war.

On October 28th, “The La Clytte Bladder and Empire” made
its first appearance. Editor, Pete Wise. The career of the news-
sheet as a daily was short-lived. It very soon evolved into a semi-
weekly, then into a bi-weekly. Later on it appeared “‘just every
so often”’— or whenever there was sufficient news material and
the extra duties given to its editor and his assistants permitted
publication. Several of the Rah Rah Boys gave its editor a help-
ing hand and, through their combined efforts, a very interesting
little paper was produced. Their many sly digs at officers, non-
coms., cooks, mail men and quartermaster stores hangers-on did
much to curb abuses and make life a little more worthwhile for
the lowly buck privates.

Perhaps some of the oldtimers will recall the B. Section gang
which was billeted in a half-ruined estaminet near the Kemmel-
Reninghelst crossroads. These fellows formed themselves into a
mock unit. Slim Russell was colonel; Baldy Rutherford, major;
Ben Case, staff-clerk; Bob Hare, staff-sergeant; and Dick Thomas,
sergeant-major. They posted their own Orders of the Day, held
orderly room, sentenced various culprits to weird punishments
and carried on generally in a manner that just about drove
B. Section’s official staff-sergeant to distraction. The ‘‘Bladder
and Empire,”’ as well as the mock Daily Orders, were written in
longhand. Several copies were made and circulated freely through
the ranks of the various Sections.

On November 13th the Brigade gave a rousing send-off to
Lord Brooke who was leaving to take a Third Division com-
mand. Bands played in the street. Enemy observers noticed the
commotion and shells came over into an infantry billet and chere
were about a dozen casualties. On November 17th and 18th the
village was again shelled, but there were many duds (marked
“Made in U.S.A."”) and no casualties.

On November 20th A. Section went to the Mont Noir farm
for a rest. B. Section took over the chateau; and C. Section moved
to La Clytte, where they remained until December 17th, when



“SUNNY” FRANCE 79

A. recurned to La Clytte; C. took over the chateau; and B. moved
to Godewaersvelde and opened a rest station.

While B. Section were running the chateau, Captain Barton
was called to attend a maternity case. Sergeant Wartman accom-
panied him to a nearby farmhouse where they found a young
farmwife stretched out on the kitchen floor, with a rather slov-
enly old woman performing the duties of a midwife. Barton and
Wartman had lictle to do but watch as the old woman performed
her duties with no other instrument than an old pair of scissors
and some cloths that looked anything but clean. Two days after-
ward the young mother was out working in the fields — much
to the surprise of our medicos and contrary to all the laws of
rfnﬁ:lcrn medicine and surgery. Hardy stock, those Flemish farm

olk!

Perhaps some of the B. Section lads will recall the champagne
party they pulled off at Mont Noir — when Tom Morgan man-
aged to hide away a bottle for his own private consumption
next morning?

It was, too, while B. Section was at Mont Noir that the
chateau well became polluted. The Commanding Officer decided
that it should have a thorough cleaning. A long piece of hose was
used for siphoning out the water. Some of the fellows may re-
member the strenuous fatigues they had for a few days, scouring
and scrubbing the well walls.

Early in December Major Kappele left the Fifth, to take com-
mand of a cavalry field ambulance. While we were glad he was
receiving a well-deserved promotion we were sotry to lose him.
He was our original major, and as such, had every man in the
unit for his friend.

Our First Christmas in Flanders oo

While the three Sections were carrying on at La Clytte, Gode-
waersvelde and Mont Noir respectively, they celebrated their
first Christmas in Flanders. The weather on the 25th was wet,
misty and cold, but in the hearts and minds of the men there
was that glow of happiness which only Christmas can bring.
For many weeks there had been buying-trips to Bailleul and
other towns and hundreds of presents were sent to loved ones
back home. Hand-made lace, aprons, d’Oyleys, table pieces,
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hand-carved crucifixes, sabots and similar articles were des-
patched through the Field Post-Office.

hat money remained the boys dedicated to Bacchus, in the
form of vin blanc, vin rouge and champagne, so that when the
great day finally arrived, it found everybody ready and prepared
to enjoy themselves. Extra rations had been brought up and all
had a good Christmas dinner.

At Godewaersvelde, Christmas found B. Section with the jute
fabrique well on the way toward being ready for the reception
of patients. Time out was taken for the erection of a stage and
a very creditable affair, complete with drop curtain and wings,
was rigged up. Tables were set in the hall and the men enjoyed
the novelty of seeing real china dishes and home-like cutlery
again.

At 6.30 p.m. the Section sat down to dine, Captain Nicholson
at the head of the table. The menu was as follows:

Godewaersvelde,
France,

Dec. 25, 1915.
B. SECTION CHRISTMAS DINNER

MEenu

Tomato Soup
Roast Chicken with French Dressing
Roast Sirloin of Beef
Boiled Potatoes Green Peas
Canadian Cheddar Cheese
Pickled White Onions
College Pudding Mother’s Own Pudding
Apples, Oranges, Dates, Figs, Walnuts
Champagne (real pain) Cherry Wine

ProGraAMME

ARy sl B [T o1 e A e B o o ok Caprain Nicholson
T e @anadiensy b = 1T e s Captain Barton
The Commanding Officer and Officers of
chedRIfich e A4 50 ol oty Staff Alden
Loved @nesatiFlonie o L . sha 30 0% Staff Patterson
The Boys in the Trenches. . ........... Private Rostron
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After dinner a special petformance was given by an Imperial
Concert Troupe, ‘“The Mudlarks,” assisted by some of the lads
from B. Section. The hit of the evening was a song, ‘“My Ain
Folk,” sung by a Scotsman with all the feeling the song and
occasion demanded. It was after midnight when festivities stop-
ped and the men tumbled into their stretcher bunks to sleep.

Considerable difficulty had been encountered in obtaining an
adequate supply of chickens for the dinner, but Jack Lumsden
called for volunteers, went out into the night and returned with
fowl enough for the banquet. Goodness only knows where or how
Jack gotthem, for he never explained and no person dared ask him.

For the first time our cooks utilized the new cook-kitchen
which had arrived at Godewaersvelde on December 24th. This
kitchen was a gift from the people of Dundas, Ontario. Colonel
Farmer was well known in Dundas and, through the instru-
mentality of his many friends, including the late John S. Fry,
beloved magistrate and former town clerk, a local Ladies’ Organ-
ization launched a subscription campaign and bought the cook-
kitchen — after first consulting the colonel as to what would be
the most acceptable gift. Dundas was also a sort of second home-
town to Staff Patterson, so perhaps the citizens’ consideration for
Andy’s bulky frame and gastronomic capacity had something to
do with the Dundas folks’ gift. However, a more acceptable
piece of equipment could not have been chosen. Thousands of
meals were cooked and served by this kitchen and throughout
the war we had excellent reason to be grateful to the kind
folk of Dundas.

At Mont Noir, C. Section, under the command of Major
Jones, enjoyed Christmas by having a Christmas Tree and an
impromptu program of entertainment by members of the Sec-
tion. Bill Ferris was in rare form on this occasion and his Sal-
vation Army skit was a great success. Hapry Carlisle thumped
the piano and sang his Jack Johnson song and several other favor-
ite ditties as only Happy could sing chem. Perhaps che lads of
C. Section will remember the surprise they got when Staff-
Sergeant Smith was called upon for a song and obliged with
“A Perfect Day,” in a manner that won the admiration and
unstinted applause of all present. The dinner served C. Section
was along lines similar to those provided at La Clytee and Gode-
waersvelde. The ‘‘resting” oﬁil)cer—patients, of course, had a
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special menu — but every day was a sort of fete day with them
while at the chateau.

At La Clytte special food and refreshment was provided for
the few patients who were awaiting disposal. For their amuse-
ment a motion picture machine was borrowed and some humor-
ous films thrown on a sheet hung on the ward wall. Our officers
dined in their own messroom to which the orderlies had given a
very homey atmosphere by hanging bunting, tinsel, evergreens,
holly, etc.

The officers’ menu was as follows: Oysters on the half-shell,
roast goose with dressing and applesauce, potatoes, cauliflower,
lobster salad, plum-pudding with brandy sauce, blanc mange,
jelly, apples, oranges, grapes, Scotch shortbread, cheese, raisins,
nuts, stout, tea, coffee and port wine. The men’s dinner con-
sisted of a shot of rum, potatoes boiled with the jackets on,
roast beef, plum-pudding, tea, oranges and nuts. The plum-
pudding was a present from Princess Mary, and the oranges and
nuts came from various Canadian Soldiers’ Comforts groups.
Not a bad old war, ¢h?

Almost everybody enjoyed their dinners, with the possible
exception of Dean Wilkins. Dean was at the end of the line-up
at La Clytte, one half of his mess-tin in each hand. John Gilpin
had filled one half of Dean’s utensil with meat, vegetables, etc.,
when he noticed that his cookhouse fire needed replenishing.
Stooping down, and with his bare hands, Jack threw a few
chunks of soft coal on the fire. He then wiped his fingers on that
inky-black coal sack he wore for an apron, and stuck his grimy
hand into the pudding pot and brought out a great blobby fistful
of pudding which he dropped into the lid of Wilkie’s mess-tin.
Next he poured over the pudding a ladleful of what he said was
butter sauce. Dean’s jaw dropped. The corners of his mouth took
on their well-known droop and his face, from the top of his
expansive forehead down to near his Adam’s apple, turned a
hectic red. He stood for a moment glaring venomously at the
unconcerned cook — then disgustedly turned his mess-tin upside
down, dumping the whole vile contents on the cookhouse floor.
Corporal Gilpin payed not the slightest attention, but calmly
went ahead stirring a ‘‘dixie”’ of tea with a fast-melting wax
candle! John’s South-African experiences had evidently broughc
him a resourcefulness we ‘‘amateur soldiers” couldn’t appreciate.
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It was shortly after this that Gilpin began to ‘“‘work his
ticket,” because of failing eyesight. Colonel Farmer had just
about decided to recommend Jack’s discharge when one day the
corporal-cook forgot himself. The colonel was standing near the
cookhouse when John pointed a murky finger skywards. “Lor’
lummey!” exclaimed the excited cook, ‘‘them blawsted jerries is
gowin’ to it that bloody bloke if 'ee eye-nt shawp!’ Colonel
Farmer looked in the direction Jack was pointing. “Hit who?”’
he asked, searching the sky. ““Why that eye-viator over there,”
pointed John. “Cawn’t you see 'im, sir?”’ But the colonel was
unable to see any planes overhead — until he got his binoculars!
Even then he had some difficulty in locating the British plane
around which white shell-puffs were clustering, about two miles
up. Needless to add, perhaps, that Gilpin’s bad break about his
eyesight didn’t hasten his discharge. Jack, too, was about the only
one of us who was ever able to read the time by that sundial on
the south wall of the old La Clytte church. He had good eyesight,
too, when anyone tried to swipe food from his cookhouse.

Bob Tillotson was another laddybuck who didn’t enjoy the
Christmas festivities. Bob was sick in hospital and had been put
on a diet, being allowed only a few ounces of liquid food each
day. To add insult to his illness, several bulky boxes of Christmas
cheer had arrived for him and were piled beside his stretcher, but
he was forbidden to open them. Whether the contemplation of
so many unopened boxes aggravated his condition we never
knew, but Bob grew steadily worse and heroic methods were
undertaker to bring him back to normal. One night Captain
Silcox ordered an enema for Bob —and Roy Flynn and Jim
Henderson were nominated to perform the heroic deed. They
filled one of the schoolhouse fire-buckets with tepid water. Into
this they stirred about two pounds of soft soap. Henderson stood
on a pannier and held the frothing pail aloft while Flynn put the
business end of the tube where it belonged. Poor Bob groaned in
frightened anticipation of the probable denouement, but the two
enthusiastic orderlies poured soapy fluid into him until he seemed
about to burst. It may have been just a coincidence, but at that
very moment the whole Ypres salient was aroused by a gas alarm.
Gongs clanged, bells rang, horns tooted and flappers flapped.
Fritz put over a defensive barrage and our infantrymen donned
their gas respirators. There was a breeze from the west blowing



84 “SUNNY"” FRANCE

at the time, so it is quite possible that the troops up the Line got
wind of what was going on in La Clytte.

And while we are writing about Bob we must explain how he
got the nickname of ‘““Maconachie.” "Twas simply because he
was fond of that well-known meat-and-vegetable ration. Know-
ing his liking for the succulent M. & V., our old friend Hender-
son one night wakened Tillotson out of a sound sleep. ‘“‘Hey,
Bob,” whispered Jim, shaking the sleeping Robert, “‘wake up
... wake up . . . I've got something for you!” Bob roused
himself. “‘Hello, what’s up?”’ he asked, crawling half-way out
of his blankets. “‘Could you eat some Maconachie?”’ enquired
Henderson holding out two warm tins to the now fully-awake
Bob. ““‘Aye, that I could, Jim! I do love a bit o’ Maconachie!”
exclaimed Bob, reaching for his can-opener. And as Henderson
looked on in awe, the two tins of M. & V. disappeared down
Tillotson's appreciative throat, well earning for their consumer
the monicker of ‘“Maconachie Bob.”” Any man who could wake
up out of a sound sleep and eat two tins of M. & V. deserved
recognition.

Bailleul was a Mecca for everyone on pass. There could be
seen men of every rank in the Corps, and an afternoon in Bailleul
was considered something to look forward to and long remem-
ber. Of course, our officers had many excuses for their visits —
the mess caterer marketed there and a visit to the casualty clearing
station was always in order. Some of us, too, loved to sit and
meditate in the quaint old cathedral.

One morning Colonel Farmer was on his way to Bailleul
when, just north of Hyde Park Corner, the motor ambulance was
brought to a halt by a large tree which had fallen across the road-
way. The colonel, followed by Corporal Hutchinson and Andy
Parker, Motor Transport driver and orderly respectively, de-
scended from the car and walked over to the obstruction. There
they found about a dozen Imperial soldiers in charge of a cor-
poral, leisurely lopping off the smaller branches of the tree. That
traffic was being held up didn’t seem to bother the easy-going
Imperials. They were quite unconcerned about the long line of
vehicles already forming behind the barrier. Colonel Farmer
looked on for a minute or two, then he stepped forward. ‘‘Hut-
chinson! Parker! Damn it to hell! Show these blankety blanks
how to move this tree!”
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Hutch and Andy turned their car around, tied a tow-rope to
one end of the tree and swung it over far enough to permit
trafhic to pass. The colonel glared at the dumbfounded Imperials.
“We’ll never win this damned war with men like you. You'll
have to wake up or we'll be out here fifty years!”

Just before the Commanding Officer’s car reached Bailleul
some tractors approached, pulling two fifteen-inch howitzers.
The colonel ordered the car stopped and asked the tractor officer
where and when the guns were going into action. The informa-
tion he received pleased him immensely. He turned to the ambu-
lance driver with a smile. ““All right, Hutchinson — drive to the
Square. The war will soon be over now!” Truly was the Old
Man very mercurial in his temperament and reactions.

Mention of the Old Man'’s trip to Bailleul reminds us of an
earlier day when he was at Mont Noir. He climbed into an am-
bulance and in his best Parisian accent ordered the driver to drive
him to La Place, and to get there in a hurry. Away sped the car.
The driver turned to car orderly Bill Brown: “Where's La Place,
Billy? That's a new village to me!’ Billy scratched his head.
“Damned if [ know! Maybe it’s one of those little villages near
Ypres.”” On went the car, past La Clytee, Hallebast Corner and
Dickebusch. They were within a mile or so of Ypres when, from
inside the car, came a roar that made the engine seem quiet in
comparison. ‘‘Stop the car! Stop the car! Dammicall! Where in
hell do you think you're going?”’ The car stopped! “‘I'm taking
you where you ordered, Sir. La Place is near here somewhere.”
The colonel was purple with exasperation. ‘““Turn around and
drive back the way we've come,” he yelled. ‘I said La Place —
La Place — the Square in Bailleul! Didn’t you ever hear it called
La Place before?”

Those who remember the sort of temper the Old Man pos-
sessed can imagine the scene when one day Private Roen and
another lad carried a big dud air-bomb into the colonel’s La
Clytte billet. As soon as the Commanding Officer spotted the
dangerous missile he rushed for the door. “Get that damned
thing out of here. Hurry up, get it out, get it out, get it out,”” he
roared. The two lads took the bomb over to the bombing school
where it was discovered that the bomb’s detonating pin was
within one-hundredch part of an inch from the exploding point.
Roen was quite unconcerned about the danger involved — had,



86 “SUNNY” FRANCE

in fact, been experimenting on the dud with a wrench and a
screw-driver before he decided to turn it over to the colonel!

“Hicks of B. Section,” the Unit “Goat” e

Now that we've accounted for one well-known character, we
might as well explain the origin of another celebrity — the unit’s
most mysterious member — ‘‘Hicks of B. Section,” also some-
times known as ‘‘Ball Hyphen Hicks.”

In army life, as in civilian life, it is always handy to have
someone to blame for everything that goes wrong. For the first
year of the Fifth's existence the unit struggled along, somehow,
with no one to blame for all its woes, each man shouldering his
full share of responsibility for all that went amiss — which was
plenty! At La Clytte, however, we accidentally discovered one
on whom we could throw the onus of all our misdeeds, short-
comings and crimes — a sort of official ““goat.”” The discovery
came about as follows:

One morning, when Orderly Sergeant Smith was making his
rounds, he discovered in one of the huts a bed roll that was very
untidy. ‘““Whose blankets are those?”’ shouted Reggie, as soon as
he entered the door. ‘“Tell him they belong to Hicks,” whispered
Corporal John McRae to Bill Taylor, and Bill did as he was
prompted. ““What Section does this man Hicks belong to?" de-
manded the indignant staff-sergeant, taking out his notebook and
pencil. “B. Section!” replied Taylor. “‘All right, Private Taylor,”
announced Reggie, ‘‘Private Hicks will help you on sanitary
fatigue this morning,”” and away he went.

About an hour later the orderly sergeant returned to the hut
and found Taylor sitting unconcernedly on his blanket roll. “Why
aren’t those latrine buckets emptied, Private Taylor?” he de-
manded. Si Taylor’s face took on a very concerned look. “I'm
very sorry, staff,”” he confided, “‘but I couldn’t find Hicks, and it
takes two men to carry those buckets on a pole, you know, so |
just had to leave them where they were.”

Reggie was furious. “I'll find him,” he declared, and hurried
off to the sergeant-major’s billet, where he laid a charge of “‘being
absent without leave” against the missing Hicks. Jack Williams,
sensing that the lads were having some fun with Staff Smith,
agreed that the missing offender should be punished and he told
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the angry staff to puc Hicks under arrest as soon as possible.
Poor Reggie hunted for the man high and low and for two or
three days before he realized that there was no such person in
the Fifth.

One or two of the original officers knew about the Hicks gag,
but more than one new officer and noncom. had his ‘‘leg pulled”’
by the same stunt. And more than one guilty lad escaped punish-
ment by blaming his misdemeanor on ‘“‘Hicks of B. Section.”
From that time on, everything that went wrong was credited to
“Hicks,” and the Fifth had a ‘“‘goat’’ at last —a goat that
stayed with us until the end of the war and relieved us of con-
siderable just retribution — and contributed greatly to our merri-
ment. We should like to have a record of the number of times
new noncoms. and officers made out crime sheets against this
mythical culprit.

We well remember the time, later on in the war, when a
wounded man was carried into our dressing station, and one of
out officers who had been gulled by the ‘“‘Hicks’ joke, bent over
to read the wound tag. There was the wounded man’s name,
“Hicks!” The medical officer had a good laugh and explained
the joke to the wounded man. “Why you must be that fellow
‘Hicks’ we’ve been looking for all over France!” suggested the
doctor. “If you had done half the crimes credited to ‘Hicks of
B. Section’ you would be in a military prison, instead of on your
way home with a nice ‘blighty’.”

Jim Henderson was the original ““‘Hicks,"” but not the B. Sec-
tion character invented at La Clytte. In our old training-camp
days, Henderson and Bill Taylor used to put on a “rube’” act for
the amusement of the lads, and the fellows had nicknamed them
“Hicks” and ““Si" respectively. The names stuck to the pair of
them, but Henderson had gone to A. Section at Otterpool camp,
and that left room in B. Section for the introduction of the
“Hicks” which became so famous throughout the ranks of the
Fifth. As a matter of fact, one of our men afterwards matried
into a Hicks family.

Our First Real Taste of War e

The 29th day of December was one of our red-letter days.
Major Jones (posted as major, Christmas Day) had come over
from Mont Noir to pay A. Section, and had just nicely starced
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to hand out the long-awaited francs when Fritz began to shell
La Clytte. The first two or three shells fell in nearby fields but
the next one landed right into the centre of the village. The pay
parade was disbanded and the men rushed to their posts in the
dressing station.

Soon the little schoolhouse floors were covered with wounded
— civilians, 18th Battalion men, Princess Pats, and men from
other units. Our bearers went unhesitatingly into the shell-swept
streets and brought the wounded into the dressing station for
creatment. The noise and vibrations from the shell explosions
were terriffic and, added to this, were the shouts and cries of
flecing and wounded civilians.

The local Belgian curé helped bring in a ten-year-old Flemish
boy who had both legs and one arm fractured and half his
buttocks blown away. A minute later the curé was back, helping
our men to carry in the little lad’s uncle. The uncle died shortly
after admission and the boy the following day. Some of the men
may remember the poor boy’s grief over losing his watch.

Shells fell all around the school but didn’t hit it. Every window
in the village was blown out or shattered. One large shell landed
in a big coal pile just opposite the dressing station and soft coal
flew in every direction, but no other damage was done. After
about two hours the shelling ceased. Our little station was like a
shambles but, strange to say, not one Fifth man was hit.

There is no doubt that Fritz was trying to put out of action
the 15-inch naval gun and a battery of six-point-twos which had
been firing from the village. There used to be a lot of newspaper
talk about the enemy firing on our hospitals and dressing stations.
but hardly ever did we establish an aid-post or advanced dressing
station without someone setting up an artillery post, a supply
dump, or a machine-gun emplacement close to us. This hap-
pened so often it just couldn’t have been accidental.

An odd coincidence of the bombardment had to do with the
_building of the station morgue. Chief Engineer Jimmy Lickley,
assisted by Construction Expert Francesco Restivo, had barely
completed the mortuary when the shelling started. Within a few
minutes the morgue was filled to capacity.

It was about this time that the Fifth lost four of its Rah Rah
boys — Charlie Scott, Bill Scott, ‘“Red” Irvine and Walter
Barnes — who returned to Canada to complete their studies in
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1. La Clytte Church. Destroyed by Huns, 1918. 2. Mont Noir Windmill, near our Chateau billet.
3. Locre Church. Destroyed by Huns, 1918. 4. Mont-St.-Eloy Tower as it was before the war,
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medicine. Evidently the powers-that-were felt that many more
medical officers would be urgently needed before the war ended.

New Year’s Day came and went without much of importance
transpiring. The day was wet and windy but not cold. Up to
January 1st our unit had no casualties in its own ranks, excepting
Dyment, of course.

Shortly after the New Year, Padre Catlisle and Captain Elliotc
were reported missing. Rumor had it that they had been shot (or
was it half-shot?) in Armentieres. The rumor was merely half
correct, however, and only timely identification saved them from
ignominious deaths as spies, for they had been arrested as such by
the Imperial police when they were sight-seeing in the English
troops’ area. Thus was Joe Irwin robbed of promotion.

It is more than likely that for a few days the two caprains
were twitted about their visit to Armentieres. Whether Elliott
and Carlisle had met the city’s famous mademoiselle we never
learned, but it is a strange coincidence that just at that time we
firsc heard the rather bawdy song about Armentieres’ famous
lady. There was an ever-increasing number of verses to the song
and the further the ditty went the worse (or better!) it seemed to
get. Our soldier-minstrels vied with each other in composing
additions to this army classic. The thing was bellowed in every
estaminet and billet on the Western Front. Here are a few of the
verses we eventually knew — slightly censored, of course:

Mademoiselle from Armentiers, parley-voo.
Mademoiselle from Armentiers, parley-voo.
Mademoiselle from Armentiers,

She hasn'’t been kissed for forty years —
With her hinky pinky parley-voo.

O madame, have you a daughter fine, parley-voo?
O madame, have you a daughter fine, parley-voo?
O madame, have you a daughter fine

Fit for a soldier of the Line —

And his hinky pinky parley-voo?

O yes I have a daughter fine, parley-voo.
O yes I have a daughter fine, parley-voo.
O yes I have a daughter fine

Fit for a soldier of the Line,

And his hinky pinky parley-voo.
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O mademoiselle has eyes of brown, parley-voo.
Her golden hair is hanging down, parley-voo.
With her golden hair and her eyes of brown
She’s been kissed by all the troops in town —
And their hinRy pinky parley-voo.

The colonel called on Mademoiselle, parley-voo,
His carriage erect and his head as well, parley-voo.
The colonel called on Mademoiselle,

But she told him to go plump to hell —

With his hinky pinky parley-voo.

The padre called on Mademoiselle, parley-voo.
To save her from the flames of hell, parley-voo.
The padre called on Mademoiselle,

He started to preach but damn soon fell

For her hinky pinky parley-voo.

The Yanks are having a damned good time, parley-voo.
The Yanks are having a damned good time, parley-voo.
The Yanks are having a damned good time

Kissing the Waacs behind the Line

With their hinky pinky parley-voo.

It was about this time that the Fifth was becoming acquainted
with death as it used to strike at the Front. A few men had died
in our station at Dranoutre and many more passed out in our
ambulances and forward station while we were in La Clytte.
There we learned to throw off the morbidness which is usually
associated with the Grim Reaper during times of peace. Instinct
warned us that to dwell overmuch on the darker side of war led
to despair and defeat. Consequently, we almost subconsciously
turned our thoughts elsewhere—even when, later on, some of
our closest friends and comrades passed on.

[n this connection we recall that one night our officers were in
the middle of a game of bridge, with an infantry colonel as their
guest, when an orderly brought a despatch to that ofhicer. Hands
had been dealt and the game was in abeyance while the infantry
colonel read aloud the despatch, which informed him that his
regimental medical officer had just been killed up the Line. After
a moment’s silence, Colonel Farmer picked up his cards. “‘Poor
old George killed, eh! That'’s too damned bad!” he remarked.
“What’s crump?”’
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Our First Men Go On Leave s

On January 8th orders were received that leave was open —
two men a week and one officer every third week. This was good
news to those whose names fell within the first few letters of the
alphabet but not such great news to those down around the W’s,
However, away went the first lucky devils, while the rest of us
wondered if our turns would ever come.

Leave, especially in later days, used to come like a miracle.
To a man up the Line or about to go into a battle or closer danger
it was like a reprieve from the ever-present imminence of death.
It was like another life, almost — something he wouldn’t believe
and couldn’t conceive of until he was actually far away from the
theatre of war. And when he got back up the Line his recent
leave seemed like something he had dreamed — a few days lived
in an obsolescent world.

Colonel Farmer was first to go on leave from La Clytte and
when he returned we hardly recognized him. He came back
sporting a black-ribboned monocle, a goatee, and a completely
new uniform of decidedly English cut and texture. To see him
walking about the old schoolhouse dressing station was a sight
indeed. He would be screwing his mouth into all sorts of out-
landish shapes, in trying to hold the elusive monocle to his eye.
On his feet were a pair of great clattering Flemish sabots, and.
in the early morning or very late at night, he usually discarded
his uniform and donned a suit of vivid red pyjamas. Over these
he wore a bright crimson dressing-robe and the ensemble was
more terrifying than Fritz himself.

When the pompomming of anti-aircraft batteries announced
the overhead presence of enemy aircraft, the colonel would grab
a rifle and rush into the backyard court and blaze away merrily
at the high-flying Boche. How many rounds of futile “‘rapid-
fire’” he sent skywards Heaven only knows.

One day Colonel Farmer and some of our fellows were follow-
ing the movements of a British plane as it emerged from a battle
over the Line. The machine was obviously out of control as it
made its way erratically towards the rear. Suddenly, it went into
a sickening spiral dive. Colonel Farmer ordered an ambulance
and set out to where the machine had crashed. The dead pilot,
Caprain Saunders, M.C., a Britisher, was brought to the dressing
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station where it was found that a buller had penectrated his
abdomen. The colonel ordered a grave to be dug and the pilot’s
body was buried with due respect and full military honots in the
little cemetery behind the La Clytte church. A day or two later
Colonel Farmer received a severe dressing down from the R.A.F.,
for not consulting them about the place of burial. Eventually the
R.AF. removed the body to another burial ground. What the
Old Man said about unappreciative, snobbish ungratefulness
must be left to the reader’s imagination.

Some of the Fifth may remember that night in La Clytte when
three of our most exalted noncoms. visited the 19th Battalion
quartermaster — when it took the soberest one of them until
nearly dawn to guide the other two back across the water-filled
fields and ditches? They may, too, remember the hyena-like
laughter with which one of the three awakened almost every-
body in the area.

Orders were received about this time to paint on our ambu-
lances a unit identification mark. The colonel was wearing a
masonic ring when the order came in. He used the triple-taw
design the ring bore for the motif of the identification mark —
a sort of three-armed figure.

Late every night the colonel would make a final trip around
the dressing station wards, inspecting every case. He had a won-
derful way with a wounded man, and never was there a case of
severe suffering that didn’t receive merciful relief from pain
through the colonel’s miracle-working hands and sympathetic
ministrations. If cthere were a dozen groaning, cursing, stretcher-
cases when he entered a room, there were at least ten quietened
and sleeping patients before he left. At his orders this man’s lying
position would be altered; the bottom end of another man’s
stretcher would be raised; the knees of still another patient would
be elevated and a few sandbags tucked under them. He made a
close study of each individual case and, without morphine or
other sedative, soothed and comforted almost every badly-
wounded man with whom he came in contact.

The colonel loved to question every conscious wounded man
and ask about his battalion, home, relatives, etc., in such a way
as to win the love and confidence of the patient. He delighted to
find a man proud of whatever unit he happened to belong to.
One night we had a particularly severe case — an Irish-Canuck,
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if we remember correctly. Both legs and one arm were badly
shattered. ‘“What unit do you belong to?’’ asked the colonel.
“The Twenty-First — the best bloody battalion in the Line!”
proudly asserted the wounded man. ‘“That’s the spirit!”’ smiled
the Commanding Officer. ““You'll get better all right,”” he added,;
“but I'm afraid you'll lose one of those legs, my lad!” The
wounded man forced a painful grin. “Oh hell, that’s all right!”
he explained, “‘I'm going to run a poolroom back in Kingston,
but I'll sure be a damn funny-looking gink, hopping around
those tables on just one leg, eh?” It is doubtful, though, if with
all his courage, this lad pulled through.

It was in La Clytte that Privates Husband and Carruthers re-
galed the rest of A. Section with their tempestuous arguments
over Sam Hughes, .the Ross rifle, and politics in general. Cat-
ruthers had an exasperating habit of egging Hubby on and then
grinning at him. Never were they near each other without a
resumption of the argument; and never did the argument stop
for the day without Hubby telling his vis-a-vis that he was a
“dirty, lowdown, jeedee, Scotch, Presbyterian Grit’’— that being
Hubby'’s idea of the lowest thing in the world.

Dick Mitchell and Sam Baxter were another great pair who
philosophized long and earnestly in the old Nissen-hut biller. If
ever two soldiers loved each other, those two did. Both were
well-read, cultured and broadminded and either would have died
for the other — and almost any man in the unit would have just
about given his all to either one of them.

On February 1st, Captain Nicholson moved to La Clytte and
took charge of A. Section; Major Jones taking command of B.
Section, over at Godewaersvelde, where that Section had been
carrying on since the middle of December.

The “Good Old Days” at Godewaersvelde s

Godewaersvelde (we called it “God Wears Velvet!") was a
town of about two thousand population, back near Mont des
Cats.* There B. Section opened a rest station in an old jute mill.

*Prince Max of Hesse, the Kaiser’s cousin was killed and secretly buried at Mont
des Cats in 1914. The Kaiser tried to find out the locacion of Max’s grave but the
monks refused to divulge it until the war was over and Germany had done somethin
toward compensating the monastery for damage done by the Huns in their first ma§
tush to the Channel.
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Jute was piled high in the only rooms suitable for patients, and
to B. Section fell the delightful task of removing the stuff. It
was carried into the machine room and piled ceiling-high on top
of the machines.

A few days after this laborious work had been completed, the
mill-owner’s wife, accompanied by two very attractive daugh-
ters, appeared on the scene and requested that two especially
valuable machines be removed and taken to her home for safe-
keeping. B. Section thereupon commenced removing the jute in
an effort to locate the two wanted machines. Naturally, it wasn’c
until nearly all the jute had been cleared away that the machines
were found in the remotest corner of the room. Tired hands un-
bolted them from the floor. They were then hauled outside and,
once more, B. Section carried and piled the jute back into the
machine room.

Next morning there was considerable competition among the
boys to decide who should have the honor of cartying the
machines to the ownet’s home at the top of Mont des Cats.
Eventually Ben Case and Mike Bicknell were the ones chosen.

Those machines were heavy enough for four men but the two
Rah Rah lads decided that they alone would carry them and thus
have a delectable tete-a-tete with the mill-owner’s daughters.
It was, therefore, with eager expectancy that they shouldered one
of the machines and set out to deliver it. They could have taken
the two machines by car but this was a job they wanted to
last as long as possible.

When they arrived at the owner’s home they were given a
great welcome. The gitls received them with open arms and the
mother regaled them with wine, cakes and coffee. When Mike
and Ben finally left for their billets it was with the feeling that
they were making great headway with the impressionable young
ladies and the fond wish that there were twenty more machines
to be delivered instead of just one.

The next afternoon was rather warm as up the long steep hill
the two Sir Galahads bore the remaining machine. Their arms
ached and their backs bent under the increasingly heavy burden.
Perspiration seeped into their smarting eyes, but the memory of
the previous day’s welcome and the anticipation of an even
warmer reception spurted them on. Finally they reached the
ownet’s house and rested their machine before the front door.
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From inside the house came sounds of revelry. Music, laughter
and the shuffling of dancing feet could be heard through the
partly-opened windows. Their knocks on the house door were
finally answered. Qut came Yvonne, the girl who had taken
Mike's particular fancy, followed by a grinning crowd of French
friends. Holding her hand was a stalwart French corporal whom
she introduced as her husband! He had come home on leave the
day before and they had just that morning been married. It was a
wedding celebration that the arrival of our two Don Juans had
interrupted.

The girl’s mother brought the two dazed lads some wine with
which to toast the newlyweds, but Mike and Ben were too
chagrined to do the toast justice. After stammered adieus they
meandered back down the hill with a new understanding of
“Love’s Labor Lost’’ and a very strong suspicion that all women
were fickle.

If Mike was unlucky in love, there were many of the lads who
were more fortunate. John McRae and Bert Pearson were the
worst (or best!) heart-breakers. Redheaded Gabrielle, Marcha,
Rachel and Zenobie were wonderful girls —all of them. And
the girls in the white house on the Steenvoorde road weren’t hard
to look at, either! Our boys had a lot of good clean fun and the
mamselles received a lot of attention.

Long Jawn and Little Pickews

Piccadilly Bridges, because of his well-known French accent,
was official “interrupter” for the boys. Corporal McRae used him
as an intermediary when he went courting Gabrielle. If Pick
pressed McRae’s suit he did not neglect to press his own, and it
was rather laughable to see and hear the giant corporal and the
diminutive ex-signaller making their bids for the fluttering heart
of the gentle Gaby. And, to make the thing funnier — whenever
Pick and Mac weren't with the girl, another B. Section heart-
}Jrfgak?fr was on the job, and succeeded in starting in where they
eft off.

It was in this town that Doug. Cascaden was rather badly
burned in a cookhouse accident. When the medical officer asked
Cass the usual question, ‘“Where were you born, etc.,”” Doug,.,
regardless of his terrible suffering, didn’t forget his Irish origin.
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*“ "Twas at Legation, on Ballyshannon, County Donegal —'twas
years and years ago!" he added, with a wistful far-away look in
his eyes. Needless to add, Old Cass recovered. You just can’t kill
that kind of an Irishman.

Apropos of the questioning given a sick or wounded man it
must be mentioned that the patient was generally fed up and not
interested in statistics, particularly as to his religion. We remem-
ber one badly wounded fellow who, when asked about his re-
ligion, replied, ““Oh, put down any damned thing you're short
of """ He was put down as an Anglican. Headquarters demanded
complete information in every case so, rather than pester the
patients, our clerks oftentimes marked them “C. of E.,” and
hoped the classification wouldn't prejudice the patients’ chances
of salvation. No doubt, our army casualty records showed an
odd preponderance of C. of E. wounded. We knew, too, a couple
of Fifth men who used to change their religions (if any)! to suit
whatever parade promised the most liberty at the moment. Some
even declared themselves as atheists, to escape church parades.

All B. Section men will recall the many boxing bouts that
were put on about this time. Captain Elliott, Staff Patterson,
Staff Mott and Staff Alden used to put on the gloves and treat
the lads to many enjoyable exhibitions of the manly art. Every-
thing was hunky-dory in the fisticuff line until an Imperial ser-
geant-major arrived in town and a bout was arranged between
him and Frank Alden. Frank was lightweight champion of some
place or other “over 'ome’’ but after a short session with the
doughty sergeant-major Frank thought of many pleasanter ways
in which to spend an evening. The B. Section lads, though,
enjoyed this bout immensely.

B. Section had a busy time running the rest station for it was
always full of patients. In front of the station our men did a
24-hour armed guard. One day Carl English Hill was marching
up and down on his beat, red-cross brassard on one arm and a
rifle over the other, when along came a Welsh Guard regiment.
The colonel halted his battalion, came over to Carl and demanded
to know why a red-cross man was carrying a rifle. Private Hill
willingly explained. The dumbfounded Welshman then hurried
to the officer in charge of B. Section and ordered the immediate
removal of all rifles from the guard. And that was the end of our
ridiculous breaches of the Geneva conventions.
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Pete Wise Publishes a Newspaper s=e

At Godewaersvelde, Pete Wise produced the first numbers of
his “Weekly Eye-Opener,” a sixteen-page news-sheet written
entirely by hand and dedicated to the proposition that all men
were born equal — excepting noncoms. and officers, who were
works of the devil. A footnote to the first number informed us
that the paper was ‘“‘to be published every Saturday, at twelve
o’clock.” Pete asked for suggestions of suitable names for his
publication and the “Latrine Gazette” and “La Clycte Bladder”
. were suggested. Pete compromised by calling the paper “‘L’Echo
de Godewaersvelde.”” To every issue the men looked forward
with delightful anticipation; the officers and noncoms. with mis-
trust and dread, for the editor’s pen was often dipped in acid.
Following are some excerpts from various issues:

THINGS WE SEE AND HEAR

. The making of a hero: Veni, vidi, V.C.

Hurrah for President Wilson! He's all write.

Slackers who shunned the call will soon be called to “shun."

The Ford Peace Doves knew they played a losing game when
they lost that rubber at Kirkwall.

An “‘Ardent Patriot’” writes, complaining that the Cabinec
still contains a Foreign Minister.

WL

W

OUR 1916 ALMANAC

Feb. 1—Germany floats new war loan.

Feb. 12—Two men from the Fifth go on leave.

Feb. 28—Bread and potato riots in Berlin.

Mar. 1—Privace Windsor continues to draw his pay for ‘“‘working.”

Mar. 6—Hilaire Belloc proves that Germany has already lost twice her
entire male population.

Mar. 30—Two men of the Fifth go on leave.

Apr. 1—Kaiser announces that he will eat his Easter Egg in Casa Loma,
Toronto.

Apr. 15—Private Windsor resumes ‘‘work."’

May 1—Peace rumors are strong.

May 15—Henry Ford succeeds Carnegie as the world's adviser.

May 30—Two men from the Fifth go on leave.

June 15—Private Windsor still ‘‘working.”

June 20—Order of the “‘Laughing Hyena'’ conferred on Sergeant C——ps.

July 15—Privace Rosser takes commission in Boy Scouts.



98 “SUNNY"” FRANCE

Aug. 1—Private Windsor “‘resuming work.”
Aug. 15—Kaiser expects to eat Christmas Dinner in Buckingham palace.
Aug. 30— Two men from Fifth go on leave.
Sept. 9—Private Rosser resigns commission in Boy Scouts.
Sept. 15—Private Windsor still *working.”
Oct. 15—Chelsea pensioners ordered to re-enlist.
Oct. 30—Two men from Fifth go on leave.
Nov.15—Private Windsor has breakdown. Life pension mooted.
Nov.30—The remainder of the Fifth go on leave.
Dec. 1—Kaiser decides to eat Christmas dinner in Potsdam.
Dec. 22—Hilaire Belloc admits he estimated Germany’s army eight
million too many. i
Dec. 24—Kaiser fears he will eat Christmas dinner (if any) on St. Helena.
— Your Brother-in-the-Lord,
(Sep.) H. C. Wisg, Editor.

IMPORTANT NOTICES

There will be a mass meeting of the Ward Sweepers’ Union tomorrow
evening at eight.

If you can’t get a bath, just change the string of your identity disc.
[t is most refreshing.

The Ordetlies’ Christian Association will meet tomorrow night in the
Parish Hall. The Rev. R. J. Cooke will give an address. His Grace, Lord
Bishop Merridew will also speak.

Private R. Rucherford’s moustache was burned. What took nine months
to grow was destroyed in nine seconds.

Lance-Corporal Lumsden is taken on the staff — as official Eye Witness
and War Correspondent.

Pastor Cooke will lecture on the “‘Christian Example,” by special
request of Ben Case.

No dogs allowed in the hospital — especially if they are someone else’s
dogs. (Signed) B. Pearson.

ADVERTISEMENTS
L1 Frunc Sor, Hica Crass Launpry
This is not a dry-cleaning laundry, and if all clothes handed in to my
agents in quarter-stores are not accompanied by a drink, they will be
handed over to the incinerator detail for disposal.— L1 Frunc Sot, Prop.

THE WARTMAN SCHOOL OF SURGERY
I am willing to give lessons and train men in surgery practice. Only a

limited number can be accommodated. Apply immediately to
SerGeanT A. WarTMman, B.A.
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FOR SALE
A few good Studebakers; good cars — going down hill! Watch them
coming round the mountain (Mt. des Cats) every day. Come and inspect
them. Drivers will give them away at your own terms.

EARN BIG MONEY

Learn to be a cinema operator. I teach you how to handle the oil can,
take films from the box and fuss round in general.
— Frank G. Beattie (late Corporal),
rue Mont des Cats.

PARAGRAPHS

The only capital the Allies are in need of is Berlin,

We read of a “Typewriter Battalion.” Is Wilson mobilizing?

Who put the mess in Mesopotamia?

A bun-feed to be a success must be held with a bun dance.

N.C.0O.s — Not Conscientious Objectors.

The illness of the Austrian Emperor is causing grave anxiety flt is
feared he may recover.

The height of folly — a Zeppelin raid.

VERSE

There was a young fellow named Mike,
Up the hill to his girl he did hike —
On being rejected
He said "“I'm dejected —
A French guy’s wed the girl that I like!”

ANCASUALTEY:

No foe can affright us;
No strafing can blight us;
No racket excite us

A jot,
No bully-beef harm us
(It never could charm us

A lot).

Hun snipers amuse us,
And rarely ill-use us;
Their “wides” just induce us

To laugh.
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But Phyllis, lament us —
That pudding you sent us
Has jolly well rent us

In half!
— W.E.Q.

THE DAILY LIAR

From his home in Amsterdam,
Ananias
Sends to try us

Every day a telegram.

Monday's wire is full of pep —
Just to say,
Yesterday,

Someone wrecked a bloody Zepp.

Tuesday. Kaiser very ill.
Francis Jose
Hardly knows

If he'd rather cure or kill.

Wednesday's wire our senses jolts —
News from Denver
Says that Enver

Won't put up with Von der Goltz.

Thursday. Kaiser's quite restored,
Very perky,
Leaves for Turkey,
Francis Joseph very bored.

Friday. Comes the startling wire,
Straight from Wilkelm,
That some villain

Set the Vatican on fire.

Saturday. We hear from Rome
And Madrid.
Wire says: *‘No kid!
Winston is returning home.”
Sunday is a day of peace.

Ananias
Gives to guy us

Monday's lies — all fresh, from Greece.

e e - — . ————
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QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

Dear Editor, I am greatly troubled. My height is only five feet, three
inches. How can [ increase my height.— Yours truly, *‘Scotty.”

Answer : — Dear “Scotty,”’ take some exercise and don't lead the idle
and despised life of a batman.— Editor.

NOTICE AVIS
It must be distinctly understood that I am in no way responsible, nor
can any action for slander be brought against me, for statements or articles
not bearing my signature.— H. E. Wise.

* * * *

Only a few editions of the paper appeared. Pete didn’t get the
support and encouragement he deserved, and the conditions under
which the paper was published were not conducive to journalistic
longevity.

Sergeant Wartman was the genius behind most of the activi-
ties while B. Section was in Godewaersvelde. The officers very
wisely left everything to Ware and he never let them down. Of
course, Staff Alden was always available for assistance and ad-
vice. One day the staff asked Wartman to explain the purpose of
a newly-arrived ethyl-chloride syringe. Wart explained that it
was ‘‘a new invention to be used for the extraction of fish-bones
from the rear ends of Irishmen after Lent.”

More Queries o~

Do you remember the moving-picture machine we had at
Godewaersvelde, and how envious everyone was of the staff’s
ability to turn the crank and tangle the film — and how quickly
Andy unloaded those duties on someone else as soon as the
novelty wore off?

Remember that sign in an estaminet window, not far from
town: “FREE BEER TOMORROW'"?

Perhaps some of the lads may recall the dinner the fellows
billeted at Zenobie's put over around New Year’s — when a
roasted suckling pig was the piece de resistance, and Tom
Morgan piped a few tunes on his whistle; George Grindley
recited; and Red Sowden impersonated Slim Russell’s girl in a
“You Made Me What | Am Today" skit.

Some of our C. Section lads may recall the time that Willie
Hanney nearly blew up the Mont Noir chateau and himself along
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with it. Hanney was in charge of the establishment’s acetylene
lighting plant, and those who knew the apparatus will remember
what a cantankerous contraption it was. One day the tank sprang
a leak and when Willie lighted a match to search for the trouble
he found it instantly! There was an explosion that put the light-
ing equipment completely out of commission for a few days, and
brought immediate demands from the “‘testing’’ patients for ad-
ditional liquid stimulants.

On March 2nd, B. Section moved to La Clytte; A. went to
Mont Noir and C. to Godewaersvelde.

La Clytte is Shelled Again e

On March 7th La Clytte was again shelled. One shell burst in
the farrier’s shop, killed the horse being shod, and so badly
wounded Jack Barron, our farrier, he died shortly after being hit.
He was buried the following day, in Bailleul cemetery.

Just before the shelling started, a few B. Section lads had been
seated back of the dressing station, discussing the merits of vari-
ous types of army footwear. One fellow said that his favorites
were those long rubber hip-boots which the Salient mud and
water made so desirable. Another man voiced his preference for
those knee-high laced boots, such as worn by officers, batmen
and transport men. It was at this moment that the first shells
landed and, being free from duty, the gang beat it away into the
open fields. As soon as they recovered their breath, Scotch Gordon
informed his companions in no uncertain manner that they could
have all the hip-boots and knee-high footwear they liked but
that right then what he desired most was a pair of blankety-
blank running shoes!

Baldy Rutherford was one of this same party and, as they ran
into the field, a chunk of shrapnel ripped a hole in the back of
Baldy’s rain cape. For a long time thereafter he was not per-
mitted to forget that he had been hit in the rear at the Front —
and that a hit in the back required much explanation.

Billy Sellen was badly shellshocked this same day. Billy was in
between two exploding shells and the concussions affected his
eyesight. He was evacuated to England shortly after.

One lingering memory of our stay in La Clytte is of Caprain
Silcox’s procedure whenever a sick man was brought into the
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schoolhouse for treatment. The captain would stand with his
hands clasped behind his back, and, regardless of whether the
man was supposed to have pneumonia, or influenza or some
other sickness, he would silently gaze at the patient for a minute
or two. “All right,” he would then order, “let down your pants
and show me your tongue.”” As the surprised patient did so, Cap-
tain Silcox’s next remark was, ‘‘How long is it since you were
with a woman?"”” The poor ailing men became so flustered it was
all too often that they blurted out the enlightening truth. The
captain’s face would then relax and he would prescribe the
necessary treatments.

We must here record that when La Clytte received the heavy
shelling of December 29th, Captain Silcox was in charge of the
schoolhouse and acquitted himself wonderfully well during the
whole affair. He was cool and resourceful under fire and, along
with Captain Burgess, did some remarkably fine work over the
wounded. Eventually Silcox was given charge of Advanced
Medical Stores and was separated from our unit.

La Clytte was again shelled on March 14th. None of our men
was hit, but that same evening Corporal Udell was badly shell-
shocked — and thereby hangs a tale. Just about twilight, some
long-range guns were shelling, over towards Kemmel Hill. The
shells were landing harmlessly in the long valley south of La
Clytte, and at considerable distance from the village. A number
of Fifth men were out back of the schoolhouse, listening to the
approaching shrieks of the shells and watching their ground-
blasting bursts in the distance. The giant corporal, who had been
in the pack-stores when the farriet’s shop had been hit one week
before, was seen crouching behind the wooden schoolhouse latrine.
One of the boys got an infantry entrenching tool and, just as one
shell reached the zenith of its shrieking arc, our practical joke-
smith hit the boards near Udell’s head a resounding whack. Out
tore the corporal, his blond pompadour erect with terror. He
dived into the dugout at the front of the schoolhouse and there-
after (if not before) was a total loss to the Fifth. He was evacu-
ated ‘‘shell-shocked” the following morning.

We Move to Remy Siding and G.15 e

On March 23rd the whole unic moved. A. and B. Sections
went to Remy Siding, in charge of Major Jones and Captains
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Nicholson, Barton, Kenney and Jenkins. C. Section went to
G.15, in charge of Colonel Farmer, Major Philp and Caprains
Turner, Newton, Burgess, Kelly, Lough and Clarke. The Motor
Transport and Horse Transport also located at G.15, which was
merely a map location between Busseboom and Poperinghe.

At Remy Siding we took over a field hospital from the 73rd
Imperial Field Ambulance. Here in a large muddy field were five
immense huts, connected to each other by duckboards. The Fifth
men billeted in the farm barns.

The first day we were at this place the 73rd colonel severely
reprimanded Sergeant Irwin for spitting in the farm cesspool! He
must have thought Sharkey had galloping halitosis — or some-
thing. The same Prussian-like Imperial officer also bawled out
many of our lads for not having their brass buttons polished to
the brightness of those of his own men, and for failing to salute
with the promptness and deference to which he had been accus-
tomed by the Imperials. Once again we thanked our lucky stars
that we were in the Canadian army and not in his. We often
called our own army “Coxey’s Army,” but were mighty glad
that we were in it and in no other on occasions like this.

Across the road from our camp there were two casualty clear-
ing stations and, throughout our stay in the Salient, many of the
wounded were brought to these stations for treatment.*

Perhaps You Can Answer These! oxs

Were you one of the fellows who stuffed absorbent cotton into
Major Jones’ stethoscope just before he went the rounds of the
sick wards one morning?

Did you parade to the Commanding Officer and complain
that the staff-sergeant had more personal cooks, batmen and
billet orderlies than there were men looking after over two
hundred patients? And do you remember the cleanout that fol-
lowed, and how some of the staff’s pets had to do real work for
the first time in their army lives?

How many times did you visit that house almost directly
opposite the Remy Siding gate — for coffee, eggs and chips,
etc., avec?

*Not far from where the two clearing stations then stood there is now located che

second largest British cemetery in Belgium—Lijssenthoek Cemetery. Sad evidence of
the greac number of men who died in this region.
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3. B. Section wears new Oliver Equipment, Godewaersvelde.

3
8
°
£
A
e
&
3
T
k]
€
o
-
«
<
Y
8
I3
&
a
A
<
K
v
<
g
=
=
2
&
<
v
2z
S
T
-




Bedford House — often called the ‘“Bird Cage.”” Before we left the Salient little remained of the upper portion. (Sketch by Harold F. Brett, 4th Field Ambulance).
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Were you there the day Restivo became fed up with his sani-
tary fatigue work and requested Sergeant-Major Williams to put
him on some other duty? ‘‘Please-a, sarja-maij.,”’ pleaded the
disgusted Italian, “‘put someone else-a for do dees-a job. I get
too much-a deeg-a de grave, fix-a de wash-a-base and run de in-
cinerate. All-a time dump-a latrine buckets no good! — Phew!”
Poor Restivo held his nostrils between his thumb and forefinger
and rolled his eyes in eloquent pantomime. Jack Williams, if he
couldn’t catch all the words, was convinced by Francesco’s gesti-
culatory illustrations that Restivo deserved a change of duties.

Perhaps you remember the broad-hipped Flemish lass who
used to come to our G.15 camp for garbage. She carried over
her ample shoulders one of those heavy hand-hewn yokes from
which dangled the usual buckets. One day when she had her head
and shoulders down in the swill barrel Jack Gilpin sneaked up
behind her and tipped her up into the barrel. She was quite a
sight, what with her broad expanse of red drawers, her violently
kicking legs and her waving sabots — and more of a sight when
she extricated herself.

The sequel was that her father came roaring vengeance a few
minutes later, carrying a wicked looking sickle. Cook Gilpin
armed himself with a meat cleaver and at about sixty paces from
each other they threatened murder — the farmer in guttural
Flemish and Gilpin in nasal cockney. Jack Williams appeared on
the scene and succeeded in getting rid of the excited Flamand,
promising him that Gilpin would be fittingly punished. That
evening some of the lads visited the farmer and in eloquent
pantomime explained that Gilpin had been lined up before a
firing squad and shot. The father and daughter were so delighted
they supplied free beer to the artful tale-bearers.

Were you at Remy Siding the day one of the lads came into
the dining hut with a bulging mail-bag, and instead of giving
out the mail as was his usual custom, calmly sat down and began
his dinner? Corporal Morgan decided that the fellows should not
be kept waiting for their mail, so he grabbed the bag and pro-
ceeded to hand out its contents — and discovered that the bag
contained only imitation mail and that the day being April
First, some of the lads had successfully pulled his leg.

Remember that house with a large shining ball in the window
— and the mouthy old dame who waited on customers?
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At G.15, C. Section ran a main dressing station in some
Nissen huts. The men occupied one hut and a number of bell
tents. The Horse Transport lines were well sheltered by galvan-
ized wind-breaks, while bricks and tile from ruined Ypres made
an excellent flooring for horses and wagons. To G.15 we
brought casualties from the old Brasserie, Ypres Asylum, Qudet-
dom, Spoilbank, Maple Copse, Dickebusch, and other advanced
stations and regimental aid-posts, as they were successively estab-
lished by us during the next few hectic weeks.

Tiny Ineson Holds the Bridge s

At the Spoilbank post was where Tiny Ineson got his first big
thrill. Just to the left of the dugouts there was a narrow bridge
crossing the canal, and beside the bridge was a sign ‘‘Be Careful.
This Bridge Under Enemy Observation.”” One evening, just as it
was getting dark, our party was making its way across the bridge.
All had crossed but the rotund sergeant. He was just about the
centre of the bridge when ‘‘rat-a-tat-tat,”’ a machine-gun went
into action. Tiny flattened himself, stomach down, against the
bridge floor, his face buried into the muddy planks and his bulky
body blocking the bridge. About a half-minute went by. Loud
carefree whistling was heard and an infantryman approached and
started across the bridge. Coming upon Tiny’s body he was about
to step over what he thought was a corpse when he noticed a
slight movement. He kneeled down and rolled Tiny over.
“What’s the matter, chum? Are you pretty badly hit?"’ he en-
quired. “‘Not yet!” whispered Ineson, ‘“Get down, man, get
down! Don’t you hear that machine-gun?”’ Tiny added. “Sure
I hear it,” laughed the lighthearted rifleman, “‘that’s one of
ours!” The Front Line was 1,500 yards away.

Colonel Farmer happened to be in Dickebusch during a very
heavy shelling. A five-point-nine shell landed in a nearby latrine,
nearly smothering the colonel with its odoriferous contents. His
much-disgusted horse carried him back to Headquarters and for
a long time he had to put up with many sly digs about the rotten
time he spent in the Dickebusch mess one offal day in Spring.

On March 25th we cleared sixty wounded from the Maple
Copse post alone. Two days later the Imperials blew a mine at
St. Eloi and from then until we pulled out of this area we had
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all the wounded and sick we could handle. Night after night all
our ambulances came back crowded. The three Canadian Divi-
sions were now together for the first time and our Maple Copse
post was terribly busy. To make matters worse, Fritz shelled
daily all the routes along which wounded could be carried back.
Dickebusch, Vlamertinghe, Ouderdom, La Clytte —all were
heavily shelled by day and bombed by night. Poperinghe was
the target for high-calibred long-range guns and many civilian
and army casualties came from that city. At night G.15 was
bombed, for here, too, some master minds ran up a big railway
naval gun and Fritz searched for it very diligently.

It was about this time that Billy Brown and some of his pals
stole a case of rum from the 2nd Pioneers, near the Brasserie.
Jack Shepherd, Tommy Cunningham and a few other Motor
Transport fellows were relieved of their duties at the Dickebusch
milkery for the ensuing forty-eight hours.

The Scrap at St. Eloisws

From the night on which the Imperials blew the mine at St.
Eloi the Second Division was involved in a series of operations
long drawn out and extremely costly in casualties. The whole
St. Eloi scrap was fought on a front of not more than one thou-
sand yards; on ground that had been blasted beyond description
by mines, bomES, minnenwerfer and high-explosive shells; and
churned by continuous rains into a deep morass of stinking,
brown, muddy bacter. High ground was flattened out and the
valleys blown high, until the territory bore no resemblance to its
former condition. All was mud, corruption and debris.

Every shell-hole and crater was a fetid pool. Prevailing mists
and rain hid landmarks from view, or revealed them so distorted,
location identification was well nigh impossible.

Seven craters on top of the St. Eloi mound were the centre of
almost endless attacks and counter attacks. Fogs and storms pre-
vented accurate observation and, at times, it was not known
which craters were held by us and which by the enemy. One
writer (Aitken) has summed up the affair as follows: ‘“The story
of che craters is like that of most of the St. Eloi battle — one of
misfortune for the Second Division. But it is not one of blame.
The successive regiments who held the outposts were, from the
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very outset, at a great disadvantage, compared with their ene-
mies. They were not, and could not be, properly supported by
their gunners, while the enemy’s artillery was pounding them
to pieces.”’

On April 6¢h all our motor and horse ambulances and most of
our bearers were sent, in charge of Major Philp, up to Maple
Copse, to help the Sixth Field Ambulance who were already in
that part of the Line. The Imperials had recently moved out and
the Canadians now held the whole Ypres Salient.

It was while clearing the wounded from Maple Copse that
first night that one of our men remarked that the woods was
full of bees, buzzing around overhead. His pal, Jimmy Shotrocks,
answered, ‘‘Aye, lad, an’ if one of them bees stings you we’ll
blewdy well have to carry you out, too, so keep your blinkin’
head down, thou long goormless booger, thou!”’

On April 14th, A. and B. Sections were relieved by the Ninth
Field Ambulance, Third Canadian Division, and moved to Ren-
inghelst (Pop. 2,500), where they were followed next day by
C. Section. By this time we considered ourselves veterans and it
pleased some of us to tell the new arrivals what warfare really
meant! All leave was now called off, so we expected trouble.
Many of our men were at this time posted to other duties. Several
went for commissions, and some transferred to other units.

Staff Patterson applied for a commission and was sent up the
Line with the 28th Battalion, for a month’s training. Pat spent
a few nights out in No-Man’s-Land with wiring and working par-
ties and then decided that prudence was the better part of valor.
Much to the amusement of all the lads, Pat returned to the Fifth
shortly after. After all, he had applied for a commission as
quartermaster in a field ambulance and they had not done right
by our Andy in putting him out in No-Man's-Land. The ob-
servant Pat knew that quartermasters never went such places, so
who can blame him for objecting to such a glaring breach of
military practice and tradition?

Jack Lumsden went to the Y.M.C.A., attached to the Fourth
Artillery Brigade; Bob Hare to the 28th Battalion; Dick Mitchell
and Slim Russell to the newly-formed Machine Gun Company;
Jim Henderson, Patsy Sargeant and Sammy Jacobs to Leather’s
Trench Mortar Battery; Fred Noyes and Garnet Noble to the
Corps Water Patrol; Staff Truswell to the 18th Manchesters;
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Irv. Dyment to the 18th Battalion; Staff Mott to the Irish
Fusiliers and later to the Air Force; Carl Hill to the 24ch Bat-
talion; Baldy Rutherford to the 27th Batralion; George and
Ronny Brookes to the Air Force; Harry Lang to the Imperials
and Ernie Gilmer to the Royal Irish Fusiliers. Staff Mott had
always had a desire to be an aviator and, on his very first flight
over the Line, he was shot down and killed. As a matter of
record, a glance at the nominal roll at the back of this book will
show how many of those who transferred to other units were
killed or wounded.

When he heard that one of the fellows was leaving for a com-
mission, Staff Smith came to say goodbye. “Well, my friend, I
understand that you are about to take a commission. 1 hope you
will — I know you will — in fact, [ am positively sure you will
— prove to be a better officer than ninety-nine per cent. of the
damned non-competent arrogant sons of b s who call them-
selves officers around here!”’

Some of the Motor Transport lads may remember the steam-
roller that marked one of the turns on the route to Busseboom.
At night our drivers depended on this and similar landmarks.
One inky black night Ernie Smith got lost and when he reached
G.15, hours later, he explained that ‘“Somebody moved the
steam-roller — it was there last night!”’

La Clytte, Dickebusch, Vlamertinghe and Hallebast were now
being systematically flattened by enemy shell-fire. Jack Lumsden
was killed in Dickebusch on May 9th, a shell making a direct
hit on the house where Jack was on duty. On May 11th he was
buried in Reninghelst cemetery, six of his closest chums, Ruther-
ford, Hill, Hare, Hooper, Bicknell and Noble acting as pall-
bearers. When it came time for Colonel Farmer to say a few
words at Jack’s graveside, the Old Man was so overcome he
could not utter one word. He simply stood with bowed head
and with tears streaming down his cheeks.

[t was in the schoolhouse billet at Reninghelst that Orderly
Sergeant Charlie Camps “‘pulled a fast one”” on the sergeant-
majors and several of the senior noncoms. One night the non-
coms. put on one of their real old-time card parties. Everything
went off so well it was long past midnight before the party broke
up and the noncoms. made their way to their sleeping quarters.
Staft Alden was first to reach the room which served as noncoms.’
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boudoir, and he tiptoed to his bunk in order not to awaken the
few non-roistering noncoms. who were already asleep. Just as
Alden was about to disrobe, Sergeant Camps wakened and in a
very sleepy sort of voice enquired the time. Alden told him che
hour and with a pleasantly yawned ‘‘Goodnight, Frank,” Camps
turned over and apparently dropped off to sleep.

Next morning the two sergeant-majors and about a dozen
sergeants were hailed before the colonel, charged with being
absent from their proper billets and with failure to obey the order
of *‘Lights Out.” Colonel Farmer had no option in the matter,
for the exact time had been vouched for by Alden himself. All
the culprits were found guilty and given reprimands. The shrewd
and conscientious Charlie, however, did not get off scot-free. The
Commanding Officer gave him a very pointed lecture on diplo-
macy — and he was somewhat ostracised for a few days by his
indignant fellow noncoms.

Shepherd and the Colonel’s Monocle s

Our colonel’s monocle was the indirect cause of Jack Shep-
herd’s lapse into crime while we were in Reninghelst. Shep was
under arrest for some trivial offence and, when he came before
Colonel Farmer for trial, the colonel treated the matter very
lightly and, no doubt, was about to dismiss the case. Unfortu-
nately, for Shepherd, the Old Man chose that particular moment
in which to adjust the monocle in his much-inflamed eye. The
sight of him, screwing his 