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Foreword

FOREWORD
my great privilege to introduce to the public the history of
I Ttheis48th
Highlanders of Canada which has been so ably compiled
by Mr. Kim Beattie, who has written in plain language a faithful
record of the Regiment since it was organized in the Canadian
Militia in 1891.
In the Great War, 19141918, three Battalions, the 15th, 92nd
and 134th, were dispatched overseas; but it is the 15th Battalion
that served in France that I refer to now. As Brigadier of the 3rd
Canadian Infantry Brigade of which the 15th formed part, two
pictures will remain in my memory for all time; ﬁrst in 1914 when
the Battalion, up to war strength, joined the Brigade at Valcartier;
secondly at Ypres in April, 1915, when barely a handful of all ranks
marched out of the line where they had been so cruelly subjected
to gas attack and devastating gun ﬁre. As your Brigadier in 1914
and 1915 I can truthfully say no more gallant battalion served in
the Canadian Corps, always ready to carry on and faithfully
perform any duty assigned to them.
From the early days to the end of the war I followed your
record of heroic achievement in the ﬁeld and of tasks well done with
pride and affection. The author had to restrict his work to authen
ticated events, but in addition there are also the great number of
unrecorded acts of heroism by individuals who did not live to tell
their tale.
It is a history of four years of strenuous service of men who did
their duty and are ready to do it again, and will be read with much
interest by all those associated with the Regiment.
R. E. W. TURNER,
Lt.General.
TORONTO, 22nd April, 1932.
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Preface

PREFACE
a man joins the army he submerges himself, if he is a
W HEN
good soldier, and becomes but an individual of a single,
great,
collective
personality—his
Regiment.
What
recruit
but can recall the sudden and uncomfortable curing of his conceits
as he was whipped into the teamwork of the army by some acid
tongued instructor enquiring with withering sarcasm: “Now, who
told YOU to think?”
Thus early, on some forgotten drill ground, he found the wisdom
in concerted action, realized the value of instantaneous discipline
and came to know that his Regiment (the ﬁnest in the forces) was
allimportant, and set about revising that previous, private opinion
he had held as to his own individual worth in the world. So,
mindful of that stentorian voice and those harsh but effective
teachings which the writer experienced in the Regiment, this story
of the 48th Highlanders of Canada does not seek to exalt any
individual but strives only to tell of one proud personality garbed
in a Davidson kilt.
Were this not sufficient reason, there is the fact that countless
volumes such as this would fail to list every individual heroism or
do justice to every man of the Regiment who is worthy, and more
than worthy, of high place in the annals of arms. Where one
gallant name or glorious deed is mentioned, a score are necessarily
and unfortunately omitted. Neither is it possible to record every
man who came, stayed a little while, till death, wounds or sickness
ended his days on the line; nor those stalwarts who contrived to
live long, through the miracles of strife, until the drumming of guns
became, at last, their valedictory.
The work is based on the documents and records available, and
the memories of men. The Regimental Diary, stilted, concise and
necessarily incomplete, a few personal diaries, and the Regimental
Orders, served to provide an outline of dates, places, movements
of the Regiment, and the more serious happenings to its individuals.
But men’s memories had to supply the material to portray some
thing of the life of the Davidson tartan in that vast, conglomerate
vii

muster of the Empire’s forces in war, and amongst the units of the
Canadian Militia in peace. Men’s recollections alone made it
possible to recount deeds of individuals and of actions in bulk which
give this all too inadequate glimpse of how the 48th Highlanders
of Canada lived, laughed, suffered and fought, and, ofttimes, died.
But time plays strange tricks. Men, looking back and through
their civilian years, found that incidents they had thought etched
on their minds forever, came back vaguely, distorted, and differ
ently to them than to any other. No two men recalled things
exactly the same; and small wonder, for seldom things were seen
the same, as all old soldiers know. Battalions in attack knew little
of what went on beyond their own boundaries and the limit of the
individual’s vision was often but a few yards. Now and then there
were stark impressions—little things burned deep where all else was
welter. A comrade twisting, shattered and broken, to the shell
spouting earth, was often the one indelible and clear memory of a
battle that changed history. Deadcluttered gully and pummelled
ridge, trench angle and road direction, night routes and uptheline
trenchways, were clouded in the roar and stress and chaos. So the
author sorted and discarded from the narratives conjured up for
him from the fogs of battle and here are set down those truths and
neartruths that could be sifted from the jumbled whole.
The author wishes to express his appreciation of the individual
aid given by many officers, noncommissioned officers and men,
familiar with the life of the Regiment at various periods, from its
ﬁrst parades in 1891 to the autumn of 1928, the period of its history
which this volume covers. They furnished many written reports
and personal diaries and were ever eager to give their time that
information might be collected and recorded. The cooperation of
the Regimental History Committee, and of the Historical Section,
Department of National Defence, was of immense worth, and
without their combined aid this work could not have been
completed.

—KIM BEATTIE.
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Ch I. Birth and Growth

CHAPTER I.

BIRTH AND GROWTH
“It takes a deal of time, money and blood to make a regiment.”

the annals of arms, there is no place where the truth in these
I Nwords
of Kipling is so plain, as when come upon running through
the story of a unit of nonpermanent militia. In such a corps,
time and money must be spent without stinting, if it is to thrive
and grow strong, and prepare for the day of the spending of its
blood. Perhaps some vision of glorious destiny persisted in the
minds of the patriotic officers and gentlemen who conceived the
fortunate idea of forming the 48th Highlanders of Canada in the
“Eighties.” Whether or not this is so, it is a proud fact in militia
history that time and money were given with lavish generosity,
while the 48th Highlanders was born, and then slowly welded into
a regiment which acquired that intangible necessity, esprit de corps,
long before the day when its blood was to be offered in the welter of war.
From the ranks of Highland regiments serving in the early
history of the British on this Continent, Canada drew many staunch
men who settled into lives of farm and commerce. The Canadian
Militia owes these hardy Scots, of intense patriotism and sentiment,
a great debt. Always they turned their military knowledge to the
advantage of Canada. Ever, such men and their sons supported
the militia, and to them must go much credit for the formation of
the Regiment. It is notable that the first regiment formed under
the Militia Act of 1859, was the Highland Company of Montreal.
Three years before this the Toronto Company of Highland Riﬂes,
attached to the Queen’s Own Riﬂes of Canada, had been formed,
but in 1868 the Company was disbanded when the Government
refused the additional allowance necessary for the kilt.
For twentythree years thereafter, Toronto was without a kilted
corps, but the love of the Scot for his traditional dress and the
ﬁghting song of his pipes was strong. Members of the disbanded
Highland Company of the Queen’s Own had been chieﬂy respon
sible for the formation of the Caledonian Society, which took unto
itself both Highlander and Lowlander. These same men were the
most enthusiastic and generous donors towards the organization
of the 48th Highlanders. When the idea was first broached, interest
was aided by the presence in Montreal of the 5th Royal Scots.
1
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The visit of this regiment to Toronto in 1884 kindled the ﬁre and
that year formation of a regiment to wear bonnet and kilt was
discussed at a meeting of the Toronto Gaelic Society. The Sons of
Scotland a few years later made a proposal to form a Highland
regiment but sufficient support was again lacking. The plan lay
dormant, then, for some years.
Early in 1891, however, Capt. Wilbur Henderson and Alexander
Fraser, still determined to form a Highland corps, called a meeting
of Scotsmen which took place in Temperance Hall, gathering place
of Burns’ Camp, Sons of Scotland. A provisional roll was started
and James Henderson was the first to sign, followed by ﬁfteen others.
Capt. Henderson had charge of the roll and Mr. D. M. Robertson
acted as secretary of the meeting. Events moved swiftly after this
first nominal roll of the Regiment was compiled. The Gaelic
Society decided to cooperate and a meeting was held on May 31st
at the residence of William Innes MacKenzie. A quick echo of
this was the dispatch of invitations to the St. Andrew’s, the Cale
donian and the Sons of Scotland Societies to meet with the Gaelic
Society at Oakville. They came together on June 27th, and three
days later a second meeting was held in the Queen’s Hotel, Toronto.
These meetings proved to be the great step in bringing about the
formation of the Regiment and from now on the movement was
carried forward vigourously. At this last allimportant gathering
of officers of the principal Scottish Societies, were Dr. Daniel Clark,
Dr. James Thorburn and George Kennedy from the St. Andrew’s
Society; Robt. Swan and William Adamson from the Caledonian
Society; William Innes MacKenzie, John Cattanach MacMillan,
Donald M. Robertson, David Spence and Alexander Fraser from
the Gaelic Society; J. M. Wingﬁeld, J.P., from the Sons of Scotland
and Hugh Miller, J.P., Wilbur Henderson, Kenneth Miller and
Geo. MacKenzie, all ardent supporters of the movement. Many
Warnings were received that the expenditures necessary would
prove too great but the cautionings only caused these determined
Scotsmen to lay plans on a more generous basis.
On July 3rd, the formation had reached the stage where the
question of who should be offered the command was discussed.
It was offered to Capt. John Irvine Davidson and he accepted on
July 6th. Before this, although authorization had not been granted,
and it was always understood that there would be difficulty in
obtaining it, a little body of uniformless men began drilling to the
stentorian commands of a ﬁercelymoustached instructor. He was
Capt. Wilbur Henderson, a man of boundless energy, whose pertin
acity had aided greatly the carrying on of the movement and in
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preventing the dropping of the project as difﬁculties, which seemed
insurmountable, were met. Here, then, were the ﬁrst parades of
the Regiment. Here, too, is the man to whom, more than any
other individual, the 48th Highlanders of Canada owe their
existence. Wilbur Henderson, D. M. Robertson and Alexander
Fraser are the most outstanding ﬁgures behind the days of origina
tion. Henderson was a Captain in the Whitby Regiment but was
living in Toronto. In the old Bailey Hall on Huron Street, which
be rented at his own expense, he drilled a nameless body of men
that grew to 250, and, always, in the background of his mind and
his ambition, was a kilted corps. Fraser, although never an officer
in the Regiment, took a leading part on the Citizens’ Committee,
and by reason of his genial personality and wide acquaintance and
inﬂuence with Torontonians of Scottish ancestry, was able to
guide progress through the formative stages, and afterwards, in the
raising of funds. Robertson, a Highlander and a native of Glen
garry, was a mighty aid from the first suggestion of the formation
of the unit and for decades after it was accomplished.
The 48th Highlanders were almost in being, but the Govern
ment balked at the proposal on the ground of expense. D. M.
Robertson and Alexander Fraser formed the first deputation to
ask for a Charter on July 10th. They failed. Undeterred, a depu
tation was suggested and help was obtained from many of the
members of both Senate and House. The Government wrote
warning that they could give no encouragement, but by this time the
press was adding its weight in favour of the determined Scotsmen
and Mayor Clarke and Alderman Saunders of Toronto accom
panied the second deputation to Ottawa. They were successful
and Sir Adolphe Caron, Minister of Militia, at once gave formal
approval. It was done. The 48th Highlanders of Canada had
only to be christened and choose its tartan.
The work of the committees appointed to complete the formation
now began in earnest. The Regimental Committee was composed
of Capt. John I. Davidson, J. A. Currie, Alexander Fraser, A. M.
Cosby, Thos. McCracken, Paul Campbell, Dr. W. T. Stuart,
D. M. Robertson, Wm. Adamson and Dr. Geo. Kennedy, with
Frederick Wyld as Chairman. At an historic meeting held on
August 11th, 1891, the tartan, the crest and the motto were decided
upon. Alexander Fraser submitted six tartans—the Gordon,
Cameron, MacKenzie, Davidson, MacDonald and Hunting Stuart.
Dr. Geo. Kennedy moved and J. A. Currie seconded, that the
Davidson be chosen in honour of the first commander. It was
unanimous. Mr. Fraser then moved that the motto “Dileas Gu

First Officer Corps
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Brath" be chosen and that a falcon’s head (part of the Davidson
crest) be the regimental crest. This was also adopted. The
“Queen’s Highlanders” was chosen as a name but the Militia
Department would not grant this, and, in the end, the number
“48” with the word “Highlanders” added, was adopted. No
Highland regiment bore this number. Hielan’ Laddie became the
Regimental march which was to echo from 48th pipes on the French
pavé, the Belgian cobble and the roads of Germany years later.
Gifts of money were generous and subscriptions to the regimental
fund came from several societies and in smaller donations from
patriotic citizens, all testifying to the popularity with which the
movement was viewed by Toronto Scotsmen. The Regiment was
gazetted on the 16th of October, 1891, and Capt. Davidson’s
appointment as LieutenantColonel was gazetted (prov.) on
November 20th. The numbers grew and in the latter part of
October, Capt. J. C. MacDougall of the Royal School of Infantry.
took over the duties of instructor. Lt.Col. Otter, D.A.G., swore
in the men on the 22nd of October, 1891. The oath to Her Majesty
was taken on the Gaelic Bible by 152 men and the 48th Highlanders
took up quarters in the abandoned Upper Canada College building
at the corner of Simcoe and King Streets. Here it lived until 1894.
The first strength of the Regiment was returned on May 27th, 1892.
It had grown to 350 during the winter.
By this first spring, uniforms had arrived from Scotland. They
were modelled on that of the Gordon Highlanders. The Regiment,
now in full activity, had as its first officers:
HEADQUARTERS

Lt.Col. Commanding: John Irvine Davidson.
Majors: Alfred Morgan Cosby, William Campbell Macdonald.
Surgeon: William Theophilus Stuart, M.D.
Asst. Surgeon: Alexander Anthony Dane, M.D.
Chaplain: The Rev. Daniel James MacDonnell, B.D.
Adjutants (Acting): Capt. C. J. MacDougall, Capt. Walter
MacDonald.

Quartermaster:

James Adams.
COMPANY OFFICERS
Captains:
Donald Murdoch Robertson, Dugald MacGillivray,
Wilbur Henderson (Capt. and Bt. Major), William Hendrie,
Jr., John Allister Currie, Charles Albert Hunter, John
Forbes Michie, Richard Scougall Cassels.
Lieutenants: Geo. McLean Rose, Duncan Donald, Donald
Hector McLean, William House Orchard, John Frederick
Ramsay, Charles Alfred Campbell, John Eneas Thompson,
Hugh Cameron McLean.

Presentation of Colours
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Lt.Col. Davidson had known service in the 7th Aberdeenshire
Volunteers, the London Scottish and the Uxbridge Yeomanry, and
had served for ten years in the 10th Royal Grenadiers of Toronto.
His great capacity for work, his unfailing and ever judicious tact,
and his ﬁne knowledge of human nature, aided him greatly in
leading the new Regiment through those difficult and arduous first
years. It was due to his fine leadership that the Regiment grew
and prospered and wove itself into the hearts of the people of its
home city. There were countless setbacks and disheartening
periods, but the wisdom of those who had fostered the Regiment in
offering the command to him, was increasingly evident. From 1891
to 1898, when he retired, the 48th Highlanders mounted steadily
in public favour and in importance in the militia forces of
Canada.
The ﬁrst marchout was held on the 21st of April, 1892. The
public at once accepted the Regiment as its own with unstinted
applause along the route of march. It was a spontaneous
popularity that was to grow with the years. The ﬁrst church parade
was on the Sunday following, April 22nd, and a great host crowded
Queen’s Park to see the new Regiment. Every available vehicle
in the city seemed to have been commandeered and public enthusi
asm was high when PipeMajor Robert Ireland and his pipers led
the kilted ranks up University Avenue. The Chaplain, Rev.
D. J. MacDonnell, took the service in St. Andrew’s Church.
The next memorable day was May 24th. On the birthday of
Her Majesty, the Queen’s and Regimental Colours were presented
to the Regiment. They were made by ladies of Toronto and were
formally presented by His Excellency, Lord Stanley of Preston, the
GovernorGeneral of Canada. The 13th Regiment of Hamilton
honoured the 48th with their presence for the ceremony, which laid
the foundation of a lasting friendship between the two units. The
ceremonies of the historic day took place on the old cricket grounds
behind the University of Toronto where an immense crowd
assembled. The GovernorGeneral inspected the two units after
the salute and then the Regiment formed open square, with the
drums piled in front. The Colours were uncased and were received
by the Colour Party: Lieutenants D. H. McLean and Duncan
Donald, the Colour Bearers, and ColourSergeants Simpson and
Alex Rose, the Guards. It was an impressive ceremony, opened
by a dedicatory prayer by the Chaplain. Major Cosby placed the
Queen’s Colour in the GovernorGeneral’s hands. who. in turn
handed it to Lieutenant McLean. Major Macdonald then gave the
Regimental Colour to Mrs. Henry Kobie Merritt, who represented
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the donors. It was passed to the GovernorGeneral, then to
Lieutenant Donald.
His Excellency’s speech concluded with: “I trust you will
always do your best to uphold the character of your Regiment, to
honour all officers and one another, and to be true to the Colours,
which in the Queen’s name, I have now the honour to present to
you.” Lt.Col. Davidson in his reply said: “I trust we shall bear
out the motto ‘Dileas Gu Brath’ (Faithful Forever) which we
bear. towards you, and Her Majesty the Queen, whom we are
pleased to serve.” Then the pipers skirled Hielan’ Laddie, the
Regimental march, and His Excellency took the salute as they
swung past, their Colours rippling on the breeze for the first time.
That the Regiment had won the approval of the other units of
the Garrison, which was perhaps hardest of all to win, was evident
by the response to invitations sent out by the officers to a. dinner
and smoker on November 8th. 1892. Practically every senior
officer of the Garrison was present. In October, the 48th High
landers held their first annual regimental riﬂe match, using the
Snider riﬂe. The first medal awarded a member of the Regiment
was in this year also. Corporal Mills, while in uniform, rescued a
man of the 13th Regiment from drowning and was awarded the
Royal Humane Society Medal.
In 1893 a return visit was made to the 13th Regiment at
Hamilton on May 94th and the new Highland unit acquitted itself
splendidly in the Trooping of the Colour and the ﬁring of the
Feudejoie. The next public outing was on the 19th of August
when the Scottish games were held. By this time the 48th also
had a brass band, which, under the baton of Bandmaster Griffin,
proved one of the principal attractions. That evening there was
a Highland gathering in Victoria Hall.
Before the end of 1893, the sergeants were wearing white shell
jackets, Capt. Dugald MacGillivray had been gazetted Adjutant
and Lt. Duncan Donald was promoted Captain to command “B”
Company. The ﬁrst sham ﬁght in which they took part was held
at Lambton Mills on November 23rd, the 48th being brigaded with
the Royal Grenadiers and the 13th Regiment of Hamilton. The
year 1894 was featured by a trip to Woodstock on the 24th of May,
Scottish Games in Rosedale on September 15th, and the acquiring
of quarters in the new Armouries on University Avenue.
The Queen’s birthday in 1895, which in these early years was
always an outstanding day in the life of the Regiment, was spent in
Windsor. The officers were royally entertained by Scotsmen from
both sides of the border and the Highlanders immensely enjoyed

GEN. SIR IAN HAMILTON, G.C.B.,G.C.M.G.,D.S.O.
Honourary Colonel

Gascoigne Cup
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their ﬁrst camp, which lasted for three days. Thousands came
from the surrounding towns to witness the manoeuvres and special
trains were run to Windsor from many centres in the United States
as well as in Canada. The Officer Commanding issued an order
which concluded: “The discipline and esprit de corps exhibited by
all ranks merit the highest commendation.”
Before the end of this year, Piper McSwayed had succeeded
Robt. Ireland as PipeMajor. The latter was a famous man wi’
the pipes and composed a march which he named The Lt.Col. John
I. Davidson. His successor was also an outstanding piper in com
petition. In 1896 the entire Regiment added to their splendour
by donning white shell jackets, obtained through the generosity of
civilian friends. Again the Regiment went to Hamilton for the
Queen’s birthday, where they camped over the weekend. A sham
battle was staged on Monday in the Jockey Club grounds. On the
27th of June, the 48th paraded with the Queen’s Own Riﬂes and
the Royal Grenadiers, for the unveiling of the monument to the
North West Volunteers, in Queen’s Park. In August of this year,
Capt. Dugald MacGillivray became Paymaster and Lieut. C. C.
Harbottle, and, later, Capt. Duncan Donald, succeeded as
Adjutant.
The Regiment was already proving its efficiency and forecasting
an illustrious future by victory in military competition. This year
the 48th Highlanders won the Gascoigne Cup, for marching and
ﬁring, contesting with the older units of the Garrison. Interest
in shooting had increased yearly and always the unit had, and was
to have, outstanding marksmen of the Empire on its roll. In 1894,
Sgt. W. P. Milligan had represented the Regiment at Bisley and
now, in 1896, Major W. C. Macdonald, who was Adjutant of the
Canadian team in 1892, won a place on it, as did S/Sgt.
Wm. Harp. In the autumn of 1896, the Highlanders lost their
R.S.M., Alfred G. Robertson, who retired. His place was taken
by Orderly Room SergeantAlex Rose.
The year of 1897 was notable in the early history of the Corps.
The LeeEnﬁeld riﬂe took the place of the Snider and an invitation
To spend the Queen’s birthday in Brantford was received and
accepted. They took part in Queen Victoria’s Diamond Jubilee
parade there, and then came the outstanding feat of the Regiment’s
early years. In June, a team went overseas to represent the 48th
at the Islington Military Tournament. Great public interest was
aroused by the proﬁciency of the bayonet ﬁghters of the 48th
Highlanders, who had been trained by Sgt. Williams, and their
sweeping victory overseas proved the pinnacle of Lt.Col.
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Davidson’s success during his tenure of command, and of their first
decade’s history. The citizens of Toronto, the City Council and
the Ontario Government subscribed generously to the fund for
expenses. The ten members of the victorious team were: Sgt.
Instructor Williams, Pte. Rankin, Pte. McCheyne, Pte. Campbell,
Pte. Rae, Pte. Walbridge, Pte. DeLisle, Pte. Stewart, Pte. J.
McLean and Pte. Wasson. Major Wilbur Henderson accompanied
them overseas.
Four 48th men, Williams, Wasson, McLean and Stewart opposed
four Australians in the first event, the Colonial Individual Cham
pionship. The Canadians at once demonstrated that they had to
be reckoned with. They won all bouts, with Stewart ﬁrst, Wasson
second and Williams defaulting to Stewart, his pupil, in the third
round. The second event was a ﬁght between the victorious
Canadians and the winners of bouts between the Regulars and the
London Volunteers. The latter bouts eliminated all but Col.Sgt.
Daniels of the West Yorkshires and Pte. Hobbins of the 12th
Middlesex. They, with Stewart, drew lots. Stewart got the bye
but Hobbins defaulted and Stewart then crossed bayonets with
Daniels, the Regulars’ best, and defeated him. Stewart thus won
the bayonet ﬁghting championship of the British Army, an unusual
honour to come to a member of a nonpermanent force.
The third event demonstrated how deﬁnitely the prowess of the
48th Highlanders’ bayonet ﬁghters overshadowed that of the best
in the Empire. The contest was between teams, composed of men
chosen from the 1st and 2nd Life Guards, Grenadier Guards, Cold
streams and Scots Guards; mixed teams from the different London
Volunteer Corps, and the 48th Highlanders. The Highlanders
were given the bye. The Regulars won and then fought the Can
adians. The 48th Highlanders won by 5 points to 4 after a ﬁercely
fought bout.
The victory was hailed by the Regiment with unalloyed joy,
by Toronto and Canada with great pride and at once the name of
the 48th Highlanders became known throughout the British Army.
In Great Britain, their brilliant featatarms brought a, new realiza
tion of the growing importance of Canada and of the worth of the
Dominion’s Militia. A citizens’ reception committee met the team
on arrival home and the welcome they received was splendid and
deserved. A military and civilian parade escorted them to the
Armouries and addresses of welcome were presented to each man.
It was the outstanding event in years of militia activity in Canada,
and, accomplished by one of the youngest units, it seemed to fore
tell something of the glorious future the Regiment was to know.

Queen's Diamond Jubilee
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On the 22nd of June, 1897, the 48th Highlanders played a
conspicuous part in Toronto’s celebration of the Diamond Jubilee.
And the spring of 1898 saw the retirement of the first commanding
officer. His retirement and the appointment of Major A. M. Cosby
as O.C., took place on March 16th. In his farewell to the Regiment,
which appeared in orders for that date, Lt.Col. Davidson warmly
thanked all ranks for their united effort and cooperation through
the trying period of organization and for their unswerving loyalty
and support. The Highlanders now held high place in the Militia.
Lt.Col. Davidson was made Honourary LieutenantColonel as a
tribute to his great success; he had taken the command of an
untrained, unwelded body of men and he retired from the leadership
of an efficient and enthusiastic Regiment.
Major A. M. Cosby, the second commander, had no previous
military experience, but he had been an officer from inception and
had taken a deep interest in the welfare of the Highlanders from the
outset. Capt. D. M. Robertson was promoted Major to fill the
vacancy caused by the change in command. Galt was the scene
of the 48th Highlanders’ holiday on May 24th, 1898, and the spring
training season proved that the champion bayonet ﬁghting team had
popularized the sport, for a huge class was trained by Sgt.Instructor
Williams. At the end of that year the G.O.C. of the Canadian
Militia inspected them and reported “a very reliable and efficient
battalion, steady and quiet on parade, complete in officers, and
overstrength in men, very keen and enthusiastic in all duties.”
What regiment could ask a ﬁner judgment by an inspecting officer.?
Outstanding in 1899 was the NiagaraontheLake camp over the
July 1st weekend, when all ranks enjoyed the lakecrossing and a
few days under canvas. The Regiment’s marksmen were developing
and this year at the Dominion meet, the 48th made a brilliant
showing, winning the British Challenge Cup, the Gzowski Cup and
the Gillespie Challenge Trophy. Although their history did not
yet cover ten years, they had won, at different times, most of the
coveted awards offered to Canadian military marksmen. In 1897,
Pte. H. Kerr, who was to go to Bisley many times, represented them
on the famous ranges; Pte. J. McVittie and Pte. W. D. Davidson
were on the team in 1898 and S/Sgt. A. Graham made the team
the following year.
The South African War was naturally at this time of keen
interest in Canadian Military circles and when the Canadian con
tingent was authorized there were many applications from 48th
Highlanders. The number was restricted for the ﬁrst contingent
and the following only were allowed to go:
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“A” Company:—Col.Sgt. A. R. MacGregor, Cpl. J. A. Smith,
Ptes. Whitehead, Weller, Mitchell and MacPherson.
“B” Company:—Pte. J. D. Spence.
“C” Company:—Ptes. G. M. Smith and Hornibrook.
“D” Company:—Ptes. A. C. MacKenzie and McNish.
“E" Company:—Sgt. W. H. Grant.
“G” Company:—Col.Sgt. Lorsh and Ptes. Dunham and F. K.
Blain.
“H” Company:—Cpls. Hopeson and Banton and Ptes. Bald
win and Morley.

Others to go with the first contingent, and later, were Capt.
J. F. Ramsay, who had retired on leaving Canada for the United
States, whence he returned to offer his service as a private, and
Lieut. R. H. M. Temple with “C” Company of the R.C.R., who
took a section of 48th Highlanders with him. Two sons of the
Highlanders’ Commander also served on the veldt. Lt. Norman
W. Cosby went as a gunner with the Canadian Field Artillery and
Capt. F. L. Cosby, who had resigned in 1897 to serve with the
R.N.W.M.P., was secondincommand at Calgary on the outbreak
of war, and proceeded to South Africa in charge of the Calgary
troop. Pte. Hornibrook was the first 48th Highlander to distinguish
himself. He was mentioned in despatches on April 29th, 1900, for
capturing “a most important Boer ofﬁcer,” an Adjutant of Cronje’s,
while stationed near Paardeburg.
On the 11th of May, 1900, Major Macdonald came to the
command of the 48th Highlanders owing to the serious illness of
Lt.Col. Cosby. The next day the Regiment was stricken when
Col. Cosby died. His two sons received the sorrowful news by cable
in South Africa. As a mark of respect to the memory of their
second commander, the officers of the Regiment wore the black
badge of mourning on their arms for thirty days.
PipeMajor McSwayed had by this time returned to Scotland,
his place being taken by PipeMajor Farquhar Beaton, who was to
serve for many years. The strength of the pipe band was now 23
16 pipers and 7 drummers—and they were considered the outstand
ing body of pipers in Ontario. The brass band had also become one
of the most popular musical organizations in the Dominion. John
Griffin, who organized the band, resigned in 1896, and Mr. John
Slatter took his place. Mr. Slatter was a former soloist in the
famous 1st Life Guards’ Band and had played also in Brock’s
Marine Band. Under his baton the 48th brass band shortly took
first rank in Canada. BugleMajor E. Robertson had also resigned.
His place was taken by J. Woods, an excellent instructor and leader.

Dominion Day 1901
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Thus, at the beginning of the present century, the 48th High
landers had already created a proud record. In the Toronto
Garrison and in militia circles generally, they had won respect by
their soldierly efficiency. The City of Toronto had long ago taken
them to their hearts and wherever they visited in the Province their
popularity had been instant. Now, during the next six years, under
the command of Lt.Col. W. C. Macdonald, they were to go on
building and adding peacetime incidents of worth to their youthful
traditions.
Their greatest triumph and the greatest testimony so far that
their fame had spread abroad, occurred in 1901, when the Pan
American Exposition invited them to Buffalo for Dominion Day of
the Exposition. They were to be present for the opening of the
Canadian Building. They entrained 430 strong and made a tre
mendous impression wherever they paraded in the American City.
Lengthy descriptions of them in American papers spoke of their
spats as “white half leggings,” their sporran as “a small goat hair
pocket” and their kilts as “short skirts.” All the officers at the
time were wearing a black arm band as a mark of mourning for
Her Majesty, the late Queen Victoria. During their stay in
Buffalo, the Highlanders proved the major attraction of the great
fair and were given a thunderous ovation on every appearance.
The other outstanding parade of 1901 was the Garrison Memorial
Service for Her Majesty Queen Victoria, held on February 2nd.
The striking feature the 48th Highlanders had proven in Buffalo
had an echo the following year. The Regiment was invited to
send a team of 40 men to the military tournament in Madison
Square Gardens in New York City. The team was under command
of Capt. Wm. Hendrie and Lieut. N. W. Cosby, and, after many
nights of drill, they entrained with the pipeband. They easily
carried off the honours of the tournament and on each night’s per
formance proved a sensation in their gorgeous uniforms and by the
ﬁnish in their drill. The pipers proved a crowddrawing spectacle,
and the lift and fall of their white spats in unison enthralled the
New York audiences. On the streets they were the objects of all
eyes. Accompanying the team to New York were Major D. M.
Robertson and Lieutenants R. S. Wilson, C. C. Harbottle, J. E. K.
Osborne and A. A. Miller. They were back with the tales of their
trip on March 30th, their only disappointment being the defeat of
the tugofwar team by the champion team of the United States.
Also, during this year, 1902, representatives of the Regiment
attended the Coronation of King Edward with members of the
Canadian contingent. The next year was featured by a detachment

Alliance with Gordon Highlanders
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being sent to Sault Ste. Marie during the troublesome strikes there.
and the Regiment was also active in maintaining order during the
streetcar strike in Toronto.
In May, 1904, an event occurred which was to have a vast effect,
intangible, perhaps, but real, upon the life and progress of the
Regiment. After a request had been made by Col. W. C. Mac
donald, and instant willingness expressed by Sir Ian Hamilton,
Officer Commanding the Gordon Highlanders, His Majesty the King
granted permission for an alliance between the 48th Highlanders
and the famous Highland regiment of the British Army. It meant
much to the young Canadian regiment to share in the glorious
traditions of the Gordons. It was an attachment which was to
grow fast with the passing of the years and the consummation of
the alliance was, perhaps, the outstanding feature of Col. Mac
donald’s tenure of command.
The marksmen had continued their splendid work throughout
this sixyear period. Regularly there were 48th Highlanders at
Bisley. S/Sgt. J. McVittie and Sgt. J. C. Smith shot in 1900,
Pte. C. W. Spencer was on the team in 1901, Pte. A. Boynton in
1904, S/Sgt. H. Kerr made a place on the team once more in 1905,
and in 1906 he was again one of the Canadian marksmen, together
with Piper S. Leask. S/Sgt. Kerr was the most consistent shot in
the Regiment and few were more steady in the British Empire.
This year also Pte. G. Meade won the GovernorGeneral’s Gold
Medal at the D.C.R.A. meet at Ottawa.
Now the Regiment entered another period, that under the leader
ship of Lt.Col. D. M. Robertson, who took the place of Lt.Col.
W. C. Macdonald on his retirement in 1906. The new Commander
had been one of the foremost instigators of the formation of the
Regiment and under him it continued to ﬂourish and to include
outstanding events in its activities. May 24th, that year, was spent
in London, 0nt., and in the following summer they went to Quebec
for the Tercentenary. They formed the Guard of Honour to the
Duke of Cornwall and York, later King George V, and with other
Canadian units formed for the Royal Review on the Plains of
Abraham on July 23rd. They were in Quebec from July 19th to
96th, and had one of the most interesting of their early experiences,
doing guard duty on the battlements, and living the life of barrack
soldiers. Most of the officers met H.R.H. personally and the
officers entertained Lord Lovatt in their Mess. Despite the enjoy
ment of the Tercentenary there was one real regret connected with
it. Major Wilbur Henderson, whose soldierliness, ﬁerce mous
taches, great loyalty and love for the Regiment, had always stood
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staunchly in its background, contracted fever from which he died
a few days after the return to Toronto. He was buried with full
military honours and the Regiment at full strength, as well as
members of every other Toronto unit, followed him to his resting
place. He was one of the few 48th officers with previous military
experience, and the riﬂe ranges and the Armouries on drill nights
missed him keenly.
In September, Lt.Col. Robertson brought closer the bond
between the Gordon Highlanders and his own young Highland unit,
when he led a detachment overseas and trained with the Gordons
at Aldershot. With him were Capt. J. E. K. Osborne, Capt. A. R.
McGregor, Col.Sgt. W. H. Grant, Sgt. Elliott and Ptes. Glover,
Johnston, Sinclair, Bell, Wardill and Mitchell. While there they
took part, with the Gordons, in the British Army manoeuvres.
And before returning Col. Robertson and his detachment were
received by His Majesty, King Edward VII, at Buckingham
Palace. His Majesty invested Col. Robertson with the Royal
Victorian Order and honoured Col.Sgt. Grant with the same Order
(4th Class).
In 1910, the first Commanding Officer, Col. John I. Davidson,
now the Honourary LieutenantColonel of the Regiment, died.
The Regiment turned out at full strength to attend his funeral,
which was a military one, and to pay their sorrowing respects
to the man who had first led them and whose tartan they wore.
His death meant the passing of the most outstanding ﬁgure of
their early years.
Sir John French visited Canada this spring, and on the 24th
of May he inspected the 48th Highlanders, with the other units of
the Toronto Garrison. The review was held on the Don Flats,
most of the units forming at the Armouries and marching to the
reviewing point. The 48th made a splendid showing before hundreds
of citizens spending their holiday by watching the brilliant military
muster. This was the time of the proclamation of George V as
King, and a Garrison parade was held in his honour in Queen’s
Park on May 20th, during which a memorial service was also held
for His late Majesty, King Edward VII. The Coronation parade
was on June 22nd.
Col. Robertson commanded the 48th Highlanders for ﬁve years
and when he turned over the command to Lt.Col. Wm. Hendrie
of Hamilton, in 1911, he retired from active command of a unit
overstrength in men and as efficient as any corps of the militia
forces. The new Commander, who was a Captain on the first
officerestablishment of the Highlanders, had evinced his love of

Streetsville Crash
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the Regiment by travelling from his home city twice weekly for
years in order to be present on parade nights. He served as Com
mander for two years, and although it was not then known, the
clouds of war were beginning to gather ominously on the horizon
of the close future, when he retired in 1913. He, too, turned over
to the new Commander a Regiment keen and ready, officered by
men who could swiftly swing the unit into intense training for war,
and made up of men in the ranks who knew why they soldiered.
During Col. Hendrie’s first year in command. General Sir Ian
Hamilton, G.C.B., G.C.M.G., D.S.O., Colonel of the Gordon
Highlanders, accepted the appointment of Honourary Colonel of
the 48th Highlanders. The appointment, welding still further the
bond between the Gay Gordons and the 48th, dates from March
14th, 1911. A little more than a month later, on April 24th,
Lt.Col. D. M. Robertson, M.V.O., the immediate past Com
mander, accepted the appointment of Honourary Lieutenant
Colonel, succeeding the late Col. Davidson.
On the 28th of October, 1912, the Regiment entrained for
Thanksgiving manoeuvres and a sham ﬁght at Milton, which was
fated to end in tragedy. The Regiment, under Lt.Col. Hendrie,
had a splendid outing on the holiday and entrained, tired but gay,
on a C.P.R. troop train to come home in the evening. The Royal
Grenadiers were aboard the first train and the 48th with a section
of the Queen's Own Riﬂes, were travelling on the second. At
Streetsville, the second train crashed into the engine of an express
which was pulling out of the junction. The heavy baggage car of
the troop train in which several men were riding, telescoped the
coach loaded with Highlanders of “A” Company, killing Ptes. G. A.
Bannatyne and Black Murdoch and injuring 31 other members of
the Regiment. The force of the impact lifted the baggagecar from
the tracks. Its wall enveloped the light coach behind, cutting away
the seats and sweeping the men before it. It was a scene of chaos,
men were screaming and moaning under the scalding steam from
the two engines, which rose in a hissing cloud in the ﬁtful dark.
Fiftysix men were in the light coach, crushed under the baggage
car. The militiamen worked themselves into exhaustion, cutting
through the coaches to extricate trapped comrades and it was an
hour and a half before the last man was dragged out of the debris.
An ambulance train had arrived less than an hour after the crash
and the injured were placed aboard and taken to Toronto hospitals.
Amongst the injured men of the Regiment were Sgts. J. Phillips,
C. S. Burness, Green and Robert Henderson; Cpls. W. F. Wells,
R. C. Ardagh, G. M. Oliver, W. E. Foote and G. A. Crosby, and Ptes.
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W. H. Sheard, M. Malcolm, O. P. Ardagh, Wm. May, A. Souter,
D. Lewis, J. NI. Jeffrey, Thos. Thomas, C. Willis, R. H. Voag.
R, Wilkins, C. Voakes, M. Sinclair, H. C. Runnacles, A. H. Chad
wick, Rod McKenzie, Wm. Chessell, L. McNab and J. H. Firman.
Toronto seldom before had seen a more moving ceremony than
the military funeral accorded the two dead members of the 48th
Highlanders. Representatives were present, in full dress, from
many regiments, and there were not enough ﬁt men left in stricken
“A” Company to form the regulation ﬁring party of 24. Ptes.
Bannatyne and Murdoch were buried side by side in Mount Pleasant
Cemetery, the entire Regiment being present to pay homage.
In 1910, the Davidson match had been inaugurated as the most
coveted trophy of the Regimental annual riﬂe match. The first
winner was Cpl. J. Jackes, then came Pte. W. Lennox, Capt. A.
Miller, and Sgt. W. A. Hawkins. From 1907 to 1913, the men of
the 48th Highlanders who shot at Bisley were many. Lieut. J.
McVittie, S/Sgt. Kerr, S/Sgt. Graham and Ptes. G. Milligan and
A. B. Mitchell shot in 1907. This was the Regiment’s largest
representation on a Bisley team, ﬁve men having won places.
S/Sgt. Kerr shot in 1908, S/Sgt. Kerr and Lieut. John McVittie in
1909. Lieut. McVittie, one of the most consistent shots in the
Empire, was in top form and this year made shooting history by
winning the Grand Aggregate, Bisley Aggregate, Gillespie Aggregate
and the Minister of Militia’s prize at Ottawa. Then came the
culmination of the Regiment’s shooting success after a lapse of four
years with no 48th Highlander on the Bisley team. It was a
glorious comeback in 1918; Sgt. W. A. Hawkins won the most
coveted award for marksmanship in the world, when he captured
the King’s Prize. The following year, the year of the outbreak of
War, four men were on the team: S/Sgt. W. A. Hawkins, G.M.,
Pte. G. M. Emslie, Piper J. D. McLeod and Pte. W. Riddell. By
this time J. W. Kirkness was Regimental SergeantMajor and
PipeMajor James Fraser had taken the place of PipeMajor
Beaton, who retired after 19 years at the head of the 48th pipe band.
Major John A. Currie, M.P., who had been secondincommand
of the Regiment for some time, took command in 1913, when Lt.Col.
Wm. Hendrie retired. It was under Lt.Col. Currie that the Regi
ment was to be called upon to face the grimmest conﬂict of the ages,
and during 1918, one of the most momentous reviews of their history
took place, when on the 7th of June, General Sir Ian Hamilton,
Colonel of the Gordons, and their own Honourary Colonel, inspected
them. Sir Ian was the guest of honour at dinner in the Officers’
Mess, after the review, and brought greetings from his famous
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Regiment. That year, also, they made a trip to Barrie, on the 24th
of May, and another to Hamilton on August 14th.
As if there were some premonition of events to come, the Regi
ment was dressed in khaki in the spring of 1914. Their first parade
in their new khaki tunics was made on June 20th, when they
entrained for Petawawa Camp to practice mobilization (under Lord
Brooke) which also seems to have held a signiﬁcance, not seen until
later. They were in Petawawa for ﬁve days. wearing web equip
ment, khaki aprons, pith helmets, covered in khaki with tartan
puggaree, and they now had the Ross riﬂe.
So the Regiment came to the last days of peace before the
Great War. For twentythree years it had been groomed and
welded and fostered for such a day as was now to fall. The time
of loyal officers and men had been given without stinting that it
might ﬂourish. Money of generous officers and civilian friends had
been given freely, wholeheartedly, that it might grow strong.
Davidson, Cosby, Macdonald, Robertson and Hendrie had led well.
Now comes the time of the leadership of Currie, Marshall, Bent,
Forbes and Girvan in battle. That its blood, most precious of
the three gifts which make a regiment great, was offered loyally
and without faltering, let these pages tell.

Ch II. War

CHAPTER II.

WAR
…A Mad Lord and a Broken Ward,
Let the Naked Blade be Law!

4th, 1914—Der Tag had come at last. The ominous
A UGUST
A redrimmed cloud that had hung menacingly over Europe for
brief days, ﬂamed suddenly high and the drums of war rolled
round the world. It was the drumming of doom for emperors, for
nations, for millions of men, and for the arrogant might of Prussian
arms. High and clear the summoning calltoarms came ringing into
Canadian hearts. There was a pause, the shock of vague but awful
realization. Then, instantly, Canada knew what to do. There
was no hesitation and no doubt. It was as if the knowledge had
always been there. Britain’s war was her war.
It is as impossible to describe the scenes in Toronto during those
first frantic hours, as it is to ﬁnd words to tell of the feelings of the
individual Canadian. There was consternation, but no fear; there
was tension everywhere, but no wavering; men’s throats tightened
though they knew not why, and their hearts beat hard. From
Sunnyside to Scarborough, people thronged the streets. The
Armouries was besieged. News was eagerly, feverishly awaited.
The hands were out. A 48th Highlander said quietly to a friend:
“Are you going?" and knew the answer before it came. Women
cried; gay young men, already dreaming gallant dreams, went arm
in arm and singing down the street. After nightfall there were
impromptu speeches; crowds jostled on the downtown corners,
and now and then torchlight parades would move down Yonge
Street or along Queen. Anxiety hovered in the air but Toronto was
feeling the thrill of youthful patriotism running riot and the first
shiver of the hysteria that was to grip the world until long after the
war was over. And beneath it all like a threatening chord, ran the
unheard but ever present muttering of guns.
Events moved swiftly. Telegrams went singing over the wires
from almost every city and town in Canada. They said: “Ready,
aye, ready.” Canada would stand with the Empire. That feeling
of determination was nowhere more plain than around the orderly
room of the 48th Highlanders in the Armouries. Armchair soldiers
suggested merely drafting men to serve with British regiments.
17
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Shortsighted prophets declared conﬁdently that Germany would
yet honour that “Scrap of Paper,” and, in any event, it would
be over by Christmas so that extensive military preparation in
Canada was needless. But the Minister of Militia shortly
announced that he would accept volunteers from the militia regi
ments, serving under their own officers, Which was cheering news
in the ranks of the Highlanders and all other militia organizations.
A meeting of the officers of the Regiment was called at once.
It was unanimously agreed that the 48th Highlanders should send
a battalion. Lt.Col. John A. Currie thereupon made the offer to
the Minister of Militia. But only his inﬂuence at Ottawa, perhaps,
caused the offer to be accepted, as made, for them to go as a unit
with good possibility, although this was not then settled, of retaining
their identity. On August 7th, drill and preparation for the task
before them was started. That Friday evening the Battalion
paraded 900 strong, and the Armouries was jammed with people.
They swung through the streets, which meant that they marched
through solid lanes of wildly cheering citizens. That night 355 men
joined for overseas service. The age limit had been put at 30 years,
which barred many, and the minimum height at 5 feet 8 inches,
which barred still more. This was the Commanding Officer’s decree
as Militia Orders placed the minimum height at 5 feet 3 inches
and the age limit at 45 years.
With the Government and the Opposition in harmony, events
rushed swiftly on. Mobilization orders were received on August
15th. Two days later, the 48th Highlanders who would go over
seas paraded at the Armouries and, headed by the pipes skirling
You’ll tak’ the High Road, they marched to the station and entrained
for camp at Long Branch. That first night under canvas will be
remembered for its terriﬁc thunderstorm. It was not a fortunate
start but these very new soldiers accepted the discomfort with ﬁne
cheer.
At once the arduous work of training a body of men for war
commenced. It was no small task to train green men and non
commissioned ofﬁcers in drill, foot and arm, barrack duties, and
ﬁeld work. But from this time forward the officers and non
commissioned instructors of the 48th Highlanders did a splendid
job of creating a ﬁghting regiment in a marvellously short time.
Major W. R. Marshall, who joined from Hamilton, and Capt.
Clifford Darling, the Adjutant, proved of immense Worth, as did
Capt. Trumbull Warren, Sgt. Alex. Sinclair (who was commissioned
on reaching Valcartier), Sgts. J. Keith (who joined with Major
Marshall), J. Armitage, L. E. deHarte and W. Radcliffe, who was
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destined to a distinguished career in the British Army after being
commissioned to the Devons and leaving the Highlanders in England.
They and others did yeoman service in these first days of breaking
in new men in musketry, ﬁeld tactics, and the arts of the soldier.
Once established, the classes worked smoothly. Lt.Col. Currie
was acting Brigadier but, in addition, kept a close eye upon the
training of his own unit. That training, brief and sketchy though
it necessarily was, proved of real value.
Lt.Col. Wm. Hendrie, immediate past Commander, anxious to
get overseas and into action, gladly accepted the post of junior
Major in order to do so. He subsequently left the Battalion when
he became Officer Commanding the Canadian Remount Depot on
Salisbury Plain. Major W. R. Marshall, veteran of South Africa,
who had been on the Cadet Instructional Staff and a member of
the 13th Regiment. Hamilton, was shortly appointed secondin
command of the Regiment.
The first Saturday was inoculation day and Major A. J.
MacKenzie, the M.O., jabbed a needle into the arm of every man
of the Battalion. On Sunday the Rev. Crawford Brown held
service at the camp which was attended by many Toronto citizens.
Unfortunately it was a day of intense heat and about onequarter
of the Battalion fainted during the service, owing to the humidity
and the effects of the inoculation. The following weekend found
them settled into serious training and they held a ﬁne march, going
to Toronto by street car on Friday, assembling at the Armouries
on Saturday then marching back to camp.
These were feverish days and they passed quickly. Every night
there was a singsong around the campﬁres after the news of war,
carried in the day’s papers, had been digested, cogitated upon and
debated. Then things happened. Orders arrived on August 27th
stating that the 48th Highlanders would assemble at Valcartier with
the rest of the Canadians preparing to go overseas. An advance
party left almost at once, and the date of departure of the High
landers was set for August 29th. Several officers from other units
had joined at Long Branch and those who left with the 48th High—
landers for Valcartier were:
HEADQUARTERS
Lt.Col. J. A. Currie, O.C.
Major W. R. Marshall, senior Major.
Major Wm. Hendrie, junior Major.
Major A. J. MacKenzie, Medical Officer.
Capt. R. C. Darling, Adjutant.
Capt. O. H. Mabee, Paymaster.
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CAPTAINS
Capt. K. R. Marshall.
Capt. A. R. McGregor.
Capt. G. Alexander.

Capt. R. Y. Cory.
Capt. G. H. McLaren.
Capt. Trumbull Warren.
SUBALTERNS

Lt. R. H. Davidson.
Lt. W. Mavor.
Lt. P. G. Campbell.
Lt. A. E. Muir.
Lt. W. H. Shoenberger.
Lt. E. O. Bath.
Lt. P. P. Acland.
Lt. C. V. Fessenden.
Lt. E. W. Bickle.
Lt. John Kay.
Lt. H. A. Barwick.

Lt. F. M. Perry.
Lt. I. M. R. Sinclair.
Lt. F. J. Smith.
Lt. Bell.
Lt. F. M. Gibson.
Lt. F. W. Macdonald.
Lt. H. M. Wilson.
Lt. E. V. Jones.
Lt. W. B. Lawson.
Lt. G. I. Langmuir.

On the 29th, Saturday, the Battalion paraded and said farewell
to Long Branch, their ﬁrst wartime camp. They proceeded to the
Armouries, dismissed, and assembled again at one o’clock, Where,
after the momentous “Fallin”—the last time many of them were
ever to hear the silver echoes of the bugle on University Avenue—
addresses were delivered by the LieutenantGovernor, Sir John
Gibson, Mayor Hocken and the Chaplain.
There was good cheer everywhere but so full of doubt were these
days that many believed they were saying a ﬁnal farewell to their
loved ones and that the Battalion would move in a brief while from
Valcartier to Flanders. They did not realize that it takes months
to make a soldier. The prevalent notion seemed to be that a few
weeks’ training, a riﬂe with apinonit, a good heart and strong
legs, were all that was necessary to make a good manatarms of
His Majesty’s Forces. Knowing old soldiers shook their heads
doubtfully. The officers were mere youngsters, too young. Only
Major W. R. Marshall, and Capt. A. R. McGregor and a few non
commissioned ofﬁcers and men had seen active service. But it
was not then realized that this was a young man’s war; that old
tactics and ideas were useless and a hindrance rather than an aid.
Every man thrilled to his solestuds as the pipers came in with
London Bridge and the Highlanders swung out of the Armouries
into the rain, to move down streets jammed with people in a fever
of excitement throughout their march to the Don Station. Easily
100,000 people were assembled in the downpour; they overﬂowed
the Don River bridge and the nearby streets to wish Godspeed to
the Highlanders who were off to war. If mothers felt the clutch
of dread at their hearts, they bravely hid it. The sheer greatness
of Canada’s inarticulate but deep patriotism ever proved itself in
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the bitter hours of parting. If the guns must speak, let them speak
deep. That seemed to he the will of the youthful but determined
nation. The train pulled out on time and the cheers of Toronto
grew dim behind them as they rolled eastward on the first leg of
the road to battle.
The paradestate as the Battalion headed for Valcartier was
970 all ranks. They were equipped with blankets, riﬂes and web
equipment. At Valcartier it was still raining but they were met
by the Hon. Sam Hughes, Minister of Militia, and Col. Murphy
of Ottawa. Guides led the Highlanders to their lines in the beautiful
Quebec Valley. In a marvellously short time, which was already
marking the Minister of Militia as a peerless organizer, a great camp
had grown out of a swamp and an area where there had been many
small farms. Streets had been laid out, telephones, waterworks
and electric lights installed and there were even sidewalks. Already,
everywhere, were heard the clear notes of bugles, hoarse commands.
and the snapping of riﬂes. It was a maze of preparation; a magic
city of soldiery sprung up overnight. Here was mustering Canada’s
glorious gift to the Empire.
The Regiment was turned over to the country fully equipped
with the exception of riﬂes, knapsacks and bayonets, free of expense.
Uniforms were provided by the Regiment. Throughout most of
their stay at Valcartier they were known as 48th Highlanders only,
but their eventual C.E.F. designation, 15th Battalion, was given
to them on September 2nd, with “Provisional” added. The
number was later conﬁrmed. Through the efforts of Col. Currie
at Ottawa, for which the Regiment owes him another debt of
gratitude, they were allowed to retain their crest and their uniform
and, most appreciated of all, their name. They became the 15th
Battalion (48th Highlanders of Canada). This authorization was
not made until they reached England.
Hard work started at once. It was a period of rushed prepara
tion and training. Several drafts from other militia regiments,
including the 97th Algonquin Riﬂes from Sudbury and Cobalt and
vicinity, and the 31st Gray Regiment, from Owen Sound, and
others, brought the Battalion up to full strength shortly after
arrival. Officers to arrive with these drafts were Capt. R. R.
McKessock, Capt. G. Musgrove, Lt. W. P. Malone, Capt. A. N.
Daniels, Lt. J. Duguid, Lt. J. A. M. Livingston, Lt. W. W. Jago,
Lt. J. II. Dansereau, Lt. E. J. Long, Lt. H. M. Scott and Capt.
R. L. M. Donaldson.
Canada had issued a call for but twenty thousand men. Thirty
thousand were assembled at Valcartier and she could have
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had many more had it been possible to equip them. Col. Victor
Williams was in charge of this first war camp of massed Canadians.
Much time was spent in issuing clothing and equipment;
the machinegun section was formed under Capt. R. R. McKessock;
promotions of noncoms. were extensive; the riﬂe ranges, said to
be the longest butts in the World, were echoing through all the
hours of daylight and most of the men had a turn at outpost duty
at night. Rain was frequent and there were occasional night
disturbances when men with an eye for contours diverted water from
their own tent into a neighbour’s. On one occasion, incensed cus
tomers dropped the tent of a movieshow proprietor about his ears.
The canvas took fire but they were not so irate that they neglected
to rescue the proprietor. There was all the usual gaiety of camp life.
The picquet patrolling the lines and being dodged by men still
roving after lights—out; tents coming down in the dead of night
upon sleeping and suddenly blasphemous occupants; and blanket
tossing was a common sport, and, sometimes, punishment.
New noncoms. fought manfully with the drill manual and
occasionally disastrous were the results on the parade ground.
The junior noncoms. were made and broken with a rapidity which
tended to keep them on their toes. There were blunders, few mis
demeanours and much enthusiasm.
Gradually, order came out of chaos; the nondescript uniforms
of 300 and more militia regiments, which caused Imperial veterans
to dub them the “Piebald Army” when at the boastful stage of their
tales of other campaigns, gave way to khaki. The First Contingent
was whipping itself into soldierly shape with creditable despatch.
Rivalry on the square and during night manoeuvres between
platoons, companies and battalions, was at high pitch. A sergeant
who lost himself one night was almost jeered into asking for a
transfer and never quite lived it down. White office faces became
bronzed, stoop shoulders became soldiersquared, and all ranks
hardened swiftly by the vigourous life in the open.
In a few short weeks Canada’s little army pronounced itself
ready. It wasn’t, excepting in keenness. FrenchCanadians,
speaking their mother tongue, drilled and soldiered, as proud as
their Englishspeaking brothers of the part they were to play in
war. There were many exservice men in the Contingent, and these
older men with patches of ribbons on their breasts, stood straight
and soldierly beside youngsters who were athrill to the hazard and
chance. All feared it would be too soon over. None of them, it
may be safely said, visioned the actual horror of modern war.
They were caring only for their heritage of blood. They were fired
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with the knowledge that loyalty was running strong and true in
every farﬂung land under the Jack.
On September 6th, Sunday, H.R.H. the Duke of Connaught,
inspected the Contingent. He did so again on September 20th,
again in a downpour, for on both occasions rain marred the review.
On this second Sunday, Canon F. G. Scott of Quebec, preached to
the Contingent, with H.R.H. and staff taking part in the service.
On the same day the Prime Minister, Sir Robert Borden, and Lady
Borden, called on the Regiment and the officers were introduced.
Everywhere the cry was “Hurry!” and the question: “When
do we go?” During the latter days of September most of the Bat
talion had leave and then a thrill ran through Valcartier—the
troopers were to be on the tide at the end of the month. Major
General, the Hon. Sam Hughes, Minister of Militia, visited the
Battalion and made a stirring speech which changed rumour into
certainty. Canada thought they were moving before they actually
did, as censorship had closed down tightly.
On October 1st, Lt.Col. Duncan Donald was gazetted to the
command of the home regiment which wished its overseas battalion
“Good Luck,” and settled down to further recruiting which began
almost at once. Capt. J. E. K. Osborne, who had been in England,
returned and joined the Highlanders and Lt. I. M. R. Sinclair
transferred to the 5th Royal Highlanders (13th Battalion).
The moveout and the farewell to Valcartier, which had been
the scene of as intensive and feverish training as had, perhaps,
occurred anywhere, were made in a drizzling rain. The transport,
going by a separate boat, left the day before. The personnel had
to catch an early train for Quebec, and, as they were late in starting,
their farewell to Valcartier was made with their ears ringing to
Col. Currie’s “proper soldier language.” It was September 26th.
The Battalion marched, excitedly gay and as smart as such brief
training could make any body of soldiers, for a mile and a half and
entrained for Quebec early in the morning. There was a short run
of a little more than an hour and then a long wait for impatient
men on arrival at the old city. They marched at last aboard the
Megantic, a White Star liner transformed for the occasion into a
trooper.
The embarkation of the Contingent brought thrill upon thrill.
As each transport took aboard its cargo of gay, warhound Can
adians, it pulled away and dropped anchor down stream. The
St. Lawrence was alive with craft. There was the distant tramp of
marching feet, the rumble of gun and limber in the streets of ancient
Quebec, which was a hive of activity and crowded with relatives of
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H.M.S, ECLIPSE
Megantic (15th Bn.)
Ruthenia
Bermudian
Alaunia
Ivernia
Scandinavian
Sicilian
Montezuma
Lapland
Cassandra
Florizel
(Carrying New
foundland Con
tingent).

H.M.S. MAJESTIC
H.M.S. DIANA
Monmouth
Caribbean
Athenia
Royal Edward
Franconia
Canada
(Carrying 2nd Bn.
Lincolnshire
Regt.)
Manitou
Tyrolia
Tunisian
Laurentic

H.M.S. CHARYBDIS
Scotian
Arcadian
Zeeland
Corinthian
Virginian
Andania
Saxonia
Grampian
Lakonia
Montreal
Royal George

H.M.S. GLORY

H.M.S. PRINCESS ROYAL

men of the Contingent. From Saturday night until Wednesday
evening the Megantic lay 03 the pier, then drew in for water. Life
boat drill had been the only break in the monotony of waiting.
It was on the evening of October 1st that they ﬁnished the
uneventful trip down the St. Lawrence and awoke to see a glorious
picture, a great ﬂeet anchored in the dancing waters of a beautiful
bay. The rendezvous of the greatest Armada which had sailed the
seas up to this time and which was carrying Canada’s tribute to
Empire, was Gaspé basin. Here gathered, in quiet and warm
weather, thirtythree thousand men (30,621 Canadians) aboard
thirtytwo transports.
This greatest ﬂeet of transports ever to cross an ocean was to
sail in three columns—right, centre and left line, with eleven ships
in each of two columns and ten in the other. The Megantic led
the left line. The columns kept nearly two miles of open Water
between them and half a mile between the ships in line. Rear
Admiral R. E. Wemyss, C.M.G., M.V.O., was in supreme command.
His squadron guided and guarded the stately procession of troopers,
the speed of which was governed by the slowest vessel and was not
over ten knots.
HOW THE CANADIANS CROSSED

H.M.S. TALBOT

At 3 p.m., Saturday, October 3rd, anchor was weighed and
under black plumes of smoke from the ﬂeet, the great convoy
threaded out of Gaspé, drew into formation in the afternoon, and
the shores of Gaspé dropped slowly astern and were swallowed in
the haze of distance. The Canadians were on their way to a
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glorious destiny. One that few men in all that host could vision.
At dawn, Cape Race was in sight and at noon a glimpse was caught
of Cape Breton, a smudge on the horizon in the distance, and the
next day Newfoundland dropped astern and the majestic Armada
steamed steadily eastward on the path to the parts where the drums
of war were mounting into a stupendous crescendo.
The voyage was uneventful yet was not only historic but of
such an interest that no First Contingent Canadian will ever forget
it, Such 8. voyage had never been undertaken before; so many
troops were never transported across an ocean in such a great body.
The Monmouth had engine trouble and kept dropping back and then
the Highlanders’ craft broke its rudder and ran wild while the Bat
talion slept. The winds blew cold and fog shrouded the northern
horizon where, previous to the arrival of H.M.S. Princess Royal,
H.M.S. Glory, a dreadnaught, plunged forward in guarding
watchfulness. The weather remained clear, with a brisk sun in
the day and a full moon at night. A comet in the north was of
constant interest, as was the super dreadnaught, H.M.S. Princess
Royal, which joined the convoy on the 10th. Lectures and map
reading were carried on throughout the voyage. Signalling compe
titions, light drill, physical training and ship—board games helped
to pass the days. Concerts were held in the evenings and boxing
bouts were staged frequently. Pte. “Jersey” Baldwin, a well
known heavyweight of the day, was one of the popular exhibition
ﬁghters. There were countless challenges sent by signallers to other
vessels and ﬂags were waving constantly. A supposed German
Collier was encountered on October 5th; the Glory stopped a
Scandinavian tramp with a shot across the bows, and rumour was
rife that the German cruiser Karlsruhe was in the vicinity; a man
went overboard from the Lapland but was picked up; the fall of
Antwerp was posted. So the quiet days of the memorable voyage
passed.
On Monday, October 12th, Lizard Point came over the horizon.
The columns passed it ten miles off. Two days later a pilot came
aboard when the Megantic hoveto off Eddystone; then up the
Channel to Plymouth, although it had been expected to go to
Southampton, and the end of the most historic voyage of Atlantic
naval and military history. A greater Armada than King Philip’s
Entered the Sound. (An Armada of 38 troopers was to sail from
Australia, but that was not until November).
The harbour was white with sailors Dressing Ship and the
Megantic was resonant with cheers and the skirl of the pipes playing
The Cock o’ the North. The first greeting the Highlanders had from
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shore was a distant and concerted hail from the civilians: “Are we
downhearted? NO!” It was a tumultuous welcome. Factory
Whistles shrilled and a note of solemnity, that brought realization
of what the coming of the Canadians really meant, occurred when
the church bells tolled in their honour. Plymouth got such a thrill
as it had not had since Drake defeated that other Armada, of
Elizabeth’s time. The men of Canada thrilled also, thrilled to the
depths of them. They were a, long step on the Way to War. What
would war bring?
After endless and confused rumours as to where the Canadians
were to go, they learned it was Salisbury Plain. Ashore, the streets
of Plymouth, Devonport and Stonehouse were thronging with
young men in khaki and Tipperary had already become the favourite
soldier song. Word was shortly received that Lt.Gen. E. A. H.
Alderson, C.B., who had served with distinction in South Africa,
would command the Canadian Contingent, and on the 16th of
October the gangplanks went down and the Highlanders disem
barked in two detachments, the right half under Major W. R.
Marshall and the left under the O.C. It was but a mile to the
station where Major Marshall’s detachment entrained ﬁrst. Col.
Currie followed with the balance in the evening. The run to
Patney was much enjoyed, but was marred by the illness of thirty
ﬁve men of Capt. McGregor’s company in Major Marshall’s detach
ment, Who were mildly poisoned by tainted ﬁsh. A march of
eleven miles through a jet night followed and as the transports did
not turn up to carry their kit bags, and as they were naturally stiff
from the long voyage, it was not a happy plod. At ﬁve o’clock in
the morning they reached the Plain. The weather was mild and
pleasant at the moment, a cheeriness that lied and belied the mud
and the misery, the wet and the cold, they were to know through
out the winter ahead of them.

Ch III. Salisbury Plain

CHAPTER III.

SALISBURY PLAIN

The muddy hole!
S ALISBURY:
So the Canadians remember

The Plain, where they trained
for war and spent the winter of 191445 in monotony, misery
and MUD. The mud, the wet, the cold, but above all, the mud,
will be forever Salisbury to the men of the Battalion. It seemed
to rain incessantly on The Plain, which had long been shunned in
winter by the regulars of the British Army, who had held summer
camp there for years.
Salisbury Plain (Wiltshire) is a chalk plateau, slow to drain, and
the rolling downland runs 25 miles from north to south and the
same distance east and west. Blissful villages nestle in the hollows
and large estates are sprinkled here and there over the vast sweep
of land, which in summer is no doubt a pleasant enough spot.
But the Highlanders didn’t see The Plain in summer. Yet, despite
the discomforts of the great camp, the men of the Battalion instantly
showed that ﬁne quality which makes good soldiers—to make
themselves at home in any situation—and, though drilled incessantly,
and tasting the irksome chafe of tight discipline, they were happy.
They arrived on Saturday morning, October 17th, and on
Sunday attended a church parade, under the eyes of London
newspaper photographers. All England was thrilled with the
arrival of the Canadians. Drill started at once, without rifles.
Everything was eager, businesslike preparation. They did squad
and section work on Monday, as the great sea of Canadian tents
shook itself together and ration and store organizations began to
function smoothly. A meeting of officers was called soon after
all were settled, by General Alderson, and amongst the things
discussed were wet canteens. It was decided that each regiment
should have one. The Canadian ofﬁcers were pleased by the
announcement at the meeting that Lord Roberts had become
Honourary CommanderinChief of the Canadian Contingent.
Reviews were hinted and all units set to to smarten up.
Shortly, Canada’s little army had settled down to the winter’s
training, to endeavour to disprove that not infrequently spoken
disparagement by old line officers of the British Army, that the
Canadians were an undisciplined mob and would never make
soldiers. They were breezy and easy with a type of discipline that
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shocked the British Army of the old school, perhaps, and yet it
ﬁtted them, suited them, and further, it worked. Perhaps they
didn’t have the sharp, clean parade smartness of the regular, but
they had already learned the need of obedience and were destined
to demonstrate as ﬁne a frontline discipline as any corps in the
World. Undoubtedly, however, they would have had a better
chance to be smart paradeground soldiers had they spent their
full time on The Plain in training, instead of being everlastingly
on fatigue. They built roads, they built rifle ranges, they supplied
picquets for surrounding Villages; all the carpenters and tinsmiths
Were in demand, not to train for war, but to build stables and other
buildings. In brief, their “training” was, at least for the first two
months, more work than either squarepushing or battle practice.
One of the ﬁrst steps was the brigading of the Contingent. In
the 3rd Infantry Brigade were placed the 13th Battalion (Royal
Highlanders of Canada); the 14th Battalion (Royal Montreal
Regiment); the 15th Battalion (48th Highlanders of Canada); and
the 16th Battalion (Canadian Scottish). To the elation of the entire
Brigade, Col. R. E. W. Turner, V.C., who had won his Victoria
Cross at Komati River in South Africa, was given command
of the Brigade. He was the senior Canadian officer. Thus the
four units, which were to be bound closely to each other through
red years of conflict, came together. There had been an attempt
to persuade the 14th Battalion also to don the kilt, which would
have made the 3rd the Highland Brigade indeed But the 14th,
grenadiers, riflemen and FrenchCanadian infantry, took not
kindly to the idea and retained their trousers.
The four infantry brigades which comprised the Canadian
Division were divided and occupied various camps. The 1st
Brigade, under Lt.Col. M. S. Mercer (gazetted Brig,Gen. as of
231915) went to Bustard Camp and remained there throughout
the stay on The Plain. The 2nd Brigade, under Lt.Col. Arthur
W. Currie (gazetted Brig.Gen. as of 231915) went to “lest Down
South and moved to Larkhill on Dec. 13th. The 3rd Brigade,
under Col. R. E. W. Turner, V.C. (gazetted Brig.Gen. as of
231915) also went to West Down South, moving to Larkhill
on Dec. 17th. The 4th Brigade, composed of the 6th, 9th, 12th
and 17th Battalions, at ﬁrst occupied Pond Farm Camp and moved
to Sling Plantation on Nov. 9th. The artillery were at “lest Down
North and the cavalry at Pond Farm and “lest Down South,
Oldcountrymen, with relatives in the British Isles, had been
clamouring for furlough. Many of them didn’t wait for permission
but all turned up later, very contrite, but satisﬁed. To be A.W.L.
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(absent without leave) was a lark, something to laugh at and not to
be ashamed of (in the private soldier’s point of view, that is) and
resulting punishment was cheerfully borne. Section and platoon
drill continued during the first week in camp, and on October 24th,
there was a Battalion parade which heralded the coming of Lord
Roberts on the morrow. The Canadians were drawn up in brigades,
and looking splendid, when they first saw the famous whitehaired
soldier. The formation was lines of battalions and the magniﬁcent
ranks stretched for two miles across the brow of a slope. He visited
each battalion in turn, riding in a gray car, and greeted the Officers
Commanding personally. With Lord Roberts were the Hon. Sam
Hughes, Canada’s Minister of Militia, and members of his staff.
Lord Roberts told Lt.Col. Currie that he had “a fine lot who
should give a good account of themselves.” That was their first
review on Salisbury. It was the first time the Canadians, excepting
the exservice men, had ever seen a division on parade. It was a
momentous review.
Before the coming of Lord Roberts, the new 1914 method of
battalion organization was inaugurated. The old eight companies
were changed to four, each company having four platoons. Then
they were changed back to eight again and then organized as four
company battalions once more, a little later on. Somebody’s mind
was made up. When this did occur, Lt.Col. Currie placed Capt.
Archie McGregor in command of No. 1 Company, with Capt. Perry
as secondincommand; Capt. G. Alexander in command of No. 2
Company, with Capt. R. Y. Cory as second; Capt. Geo. H.
McLaren in command of No. 3, with Capt. F. Daniels as second,
and Major Osborne in command of No. 4, with Capt. Trumbull
Warren as second. The early parades in that formation did not
work well, naturally, but before long they were moving as smoothly
as under the old arrangement. No. 1 Company was composed of
old “A” and “F," No. 2 of “B” and “E,” No. 3 of “C” and “G,”
and No. 4 of “D” and “H.”’
On November 2nd training was very earnest, as it was on the
following day, for on the 4th, His Majesty, the King, was due to
inspect them. By great good luck, the day was line and the Royal
Review proved an unqualiﬁed success and allowed these Colonial
soldiers of “doubtful value” to prove their ﬁtness to ﬁght for the
Empire. With His Majesty were Her Majesty the Queen, Lord
Roberts and Lord Kitchener. The Canadian battalions made an
excellent showing. N at long afterwards, the British Forces, every
arm of them, were mourning the death of Lord Roberts. He took
ill while on a tour in France and died.
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If Salisbury was a hive of industrious khaki, so was all the
British Isles. Kitchener’s Army was coming into being. Every
town was alive with recruiting sergeants eyeing likely material and
patriotic meetings were being held nightly everywhere. The War
Office did not look upon the Canadian Division as an “undisciplined
mob.” They asked for Canadian instructors. They got them.
They asked for Canadian noncoms., men who would make good
officers. They got them, the Highlanders supplying a full share
of each.
The preparation labours, after His Majesty’s visit, settled down
again to a tedious and monotonous round of training. As a rule
there was the patter of rain on their canvas roots to lull them to
sleep and a cold dawn to greet them when the Reveille, strident,
brazen and heartily cursed, awoke them with its summoning call.
Throughout November their training went steadily on, with only
an increasing number of furloughs and incessant, wild rumours of
“how went the war,” all of which were optimistic, to break the
sameness of existence. Yet they were gay, sang much, soldiered
hard, and in spite of the weather, grew ﬁt as the proverbial fiddles.
There was great difficulty experienced in obtaining Davidson
kilts. The Ordnance Department wanted to issue the Gordon
tartan, but, through the insistence of Lt.Col. Currie, the Davidson
was ﬁnally obtained for replacements and to dress men who trans
ferred to the 15th. These, however, were not issued until France
had been reached.
The Lord Mayor’s show was held in London shortly after the
King’s visit and Lt. Frank Smith was detailed by Lt.Col. Currie
to lead the detachment to represent the Battalion. The Canadians
were under the command of Col. Victor Williams. The 48th
Highlanders detachment under Lt. Smith, made a smart showing
and were creditable representatives of their Regiment. On the
19th of November, the officers were honoured by having Rudyard
Kipling to mess with them.
From now on it was mud, mud, and more mud, all through
these autumn days and all through the winter. The rains of
Salisbury had started on the day the hero of Khandahar had visited
them, and with only occasional breaks, they were to know gray days
and drizzling nights all winter. Every letter home spoke of mud.
It wasn’t “polish and shine,” it was “scrape the blasted mud off"
it was impossible to be clear of it and work on the parade ground
was extremely arduous. “How the hell can I drill ’em when they
slip back two paces for one forward?” groused a sergeant. But
they struggled manfully to soldier, drilled and routemarched
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through the mire, and looked forward with eagerness to the next
step that would take them to where the guns muttered and brawled
across the Channel.
The end of November was marked by a Divisional Field Day,
when Gen. Alderson controlled the movements of his troops by
blasts on a huntsman’s horn, which was “so funny we didn’t mind
traipsing all over the damn plains.” Again, it was the ﬁrst time
the Canadians had seen a division on manoeuvres, and it was
consequently of immense interest. Gen. Pitcairn Campbell, Officer
Commanding the Southern Command, watched the Division
spreading out to the attack. They were magniﬁcent as they
moved in battle array over the rolling downs. It was a sight that
is seldom seen, and once seen, can never be forgotten. Salisbury
was ideal for mass parades, and on few other occasions during the
entire war was the 1st Canadian Division able to parade as one
great unit. On November 30th, the officers of the Regiment held
a St. Andrew’s dinner which those present remembered long.
December, and the monotonous round of lifting one foot up and
putting it down again in the mud went on and on and on. The
only cheer was the nearness of Christmas, the frequent furloughs
because of the heavy rains, and the prospect, so rumour said, of
shortly reaching the front. On December 4th there was large
excitement. A gale swept the camp and all marquees, including
the mess tents and the orderly room, were blown down. Early in
the month, at a meeting of Battalion Commanders, Gen. Alderson
suggested that distinctive badges be done away with and the
numeral only used. Lt.Col. Currie made the respectful but ﬁrm
protests for the officers present, and the G.O.C. of the Canadians,
realizing he was stepping upon ground that was certain to be
dangerous to the peaceful progress of his command, withdrew the
proposal.
On December 16th, there was a welcome change when the men
got out of tents, growing bitter in the cold nights now, and were
moved to Larkhill Camp, where they had the comfort of huts.
It had been thought more than just an agreeable trade of abode;
they hoped it would give a better chance to live out the rest of the
stay on The Plain without colds and illness. Hut stoves were
ringed in the evenings while letters were written, and gossip and
rumour ran high. But shortly meningitis began to take its toll
the huts were proving more comfortable but less healthy than the
tents—and the hospital list, from constant wet feet and clothing,
grew heavy throughout the great camp as the winter progressed.
Also, during December, the youngsters of the Regiment strove
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manfully, though the effort was frequently productive of but the
vaguest resemblance of a soldierly moustache, to follow the Colonels
order to “grow hair on the upper lip.”
Christmas Day arrived. It had been awaited by men doing
the monotonous round of training and living the changeless life of
soldiers in camp, as eagerly as by children. The principal enjoy
ment was furlough as it had been arranged that the entire Battalion
would shake the mud of Salisbury from their feet for a brief while
during the festive season. So there was only half a battalion to
enjoy the dinners on Christmas and New Year’s Day, half being
on leave on each occasion. Despite the bleak dreariness of the
weather, there was good cheer everywhere, the officers dining with
their companies. The football team journeyed to Glasgow on
New Year’s Day, but lost; several oarsmen in the Battalion went
to the boat races on the Thames and rowed, Canada vs. England
at Richmond, on Boxing Day; and on New Year’s Day there was
a race, Winnipeg against Argonauts, at Putney.
Immediately before the Christmas season, Lt.Col. Currie had
left for a musketry and machinegun course at Hythe. Returning,
the car in which he was riding turned over in a ditch between
Salisbury town and Larkhill. Col. Turner suffered a broken collar
bone and fractured several ribs. Lt.Col. Currie and Lt.Col.
Burland, who was also in the car, were luckily unhurt.
In January, the training became intensive ﬁeld work. The
month wore along with the entire Division being drilled into front
line ﬁtness. Mixed in with the training, however, were still too
many fatigues, principally in roadwork and in improving con
ditions about the camp. At last, sufficient ammunition was
obtainable and the men were now able to practice rifle shooting
on the ranges. The rifle is the soldier’s tool, but, owing to the lack
of S.A.A. (small arm ammunition) they had done little more with
it up to now than put it through the various monotonous movements
on the parade ground to the command of N.C.O. and officer. Even
now the supply of rifle and machinegun ammunition was sadly
short. As the month went along this was rectified fully, the
number of men on fatigue growing less and training becoming
intensiﬁed. The Battalion had its picture taken also about this time.
During the last week of January, Sir George Perley and Lord
Islington visited the Battalion, looked them over. pronounced them
“a ﬁne body of troops," and stayed to luncheon in the Mess. They
brought word that His Majesty the King would visit them again
shortly. Immediately the steady flow of contradictory latrine
rumour rolled high. France! It could mean nothing else. His
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Majesty was visiting them before going. Else why was he coming?
osphere came over the Battalion. It was one of expec
tancy and suspense that was to last until the move actually did
Come. Even had it not been for the mud, they were eager to go.
His Majesty came, cheerful and smiling. The weather was
overcast, but cleared as the review progressed. The momentous
parade took place a mile or so west of Larkhill Camp and the
reviewing stand faced two long lines of khakiclad Canadians,
volunteers parading before their Sovereign, men who were shortly
to be ranked with the finest shock troops of all history.
The Battalion looked, and was, in ﬁne fettle as it swung to its
appointed place. Cavalry, artillery and infantry were moving
across the sweeping face of the downs, converging on the formation
point for the review. It was a glorious panorama. They were in
their places long before a train whistle shrilled along the Canadian
made roadbed across The Plain. His Majesty and staff followed
a boardwalk to the platform over which fluttered the Royal
Standard. The entire Division came to the salute with a click on
the command: “Royal Salute!” The Division stood steady, while
through the lines walked His Majesty, accompanied by his staff,
General Alderson and Col. Seely, M.P. Lord Kitchener headed
the Staff. His Majesty spoke to many men in the ranks and, while
chatting with Lt.Col. Currie, said: “You are going abroad in a
few days.” That made it deﬁnite. Later, the entire Division
marched past the reviewing stand where His Majesty took the
salute. When the Royal train moved out, Glengarrys were on the
rifles, and His Majesty left Salisbury with the mighty cheers of the
men of Canada to comfort him in his Empire's hour of trial.
So it was true. France in February. It was general know
ledge; every Canadian knew it, talked of it, and gloated or knew
vague apprehension because of it.
Meningitis was now rampant and for a time threatened to delay
the departure of the Division. So keen were all ranks that the
most chronic defaulter walked very circumspectly. The threat
that he might be left behind brought instant obedience, and the
Battalion became very meek and behaved itself so well that Lt.Col.
Currie in the Orderly Room in the mornings had few to deal with.
Men suspected of being malingerers suddenly started to soldier
with comical earnestness, and showed that the parade square, not
France, had been the cause of their swingingthelead. The Medical
Officer, Major MacKenzie, did not have to be suspicious, for the
sick line was made up of sick men.
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The fiction which floated back to Canada of general and serious
misdemeanours in the Division was gross slander. Thirty
thousand men, gay, wholehearted fellows, off on a great adventure,
must needs be boisterous. But the charge that their conduct was
beyond this was untrue. Their “crimes,” as told in the solemn
sanctum of the Battalion Orderly Room before the O.C., showed
that the things they did were most of them humourous and all of
them excusable on the ground of high spirits. When the Battalion
clicked to attention as Lt.Col. Currie took over, when they did
their presentarms, with the slap, slap, slap in splendid unison, an
observer knew they were soldiers. When one heard their songs as
they slashed through the mud on a route march, one knew, too,
that they were happy soldiers.
February wore along uneventfully, but with all ranks in a fever
of impatience and all striving to Vision the sensations, the discom
forts and the fears of the frontline. None, perhaps, came near
imagining the real thing, but all were willing and keen to try it.
On the 9th, Lt.Col. Currie was told by Brigade Headquarters that
his Highlanders would march out on the 11th. Kits were packed
with a hustle long before there was necessity, and the huts, for the
last hours on The Plain, became a noisy, boisterous world of activity.
Spare kit was to be left behind; officers’ baggage was cut to 35
pounds and the men’s comprised drawers, undershirt, shirt, 2 towels,
holdall, shaving kit, balaclava, 3 pairs socks, housewife, great
coat, rubber sheet, mess tin and haversack. Add a rifle and 150
rounds and you have upwards of 80 pounds—a load for any man’s
back. The Company storemen were bitter—they were to be left
behind, as were those who were A.W.L. Monday of the 8th had
been spent in fuming suspense. They had been fooled so often.
The next day and the next (10th) were little better, and if men’s
minds turned apprehensively to what might be before them they
held their thoughts to the secrecy of their bunks in the dark.
Shortly after midnight of February 10th—11th, 1915, Reveille
thrilled through the hutlines. Sleeping men awoke with a jerk
and ﬁnal packing began. The early morning was clear and cold
with stars sparkling in the black void above the Highlanders as
they fell in and shivered and stood ready for war. The first two
companies marched out at 2.30 a.m., behind the Commanding
Officer. With him went Capt. Duguid, Quartermaster; Capt.
Darling, Adjutant; Lt. Jago, Transport Officer, and most of his
section. Major W. R. Marshall followed at 4.30 with the other
two companies. The 15th Battalion, 48th Highlanders, were
swinging through the chill, black dawn on the road to battle.

LONG BRANCH, AUGUST 1914

WORKING PARTY, LARKHILL, 1914

List of Officers

SALISBURY PLAIN

35

They entrained at Amesbury, Lt.Col. Currie at 5.30 and Major
Marshall at 7.15 a.m. No destination was given. The men in the
matchbox English coaches at which they had laughed so much,
rolled steadily west. They came to Bristol, of which Avonmouth
is the seaport, and here they boarded the SS. Mount Temple. Early
in the morning of the 12th they were off.
Many officers and noncoms. had been left behind to taste
bitter disappointment. Amongst them were Capt. K. R. Marshall,
who had pneumonia, Lt. W. H. Davidson and Lt. A. Muir, who had
bronchial trouble, and Lts. Lawson, Campbell, Kay and Wilson.
Capt. Musgrave and Lt. W. P. Malone had been detailed to remain
with the base company. Lt. Acland and Lt. Livingston were
drilling reinforcements for the British at Falmouth. Lt. G. B.
Taylor, who had been attending Oxford and joined on The Plain,
went with No. 1 Company.
The officers who marched out of The Plain, battlebound, were:
HEADQUARTERS
Lt.Col. J. A. Currie, Officer Commanding.
Major W. R. Marshall, SecondinCommand.
Capt. R. C. Darling, Adjutant.
Capt. John T. Duguid, Quartermaster.
Major A. J. MacKenzie, Medical Officer.
Capt. R. R. McKessock, MachineGun Ofﬁcer.
Capt. O. H. Mabee, Paymaster.
Lt. J. A. Dansereau, Signalling Ofﬁcer.
Lt. W. W. Jago, Transport Officer.
NO. 1 COMPANY
Capt. A. R. McGregor, O.C.
Capt. F. M. Perry,
SecondinCommand.
Lt. W. Mavor.
Lt. G. I. Langmuir.
Lt. G. B. Taylor.

NO. 2 COMPANY
Capt. G. M. Alexander, O.C.
Capt R. Y. Cory,
SecondinCommand.
Lt. H. A. Barwick.
Lt. F. M. Gibson.
Lt. E. V. Jones.
Lt. E. O. Bath.

NO. 3 COMPANY
Capt. George H. McLaren. O.C.
Capt, A. N. Daniels
SecondinCommand.
Lt W. H. Shoenberger.
Lt. Frank J. Smith.
Lt. H. M. Scott.

NO. 4 COMPANY
Major J. E. K. Osborne, O.C.
Capt. Trumbull Warren.
SecondinCommand.
Lt. C. V. Fessenden.
Lt: F.W. MacDonald.
Lt. Alex. J. Sinclair.
Lt. E. W. Bickle.

The Senior N.C.O.’s to depart from Salisbury for action were
R.S.M. W. II. Grant; C.S.M’s. J. Armitage, H. J. S. Rigby,
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H. Vernon and L. E. deHarte; R.Q.M.S. James Keith and C.Q.M.
Sgts. A. Burness, P. Campbell, A. Goodfellow and J. Jackson;
PipeMajor Alex. Keith; Sgts. A. Newlands (Band); S. McPherson
(Medical), G. R. Edmonds (Postal), M. Cochrane (Cooks), W.
Millar, Angus Ferguson (Provost), and amongst the Sergeants were
W. Russ, A. McCormack, P. Dunbar, W. F. Wells, A. A. McDonald,
H. Band, J. Leach, W. E. Gridley, J. Shields, P. Allison, G. Ball,
J. Stephens. W. McMasters. H. Brown. J. Maule. J. Annand,
H. H. Goodwin, G. W. B. Duguid, W. Walker, A. W. Hooper,
F. J. Harcombe, W. Jones, “Jock” Thompson, H. Ashling,
J. Checkley, C. V. Ashling, J. Wink, W. Fraser, Harry Ralph,
J. Milne, Geo. T. Hermitage, E. Rogers, H. Purser, E. Pay, H. Page
and G. C. Cresswell.
Cpls. Sweet, Watts, Wilkinson and Boyd had left the Battalion
on The Plain, being commissioned to the Gordons; Capt. W. H.
Donaldson left to accept a staff appointment, and Capt. J. Duguid
had taken his place as Quartermaster.
S.S. Mount Temple, very old, and strong of her ancient cargoes,
dropped the shoreline of England into the blue behind them by
noon of February 12th. There was snow on the Welsh hills. It
was not to be a pleasant voyage and the gulls that followed their
wake waxed plump. The men were quartered in the hold with
two 4.7 guns. A few attempts were made at physical training but
the weather was too rough to attempt anything serious, and besides,
she was soon shipping it green and the steel decks made precarious
footing for men wearing steelcaulked boots. They had marched
aboard singing lustily but the chop of the channel quickly subdued
them and they took no interest in the swanky T.B.D.’s turning
for home. Casualties from sea sickness were extensive even before
they hit the great combers of the Bay of Biscay.
It was a dirty voyage. A storm broke. A lifeboat was ripped
loose and was washed away. Another was smashed. The wagons
in the hold began to roll with the ship and a fatigue party, very
shaky, and green about the gills, wedged bales of hay between
them as buffers. There was danger of the guns breaking loose.
They were inspected and found fast. An artillery horse did break
its tether, and running wild, fell and killed itself. One of the
machineguns mounted on the deck was damaged. At times the
old tub hardly had steerage way. When she stood on her nose her
naked screw tried to scream above the gale. When her stern went
down, her bow shocked back with a force that made every ribbing
shiver. Another boat went by the board on the second day out
and took the rail with it. Few aboard had the heart to do more
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than nibble hardtack and even that was sometimes a nauseous
business. Sgt. McMaster slipped on the deck when she rolled
scuppers under on one occasion and broke his arm. Capt.
McLaren, surgeon as well as soldier, set it at once. The First
Officer was locked out of his cabin; something movable had jammed
the door. It was so rough that Capt. Perry, Orderly Officer, had
to sit on the floor to make his report to the QC.
So it went. And to say they were relieved to ﬁnd themselves
riding the sea easily, with the shore of France in sight, is mild
indeed. They hoveto off St. Nazaire, after being far off their
course, in the early morning of February 15th. But the memories
of the two nights and three days were soon forgotten. It was
France, the land where battle waged relentlessly; the land of which
they had dreamed and to which they had yearned with all the gay
eagerness of gallant youth. They were here. How few realized
the tragedies shortly to befall, the weeks and months lengthening
down a crimson, weary trail into years of strife, before they would
turn their faces to the west and home once more.

Ch IV. France and Action

CHAPTER IV.

FRANCE AND ACTION
—and, now I only hear the hiss of hate,
The gnashing cauldrons of the waiting hell—
But if The Moments passage breaks for me,
Then, God, oh God, please help me do it well.

along the quay and over the cobbled streets of St.
Q UIETLY
Nazaire the Battalion swung as the evening mist was drifting
wetly in from sea. It was 7 o’clock. All day they had fumed
about the Mount Temple and there was no more regret to the part
ing than in bidding adieu to the heartbreaking drill in Salisbury’s
mud. There was a strange thrill to this disembarkation. They
felt not at all like crusaders, but they were entering the threshold
of the Great Adventure. Here was ground that had shaken to the
muttering of guns. They could almost hear the sullen threat of
their voices now. All day they had seen the blue coats and red
trousers of the French soldiers lining the quay. Now les soldats
stood here and there on the quiet streets. What mattered it that
they, too, perhaps, had not yet faced the Hun? To the High
landers they were the gallant poilu of La France.
The unloading of the transport, stores, and especially the horses,
proved a labourious job. The horses rolled and skidded down the
gangways but escaped injury. Then there was another herculean
job of getting them aboard the train, reached after 20 minutes’
march. Lt. Jago, Capt. Duguid, the transport and storemen, knew
hard labour that evening. The loading ﬁnished, Col. Currie sought
the train crew who were enjoying coffee and a lunch. When all
was at last ready, the engineer gave three fussy little toots and the
48th Highlanders, jammed into box cars—the infamous coaches
marked 40 hommes, 8 chevaux—started with a jolt on the last leg
to war. All through the night they shunted and jarred more or less
in the general direction of the front. All the next day the y crawled
on, to the tune of:
“Get your blasted foot out of me jawrr.”
“It’s no my fut. It’s Jock’s.”
Jock, reclining in an “S” position, three men removed from the
complainant, was blissfully snoring and unmindful that two men
were using his husky leg for a pillow. They were crowded to the
38
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doors and all ranks endured an uncomfortable journey. But they
sang now and then, tried to imitate the mournful “moos" of cattle.
played listless cards, cursed, cogitated upon the war, cursed and
sang again, and in the course of time—23 hours—came at last to
Hazebrouck. They had passed through Nantes, Sable, Le Mans,
Laigle, Abbeville, Calais, La Hutte, where they had dinner, then
St. Omer, and, at last, Hazebrouck, at 7 in the evening of February
17th. Lt. Russell, the Railway Transport Officer, who knew many
of the 15th officers, said they could march ﬁve miles and billet in
the country, or they could billet in town, in the hospital that was
being constructed. Col. Currie, knowing how stiff the men were,
chose the hospital. So their ﬁrst night in French billets was spent
in comparative comfort, marred only by an accident, when
C.Q.M.S. Burness and a piper fell through a hole in the flooring.
The C.Q.M.S. went to hospital, with minor injuries. The rest
were snoring before midnight.
The Battalion was astir early, but the fallin did not sound
until 10.30 a.m., and after nearly four hours on the road, they
reached billets in Caestre. It was a fairly stiff march and the
ditches became the receptacles of much fancy equipment purchased
before leaving England. They were in the war zone, in old French
Flanders, 12 miles from Armentières, due east of them. The march
had been peaceful, past tilled ﬁelds where farmers, most of them old
and crippled, were working, and along the road brighteyed children
held hands out for “boolee biff.” But it was momentous, despite
the peacefulness. Drifting on the wind came a dull, ominous
muttering. The guns! It was the voice of war. At last they could
hear it. Beneath them the ground seemed to tremble imperceptibly.
They thrilled variously, some with a sudden stab of dread, some to
the tang of danger in the sound, but they thrilled, all of them.
Lt. Dansereau, who had gone ahead with a billeting party, met
them and guided the various companies to their quarters in the
westerly side of Caestre. His Royal Highness, Prince Arthur of
Connaught, passed them at the entrance to the town. Caestre
was comfortable, the barns and outbuildings of the residents being
utilized as billets. The O.C. was the guest of a brewer and the
officers’ mess was in the schoolhouse. There was good cheer on
arrival—they got their first issue of rum.
Before disembarking, the Battalion had been issued with sheep
skin coats. Now they began to vanish mysteriously into ditches,
behind hedges, and with them went an overpowering odour. These
untanned goat, sheep and calf skins were “high" when they were
wet and—“who wants to smell like a sheep?” They melted away
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and no man knoweth the manner
of their passing. But they got rid
of these coats as the army always
gets rid of an unpopular issue. If
noticed on inspection, the expla
nation was simple: “It was on the
parapet, sir, and a shell hit it."
Col. Currie was called to Bri
gade H.Q. on the 19th, where a
conference was held between Col.
Turner, the other battalion com
manders of his Brigade, and Lt.
Col. Mitchell of the 3rd Brigade,
C.F.A. The Canadian Division had
been placed in the 3rd Corps (End
Army) for frontline instruction,
and Lt.Gen. Wm. P. Pulteney
(later Sir William), its commander,
was there to greet the battalion
commanders. Gen. Alderson warn
ed the Brigade that Field Marshal
Sir John French. Commanderin
Chief of the British Army in France,
would inspect them on the morrow.
In a ﬁeld near Caestre, the
Brigade was drawn up in review
order with all ranks aware that they
were undergoing a close scrutiny
and that their British Corps Com
mander was watching their every
move. They were to be broken in
by his troops, and as he was of the
old school, he doubtless believed
that the man who does not ﬁdget
on the square will not fuss under
ﬁre. They looked and acted well,
they felt, and the Commander
inChief complimented the 15th
Battalion on their ﬁne appearance
and efficiency. He said: “If you
This key map shows
or the sectors which are
that follow.

the relative locations
shown on the maps
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ﬁght as well as you look, you will acquit yourselves well." Accom
panying him were Gen. Sir Horace SmithDorrien, Prince
Arthur of Connaught and a gorgeous array of Brass Hats of lesser
rank.
Five days were spent in Caestre and on Sunday. February 21st,
the Battalion held its first divine service in France, in a green ﬁeld
just beyond the village. The Battalion formed in a hollow square,
and, standing beside his drumhead pulpit, Canon Scott led them
through the British Army service. It was a clear, windless day,
and the clamour of guns drummed a low accompaniment to the
General Confession. The earth shivered beneath them as they sang.
At 8 am. on the 23rd, the Battalion fellin on the road and
swung down the pavé for Armentières. The day before, the officers
messed together for the last time for months to come. The ways
of peace were being put behind them. The road to Armentières
was long and, at many points, fluttering pennons on lances warned
of the Staff awaiting. General Alderson took their salute. Gen.
Sir Horace SmithDorrien was awaiting them near Flêtre and Gen.
Pulteney was also met. They were never again the object of so
much interest on the roads of France. They were new, untried,
and the British Army wondered if they would “stand the gaff."
The West Yorks, Sherwoods, Durham Light Infantry and the
Westminsters were given the honour of breaking in the 3rd Brigade
in the ways and peculiarities of trench war. On the night of the
23rd the platoon commanders went forward and no doubt annoyed
the Imperials and perhaps amused them, with the inevitable flood of
questions. The next day Col. Currie lunched with Lt.Col. P.
LevesonGower, O.C. of the Sherwoods, and it was decided that half
the Battalion would go in for an instructional tour that night. Half
of each company paraded at 5.30 that afternoon and moved off,
walking warily, but eager to have their weeks of wondering stilled.
They would ﬁnd out about it now. The night was black and as they
had neither nightfeet nor nighteyes, there was much blasphemous
stumbling and nervous, whispered cursing as a slowing stray whined
over or a steeljacketted bullet cracked into a tree. The Imperial
officers told all they knew to the officers of equivalent rank of the
Highlanders. Veteran, trenchwise sergeants told these newcomers
a bit loftily, naturally, just what their duties were, and private
advised private pithily and plainly when to duck and when not to
duck; what that sound was and what this was. Their ears could
not distinguish the chop of the Ross from the sharper crack of the
LeeEnﬁeld or the Mauser’s cough. Shortly they would, but not
yet. They were told to stay still when the prying German flares
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went up, and they would be safe. They were told to shield their
cooking ﬁres with all care, and above all to “keep tha’ bloody head
down, lad."
The trenches of the salient in front of Armentières were built
up above ground level and all were wet. The parapets were walls
of mud, wickerbracings of willow and sand bags. Behind the
Sherwoods, a shattered house or two loomed gloomily under the
moon. Dugouts were built into the wall, low hovels, roofed with
corrugated iron and sandbags. Two hundred yards or so in the
rear, a support line snaked its way parallel to the frontline. The
nights passed slowly, each man standing his turn as sentry to see
shadows glower and scurry across the tumbled floor in front. The
businesslike birrr of a British Vickers answered the quick toctoc
toc of a German Maxim, and now and then a salvo of shells would
rustle overhead. The Highlanders went into the line with iron
rations only, and were surprised by the gift of Maconochie from the
Imperials, on whom this “delicacy" had begun to pall.
The next evening, and the next, the balance of the platoons
went uptheline and were disgusted with the swanking of those
who had experienced it first. They were only 24 hours behind them.
Lt. Barwick, Capt. McLaren, and Capt. McGregor were ﬁrst out
and into Battalion H.Q., to regale Col. Currie and Major Marshall
with the tale of their adventures. How tame they were. Yet how
thrilling they seemed then. On February 26th, one of our observa
tion aircraft was trailed by “Archie,” the first time they saw the
cottonwool balls rising suddenly up the sky in a sheaf as German
antiaircraft guns chased a British plane.
The ﬁrst casualty. Late in the afternoon of the 96th, Pte.
Ford (19125) of No. 4 Company, was wounded in the thigh by a
sniper's bullet. What a long list he was to head, a list that was
to grow and grow as the slow months wore on. Ford had trans
ferred to the Battalion from the 9th Battalion at Lark Hill. The
next day, Pte. F. Ferland (27587) of No. 2 Company, was killed in
action. Ferland, who heads the list of the Regiment’s dead, trans
ferred to the 48th at Valcartier. He was a FrenchCanadian and
had seen service in the American Army. He was sniped in the
head at dawn, the first harsh lesson that the Hun eyes opposite
were ever watchful and that a man could make one mistake but
never two when the snipers were alert. He was buried with his
section standing beside his grave in a little graveyard, the Rev.
Father Sylvester reading the service.
They were all out of the line, after the entire Battalion had had
a turn at it, on Sunday evening, the last day of February, and in
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billets at Armentières. They had learned much in their short
24hour tours; how to pick up their rations, how to post sentries,
screen their cooking ﬁres, for each man was issued raw bacon, meat
and tea, and was his own chef. They knew the routine now, how
to cut wire, make loopholes, take cover as snipers, dig ditches and
ﬁll sandbags, and, in fact, they were ready now to take their place
alone in the line before the Hun.
The 3rd Canadian Infantry Brigade was to take over from the
Guards Brigade of the 7th Division, which Divisional HQ. was
visited by Lt.Col. Currie on March 1st. Lt. Barry, a Guards
officer, was detailed to remain with Battalion H.Q. in the line as an
adviser. He helped greatly. On March 2nd, the kits were on and
they were swinging down the road to Bac St. Maur, where they
billeted in a flax mill. One night there, then on to billets near
Sailly, vacated by the Guards. The companies were billeted in
farms, the familiar billet which Bairnsfather described as a “square
sided farmhouse with a rectangular smell in the middle." The
French peasant lived with his manure pile at his front door, much
to the surprise and amusement of the Highlanders when they
saw it.
Sometime before this every man was scratching. The seam
squirrels had arrived and were travelling shirts. It took a day or
so to get used to them, to get over the revulsion and the discomfort,
then one accepted them as part of the game, and prepared to put
up with them and make periodical attempts at wholesale slaughter
when they began to “form fours” too vigourously. Here, at Sailly,
there were baths and an effort to exterminate the lice with gasoline.
Fine, for a few hours; then they were back again.
The Guards had been holding a line opposite the town of Fro
melles. On Saturday night, March 6th, the Battalion took over
the Rue Petillon trenches beyond La Cordonnerie Farm and held
a line for the first time as a unit for a period of three days. The
14th Battalion had already relieved the Guards, and so it was
Canadians who were relieved by the 48th Highlanders. They were
all in place in the early evening and carried through their ﬁrst relief
very creditably under the circumstances. They went in under a
slow, cold March drizzle. No. 2 Company (Capt. Alexander),
No. 3 Company (Capt. McLaren), and No. 4 Company (Major
Osborne), held the front line, while No. 1 Company, under Capt.
McGregor, took over the support positions—redoubts behind the
frontline and supplied the ration parties for the Battalion. The
positions were drawn by lot. LLCol. Currie instructed that there
was to be no bravado, but that, if possible, the Battalion was to
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dominate the sniping. Many rifles spoke into the dark that ﬁrst
night. Just before going into the line, the first bombing squad was
formed, and under Lt. E. W. Bickle departed for a tenday course
at Brigade School under Guards’ instruction.
Here, in front of La Cordonnerie Farm, the first patrols went
out and other parties repaired the wire. It was a new experience,
No Man’s Land, one that had a strange fascination for certain
hardy and adventurous souls. Some didn’t fancy bellycrawls and
wrestlingmatches with dead men but others almost seemed to
enjoy scrambling about in the gloom with the snarled wire, the rats,
the bully tins and the very old dead. It was eery, fearful, and an
evil, slinking zone of ghosts and doubts. It varied in width on the
Battalion’s front from 400 to 80 yards, with Capt. Alexander’s
Company having the narrow section on the left. They had nerves,
naturally, shadows slipped and darted, and vague shapes distorted
under straining eyes. One night a nervous sentry suddenly shouted:
“Here they come!” The line stoodto with a rush, rifles crackled
blindly into the night. A starshell went up and over. And a
disgusted voice said: “Cabbages!"
They learned much during the brief tour. On Sunday, the 7th,
they watched Fromelles being shelled and saw the church tower,
used as a German observation point, destroyed. The artillery was
fairly active all day and the sniping at times was pestilential.
There were no casualties, but Col. Currie ordered that the bright
Glengarry, ideal target, was not to be worn in the line. Thereafter,
only the woollen tamo’shanter, supplied by friends of the Regiment
at home, was their trench headgear. “Cobble feet” and frost bite
had been serious in France throughout the winter and all ranks took
the precaution of massaging their stiff, cold feet, numb from water
and mud, at least once a (lay. Monday passed quietly, with the
Hun throwing several shells, half of which were duds. Major
Marshall spent the night in the frontline. And each night the
Battalion discovered they hated working parties, carrying parties,
or any other kind of night labour. They discovered this early, too,
that trench war is more labour than ﬁghting ; but they cheerfully
christened their dugouts “the Maple Leaf Hotel,” “the Yonge St.
Mission,” and similar names remindful of Canada, and settled
swiftly into the game of war. Pte. Chanas Vartanian, who had
been taken on as an interpreter, was wounded on March 8th. He
was the only casualty of a quiet and interesting tour. The Bat
talion was out of the line early in the evening of the 9th, moving
back to Rue du Quesne. in Brigade Reserve, and prepared for a
long, unbroken night’s sleep.
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But it was not to be. Though they did not know it, the Battle
of Neuve Chapelle, long planned, was now to be staged just south of
their trench positions of Rue Petillon. A Brigade frontage was
between the 14th Battalion and the attackflank. At midnight
orders were received that the 15th Battalion were to take up a psi
tin in the Rue du Bois, in close support for the attack. They
fellin in the cold. black dawn at 5 a.m., 10th March, and were in
positions shortly after 6 o'clock. There they heard the thunder of
the first assault. The British barrage opened at 7.30 a.m. and the
artillery fire was heavy and incessant throughout the day. Shortly
after 8.30, the dull roar of rapidﬁre ran for miles. The Battalion
rested easy, not under serious ﬁre, and wondered how the battle
had gone. Only the lucky saw khaki ﬁgures advancing here and
there in the battle fog. That evening they moved back to billets
at Rue du Quesne, spent the night there, and returned to their
support position before dawn of the 11th, for two hours, when
the battle opened with renewed frenzy just to their right. Then
it petered out. That the Battalion expected to get into it is evident
in the diary, which says: “We have broken the German line and
expect to advance soon.” The impression seemed to be conﬁrmed
when instructions on the 12th, to the Canadian Division, said they
must hold themselves in readiness to cooperate.
Then the expectations of action grew to certainty when on the
18th, the Highlanders again took over from the 14th Battalion,
this time for four days, and were at once warned to attack on a
signal, to be given later. But, though they stoodto for hours,
nothing happened. The same disposition of the companies was
made as for the previous tour. So sure were the men that they
were going over that footholds were cut into the parapet, belts
were tightened, throats were dry and the period of waiting had all
the nervous tenseness of prezero times they were to know so often
later.
On the 14th, Pte. V. G. Howard was slightly wounded and the
next day Ptes. C. H. Pearce, G. T. White and E. G. Wink followed
him downtheline. The shelling was fairly stiff, especially on
No. 3 Company front. On Tuesday, Pte. G. Stanley was killed by
a sniper, near his son, and W. Terry was wounded by a shell
splinter. Sgt. W. Jones was wounded in the stomach and arm. Then
they got out of the line on the evening of the 17th and settled
down once more in the Rue du Quesne billets.
The month of March was a momentous round of trench life, of
fourinandfourout, and on the 20th the 15th traded places with
the 14th Battalion once more. They had been getting along well,
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with a minor run of casualties, less than the 14th Battalion had
experienced in the same position. War luck is ﬁckle and it could
not last. On the afternoon of March 23rd, Capt. R. C. Darling,
the Adjutant, was wounded in the shoulder while cutting across the
open behind the frontline, with part of his path exposed. The day
was quiet but a sniper saw him. He had taken a message to Capt.
Perry. on the left of the Battalions front, and was returning to
Battalion H.Q. To the regret of the entire Regiment, Capt.
Darling died of his wound in England.
The men were already at home in the line and low voices were
heard often in song as they whiled monotonous hours away. A
new song had made its appearance, one which was sung many times
during the months to come:
“I want to go home, I want to go home:
The bullets they whistle, the cannon they roar;
I don’t want to go up the line any more;
Take me ever the sea,
Where the Allemand can’t get at me;
Oh, my,
I don’t want to die;
I want to go home.”
It sounded pacifistic, and was said to have caused the German
High Command to comment to the effect that the British Army’s
morale was breaking. The Hun never understood the Tommy.
Then there was another song, one they could march to, which
the Imperials started singing immediately after Neuve Chapelle—
“We stopped them on the Marne;
We beat them on the Aisne;
We gave ’em hell
At Neuve Chapelle
And here we are again;
Hello; Hello;
Here we are again."
They were out on the evening of March 94th, spent two days
in their old billets, then moved to new quarters at L’Epinette, near
Estaires, where they went through vigourous training. On March
29th, many of the men heard the Bishop of London when he spoke
from the steps of the Town Hall in Estaires. The pipe band was
stricken on March 28th when they learned that Cpl. J. Thompson
had died of illness in hospital. The night before. Sgt. Rose and
Piper Miller were returning with several comrades through Estaires.
They were passing a billet, Miller was piping and failed to hear the
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challenge of a sentry. For some unknown reason the sentry ﬁred,
wounded Sgt. Rose in the hip and the piper in the back, with the
one shot.
So March wore out, with the Battalion already trenchwise,
and April, one of the bloodiest and most momentous months in their
history, began. The Battalion was spoiling for ﬁght. They had set
themselves to go over in the Neuve Chapelle show, which was more
costly than victorious, and on March 31st, Brig.Gen. R.E.W. Turner
took Lt.Col. Loomis and Lt.Col. Currie with him to Laventie,
near the old sector, to reconnoitre the ground about the Rue d’Enfer.
There was another push at the Aubers Ridge, the objective of Neuve
Chapelle, impending. Again nothing developed. At this time Lt.
Dansereau had become Adjutant and Lt. Shoenberger was Signalling
Officer.
The Battalion did not march out of Estaires until April 7th,
when they hit the cobble for Cassel. The Rue d'Enfer was already
forgotten and another destiny in store. Billets were taken over
at Ryveld, and on the 10th the Battalion marched to Cassel, on
a sugarloaf hill, to be inspected by Gen. Sir Horace SmithDorrien.
The city is walled and the review took place outside the ancient
battlements. He intimated there would not be another winter
campaign; was very complimentary, and after the inspection called
out the officers and noncoms. and said: “I have some stiff work
for you to do.” Well, they could do it. They were fit and eager
to show their mettle and prove their worth. How could they
foresee the tragedy and glory of the April days ahead?
After the review they marched back to their Ryveld billets,
where they stayed until the 15th. Then, still working to the north—
Ward, they marched to Watou, almost on the borderline between
France and Belgium. The night before leaving Ryveld, the Bat
talion had a singsong around a bonfire—the tree they burned
costing the Colonel 25 francs. It was a happy, gay gathering, and
the last one the then personnel of the Battalion was to havenew
faces were to take the place of those who had learned how to soldier
on the square together, learned trench warfare together, and were
now to learn how to die together. They moved quickly to the fate
awaiting. One night was spent in Watou, then they marched to
Abeele, half in France and half in Belgium, where they were
loaded into busses, and started on their journey, gaily singing their
old, familiar songs, and all unknowing.

Ch V. The 2nd Battle of Ypres

CHAPTER V.

THE SECOND BATTLE OF YPRES
“—their name has gone, ringing, around the world.”

names are legion that ring in an AngloSaxon ear with
B ATTLE
the crash and tumult of action and the thrill of victory.
But none is more resonant with strife, more wreathed with
deathless glory, than Ypres—Ypres la Morte—Ypres the Dead.
Ypres shuddered, crumbled and became ashes and yet stood
steadfast, glaring her deﬁance at the ringed Hun through four
terriﬁc years. To men of the 48th Highlanders, the old walled
city that had sat, serene and peaceful in the Flemish lowlands for
many centuries, is never dead. She is imperishable. She lives, as
they knew her, vivid and glorious and terrible, conjuring Visions of
lingering death, of agony unspeakable, while the burning embers
of the Cloth Hall have become their symbol of the splendour of
sacriﬁce that shall glow forever in the background of their
memories.
Here the Battalion, still green, but gallantly willing, was
blooded. Here, with the rest of those great 1st Canadian Contin
gent battalions, the 48th Highlanders wrote a mighty story into
the annals of British arms. Here, at St. Julien, before Ypres, the
Regiment found its soul, laid a foundation in the welter of its blood
for the illustrious tradition that was to grow and grow and remain
unsullied all down the red vista of the weary years of war to come.
Three times they were to spend periods before her and always she
was unutterably vicious.
The old city, the last of particular importance in Flanders
unconquered by the Hun, was not shrouded in the smoke pal] of
the bombardment that had started its ruin in October, when the
Battalion climbed out of the busses near Vlamertinghe after passing
through Poperinghe, in the afternoon of April 16th. War, for the
moment, seemed afar off. The sun was high and warm and the
peaceful ﬁelds were swiftly greening under the pulse of spring.
They were on the famous road to Wipers, cobbled and pitted in
places where shells had thundered into it, but the tall poplars that
made it beautiful were, in the main, still standing sentinel on each
side. Old peasants, who muttered bitter Flamand curses and
garrulously spoke of 1870, said that the trees were planted by
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Napoleon to screen the movement of his doughty campaigners.
The men were quickly lined in their shelter, in column of route,
and, with pipes skirling at their head, moved up to Ypres. They
were gay, eager for new experience and adventure. The grim
weight of war was not yet impressed upon them, not yet did they
carry war in their eyes. A billetting party was waiting for them
at the outskirts and they were settled before dark for what turned
out to be a fourday stay, after having their ﬁrst meal from cook
kitchens outside the town.
During the winter many ﬂaxenhaired, sturdy Flemish folk,
who had ﬂed from their stricken homes in October, had straggled
back. The town was knowing peace of a sort, though shells dropped
in at intervals. Once more there was the chatter of children’s
voices in the Rue de Temple and the clattering tongues of thrifty
wives in the market place. But the bells and cogged drum of the
Cloth Hall’s carillon, that had sent tuneful music over those quiet
lowlands for centuries, were stilled forever. The Cloth Hall had
been one of the ﬁnest early Gothic buildings in Flanders. It now
gaped, a rooﬂess skeleton, its twinturretted tower shortly to stand
like a splintered fang against the ﬂamelanced skies of night over
St. Julien, St. Jean, Wieltje, Langemarck, Hooge, St. Eloi, Zillebeke,
and the other towns of the historic sector, whose names ring with
a lesser note, but will live with Ypres in history.
Ypres was trying to live again, vainly struggling to resurrect
itself out of the riven desolation. Great holes yawned in the grave
yards and the wind moaned in the rafters of the quaking skeletons
of its elaborate, beautiful buildings that once were Houses of God.
The devastation was so vast and the courage of the peasant so
splendid in the midst of it that the men of the Battalion were
stilled in wonderment. Inside the shattered houses, paper ﬂapped
on the walls, pictures hung awry, cupboards and beds were in
disarray and the whole thing seemed to have the monstrous
untidiness of a careless child’s nursery. To men who had walked
the orderly streets of Toronto such a brief while ago, Ypres was an
unforgettable experience. A dressing station was next door to a
thriving estaminet. The O.C. was billetted in the city gas plant
with the gas man, his wife and nine children. He used the front
dining room as an office and placed telephones in the back parlour,
where there was a large hole to remind him, if he could forget in
the shellshattered surroundings, that la guerre still progressed.
Three companies, Numbers 1, 3 and 4, had been billetted in a
sixstorey jute mill along the canal bank, but on April 19th, as a
precaution, they were moved to farms on the outskirts. No. 2
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Company moved about a mile away to billets near La Brique.
Information now came to G.H.Q. of something in the air, for orders
that officers on no account were to leave the immediate vicinity of
their posts without permission from their Brigade H.Q. were
issued immediately after billetting. Another order followed on the
17th warning all ranks not to congregate in the streets of the city
when hostile aircraft were on the wing. An air of tenseness was
beginning to be felt. That night the ﬂoors of the billets where
men slept shook beneath them and all night long the dark was
vibrant with the drumming of guns. There was action at Hill 60.
The British blew a mine under the Hill, a sinister Hun stronghold
in the jutting salient of the line that surrounded Ypres, and a
place that was to be known with bitterness by the Battalion in
later days. Capt. Frank Perry had been attached to the Royal
Engineers to assist in this exploit, which ultimately failed. At this
time, Capt. R. Y. Cory returned from England, where he had been
on special leave to he married.
The next day was Sunday and the Battalion’s old friend, Major
(Canon) F. G. Scott, preached a sermon to the men in a ﬁeld behind
the town. Before the day was out, the peacefulness of the Sabbath
was shattered when the Huns started heavy shelling and some of
the inhabitants went to Poperinghe for the night. The sector was
hourly growing more belligerent. On the 19th the venom of the
Hun was again worked off by his gunners who threw more large
calibre shells into the town. One shell, a 6inch, roared into the
billet of Lt. Frank Gibson. It killed an old man, his wife and
daughter, and the officer was wounded in the leg. The nervousness
of the sector grew. The Hun kept battering Ypres at intervals
all day and there was blood upon the moon that night, for the
thunderous song of battle about Hill 60 spread along the line until
it seemed that a general action was in progress. In the lulls, the
dull roar of rapid fire drifted back to the anxious city that slept
but ﬁtfully until dawn. That night, Major Marshall, Capt.
McKessock and the officers who were in command and secondin
command of companies had gone uptheline to look over the trench
positions soon to be occupied.
On Saturday and Monday, April 17th and 19th, the companies
were paraded for short route marches to keep them ﬁt. They were
in splendid shape. The morning of the 20th in the town was
peaceful, the children were out in the streets again, though the
whole population, both civilian and military, were ready to duck
for shelter. Then shortly after the noon hour and with awful
suddenness, there was heard a faroff mighty “Wooamph!” Then
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a dull drone, growing louder until it seemed to ﬁll the air, swelled
to the roar of the close passing of an express train, and all Ypres
stayed its breath as it crashed into the Hotel de la Chatellenie with
the most terriﬁc detonation the warwise town had yet heard. It
shook Ypres to its last standing foundations. The very earth
seemed to rock and quake. It was the start of the bombardment
of the 2nd Ypres. It heralded the coming of the Carnival of
Death.
The shell was from one of the giant 452centimetre siege howitzers
—the guns that had crushed the fortresses of Liege and Namur.
When it fell, the Grand Place was ﬁlled with people, but, fortun
ately, few men of the Battalion. The gigantic cloud of smoke and
dust went funnelling up like a foaming tower, then bellied out and
drifted away. Fragments of brick and stone and of men pattered
back to earth, there was a moment of stunned stillness, and then
the cries of the wounded came from everywhere over the square
that was now a shambles. The shell killed one officer and 17 men,
an unknown number of civilians, and wounded countless others.
A mounted policeman lay headless 30 yards from the heap of agony
that was his horse; a child lay motionless under a pile of wreckage
and the whole square reeked with the acrid fumes of explosives and
sifting lime dust. As the first ambulance picked its way through
the rubble of the square, the second shell fell, and they fell there
after at intervals of twenty minutes all that day. Astonished men
in the line marked the stupendous columns of greasy smoke and
wondered.
That one officer killed was of the Battalion. For, just as that
shell, by its mighty blast, foretold what was to come, so did the
death of Capt. Trumbull Warren foretell the terrible hours and the
long roll of casualties that the Battalion was to know. After
luncheon, Capt. Warren and Lt. F. W. MacDonald went to Cloth
Hall Square to buy Comforts for their men. The two officers had
been standing in a grocery store two hundred yards from where the
first stupendous missile hurtled out of the sky. A piece of shell
passed through a plate glass window and pierced the unfortunate
officer’s lung. He died in the hospital a little later, with Canon
Scott and Major MacKenzie, the M.O., with him, Capt. Warren
was buried in what was afterwards the Canadian plot in the cemetery
of Ypres, with the Quartermaster, Capt. Duguid, representing the
officers of the Battalion, the day after the Battalion moved into
the line.
The shelling of the town continued all afternoon, and every
twenty minutes a stupendous column of black and yellow smoke
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leaped suddenly into the air and poised 200 feet above the quaking
cobble stones of the streets as another of the great shells thundered
out of the blue. Men of the Battalion were not allowed into the
town except on urgent business. Plainly the Hun was trying
to destroy the roads, and Hell Fire Corner, near the Canal, became
a place to pass onthedouble. Roads ran out of Ypres like the
spokes of a wheel but the road from Vlamertinghe was the main
line of communication into the town from the rear and this
entrance was a frequent target. Ypres and her roads were
important.
The men were unwontedly quiet as they fellin that night to
move into the line. Once more the stillness of death, that hush
that instinctively falls when death is near, had dropped over Ypres
like a shroud. She was again a stricken city of awe. Civilians
and soldiers alike whispered, hurried fearfully along close to the
walls of the torn streets like hunted things, and all the world was
quaking and afraid. It was a city of whispering ghosts, of muttering
mumblings, a place of doom and gloom and ﬂitting shadows, as
it was to remain, this time, until the end.
It was a beautiful spring evening, strangely still, and larks were
ﬂooding the twilight skies with rapturous melody as No. 4 Company
led the way to the line. Just after the start, Lt.Col. Currie decided
that it was still too light to travel the St. JeanSt. Julien Road. He
halted them. Already the depression of the town was thrown off.
When the movein continued, the evening remained quiet except
for the batteries brawling and muttering deeptoned threats over
Hill 60 way and beyond. St. Jean and Wieltje were silent, though
an occasional Canadian of another battalion spoke cheerily from the
shadows: “Hi’ 48th; how’s Toronto?” Just beyond Wieltje they
ran into shellﬁre but there were no casualties.
Near Brigade H.Q., west of St. Julien, the O.C. was standing
by the side of the road to watch his Battalion striding, conﬁdent
and apparently unworried, to take their places in the javelinpoint
position of what was to be one of the most historic battles in the
chronicle of the Great War. On them was to fall the weight of
grayclad divisions and a new and startling invention of Hun
frightfulness. But there was no thought evident of this. If there
was premonition, it was secret. Tamo’shanters were jaunty and
heads were high. In a few moments the last man of the Battalion
had
vanished
into
the
enfolding
night
forward.
St. Julien to the frontline had to be travelled almost entirely
in the open. Just beyond St. Julien the company commanders
took paths through the fields, angling to the right of the road which
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led to their respective positions. There were one or two casualties
by night snipers but they ran into no shellﬁre. They crossed,
en route, the road leading from Zonnebeke to Langemarck, a town
far to the left, which should never have been associated with the
story of the Canadians in the 2nd Battle of Ypres. Few of them
glimpsed Langemarck, even in the distance. The ﬁelds, on which
lay the gray, wet mist of Flanders in spring, were soggy and dotted
with shellcraters. They held only an occasional unoccupied
trench. The two frontline platoons of No. 4 Company and the
closesupport force, who were to take up a position near Advance
Battalion H.Q., followed a littleused path called the Mill Road
which passed the Advance H.Q., near an old mill, its ﬂapping wings
long vanished and silent, and led forward to the vicinity of the left
ﬂank of the Battalion’s front. The rest used paths more to the right.
The 16th Battalion, who were relieved by the 48th Highlanders,
after dark on April 20th, had taken over from the French four days
before. They reported general peace reigning along the line and
had experienced an easy tour. Roughly, the 15th Battalion’s
position was 2,500 yards NE. of, and protecting, the town of
St. Julien, which was on the YpresPoelcappelle Road. The road,
a main artery, angled to the left from St. Julien, and crossed the
lines at a right angle near the far ﬂank of the 13th Battalion, Royal
Highlanders, who were holding the position to the left of the 15th
Battalion. The 8th Battalion held the line to their right. Bat
talion H.Q. was established in what had been a small restaurant
in the southern part of St. Julien. There was a long wait here for
word and then, one by one, the company commanders reported
“Relief Complete.” The Battalion was “in."
St. Julien was a stricken little town, dead and still, its roofs
gaping and walls tottering, in the centre of what once had been a
fertile farming district. There had been bitter ﬁghting here the
fall before and graves were everywhere. Black and white crosses
leaned awry in the blasted gardens where ﬂowers had bloomed.
The black were German. the white French. Remaining here with
Lt.Col. Currie, to take over from Major Leckie, secondin
command of the 16th Battalion, were the Adjutant, Lt. Dansereau,
H.Q. Details and the Regimental Aid Post.
About half way between the frontline and St. Julien (500 yards
or so forward), behind the ruins of the old mill, Major Marshall
relieved Col. E. Leckie, O.C., of the 16th Battalion, and established
here the Battalion Advance H.Q. Nearby, in a trench to the right
of the mill, and running parallel with the line, was the Battalion’s
close support:—38 men of No. 3 Company and two platoons of No. 4
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Company. Major Marshall’s Advance H.Q. was on rising ground,
part of Gravenstafel Ridge, held by the 8th and 5th Canadian
Battalions on the right. From his position he could see the entire
forward area, both our own and the German lines, as well as to the
leftrear of St. Julien. The artillery had an observation post in
the ruins of a building nearby, looking over the frontlines which
faced each other, a hundred yards or so apart in a valley. Far
down on the left of this lowlying ground was Poelcappelle.
The reserve force was made up of No. 2 Company intact, under
Capt. Alexander with Capt. Cory as secondincommand. They
remained in cellars and the few still standing houses in St. Julien
A short distance forward from the town was a trench straddling the
Poelcappelle Road which No. 2 Company was to man in the event
of trouble breaking.
The disposition of the Battalion in the frontline from right to
left was: No. 1 Company intact, led by Capt. A. R. McGregor.
Commanding his platoons were Lts. G. I. Langmuir, G. B. Taylor,
W. Mavor and Sgt. Annand. To his left, beyond a 50yard gap
and only more or less in touch, were Capt. G. H. McLaren
and No. 3 Company, less the 38 men left in support with
Major Marshall. Capt. McLaren took over an old French dugout
as his Company H.Q., but not liking its position and deeming it
more advisable, rushed a change in telephone lines and moved into
the frontline with his men. His right ﬂank was in charge of Capt.
A. N. Daniels, who had Sgt. H. Band and No. 9 Platoon with him.
Then came Lt. E. O. Bath with Sgt. Goodwin and No. 10 Platoon,
then Lt. H. M. Scott, Sgt. Brown, part of No. 11 Platoon and a
few men of No. 12 Platoon. There was a gap in No. 3 Company’s
front here, and a dangerous one. Several yards to the left and
40 or so yards forward were Lt. Frank Smith, Sgt. Duguid and No.
12 Platoon. At this gap Capt. R. R. McKessock, Machinegun
Officer, first placed three Colt machineguns.
The left ﬂank of the Battalion was held by Nos. 13 and 14
Platoons; Lt. E. W. Bickle and Sgt. H. Ashling with No. 13, and
Lt. C. V. Fessenden and Sgt. Rodgers on the end with 14 Platoon.
Major Osborne, O.C. No. 4 Company. decided to retain the old
French Company H.Q., down a communication trench about 200
yards. as it was in line with Advance Battalion H.Q. and would
aid communication. His dugout was on the far side of the partially
dried up Stroombeek, a stream that Canadians could only call a
creek. Lt. F. W. MacDonald was in charge of this company in
the line, having taken Capt. Trumbull Warren’s place as second
incommand.
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So, well before dawn of Wednesday, April 21st, the Battalion
was swiftly settling for just another spell of trench life. The men
found a new type of trenches here and saw at once that, in spite of
the labours of the 16th Battalion, the whole position was weak.
There was not even a continuous sandbag parapet between the only
moderately strong halfmoon redoubts. The practice of the British
Army was, that before relief all trenches and dugouts must be
cleaned up, chloride of lime must be strewn about the necessary
conveniences and the vicinity of dead bodies, and, above all, during
the tour all damage must be repaired and the trenches strengthened
as much as conditions allowed. What private soldier but has
cursed bitter, resentful curses because he was always “stufﬁn’
Belgium into blasted bags?” Here was evidence of a serious lack
of sandbag stuffing. The whole position was built up and not dug
in, as a trench of any depth immediately ﬁlled with water. No. 1
Company’s section was practically one great redoubt, though it
was broken with short gaps, but the others were only large enough
to hold a platoon and at some spots only two or three men could
be together. Low dugouts had been built into the parapet.
Between the redoubts was a shallow trench and a dirt screen that
was not even bulletproof. By daylight several men had confirmed
a 16th Battalion sergeant’s advice on taking over, that these
communication saps were places where it was wise to “go like hell,
Jock.” If a man doubled over and went fast, he had a fair chance
of making it, but even before the worst of the storm broke, there
were several men hit trying a passage of these shallow ditches.
Lt. Smith had much better touch with No. 4 Company than he
had with his own company commander, Capt. McLaren, who was
with Lt. Scott behind and to the right. There was also a long gap
on the right of Capt. McGregor’s Company before the 8th
Battalion was encountered. It was fully a hundred yards. The
same condition prevailed on the left ﬂank between Lt. Fessenden
and the right ﬂank of the 13th Battalion, Royal Highlanders. The
line resolved itself into a series of strong points. There was little,
if any, parades. A man could walk into the frontline from behind,
at any point (so could a bullet) and the holders were exposed to
the backslap of shells falling over.
Even digging was bad, and a nauseous job, as bodies lay every
where, halfburied behind the trench. Forty shallow graves of
French soldiers were so close to the trench as to be almost the
ﬂooring of No. 4 Company’s position. Here and there bodies were
in the parapet, arms and legs dangling in grotesque attitudes.
Out in front, still, wasted heaps topped the stinking grass and
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ploughed ﬁelds, and several dead Germans sprawled hopelessly on
the barbed wire. The entire area boasted “a pretty rotten smell”
—a mild way of putting it. There were small woods on the left
but in the immediate vicinity there were only stunted, scattered
hedges, the red rubble of an occasional farmhouse or a copse of
low trees to break the evenness of the dreary rural landscape.
Over the parapet was a small pond in which ﬂoated a bloated Hun.
Shelling had evidently been stiff at times and though the area had
not the churned, blasted surface of later battle scenes, it was cheer
less enough. The wiring in front was only a halfhearted attempt
to protect the trench. It was not thick and there were many gaps.
After the men were settled, Capt. McLaren checked up his
S.A.A. supply and saw there was grave danger of a shortage. This
was mainly owing to the fact that the French used a different
cartridge from the British and the French stores found in the line
were useless. Before dawn, a carrying party supplied by No. 2
Company, brought up several boxes of ammunition that would ﬁt
the Ross, from St. Julien. The night passed peacefully, with only
occasional bickerings of riﬂe ﬁre here and there, the sharp stutter
of a machinegun, or a deeper rumble far down on the right to
relieve the watching stillness. The whole frontline worked,
repairing, and trying with but limited success, to strengthen the
position. Sandbags were lacking and little could be done.
The shelling of Ypres continued during the night and every
once in a while the moaning rush of one of the great shells that were
causing terrible havoc in the town, would grow to that express
train roar as it rumbled overhead. A No. 1 Company man who
had evidently been a railroader, said in the long drawn bawl of a
train
announcer:
“Cee—Pee—Arr.
Go—ing
West.”
It
was
lowvoiced but a chuckle ran along the sandbags in the night, and
no doubt a vision of the old sooty Union Station in Toronto jumped
into many minds on hearing the familiar phrase. The boys were
feeling ﬁne.
CHLORINE AND THE RIVER OF FEAR
The morning of the 21st broke clear and warm and, as usual,
was greeted with cheerfulness. The night winds of Flanders blow
cold and damp. There was still nothing that could be termed
ominous, but, with the sun, the stench of dead rose high and clung
offensively all along the frontline. During the morning, the shelling
of Ypres seemed to increase and St. Julien was treated to a stiff
straﬁng. No one was allowed abroad in daylight in St. Julien, so
Capt. Alexander’s company simply “lay doggo.” That night
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Lt.Col. Currie called on Major Marshall at Advance H.Q., went
on forward to Major Osborne’s dugout and then toured the front
line. No. 4 Company caught considerable shellfire during the day
but casualties were light. The O.C. was told by the officers that
in their judgement a sandbag parapet should be built immediately
between the redoubts. They asked for a supply of bags. But
sandbags, like all other trench equipment, were hard to obtain.
Lt. MacDonald had a party repairing his trench and another was
digging support dugouts at Advance H.Q.
Aircraft, for that period of the war, were strangely active over
St. Julien and vicinity. At dawn a blankcrossed German had
droned overhead for awhile and then vanished dromeward. Another
repeated the ﬂight in the afternoon. The day wore on with only
desultory sniping and an odd ﬂurry of shellﬁre to break the
monotony of trench holding. In the afternoon Major Osborne
was warned that the artillery was going to register on the German
frontline, about 100 yards beyond our wire. Lt. Fessenden moved
his men down a communication trench and No. 14 Platoon moved
over as far as they could to the right. Until now our guns had been
practically silent and the men were gleefully prepared to hear
something in the nature of a miniature bombardment scream
overhead. There was a long wait. Then one gun yapped lone
somely. The shell rustled over and burst in the neighbourhood of
the German line. Then silence. The line started to jeer, one man
yelling derisively: “How do you like that, Fritz?” A little later
several salvoes did, however, do some damage to the enemy’s wire.
Night fell with this calmbeforethestorm atmosphere con
tinuing. Shortly after dark Major Marshall toured the frontline
from end to end. Wiring parties were out trying to strengthen
our barbs, and it was for this reason, when a considerable rattling
of wire was heard along the frontline of the Hun, that nothing was
done about it. But on towards morning, strange, sinister sounds
came from the neighbourhood of Poelcappelle Station and from the
back lines of the German front immediately opposite. Had the
Battalion been familiar with the sector or had they been suspicious
of what was to come on the morrow, this evidence of unusual
activity must have brought an ominous chill. Their trench lore
was still not that of the veteran units of the British Army. Through
out the later night engines were heard shunting, now and then
hoarse voices bawled guttural commands and wheels of transports
and limbers rumbled on the cobbles incessantly. The wind,
blowing from the east, carried the sounds plainly on the quiet night.
A message was sent back to suggest shelling the station but our

Gas attack  22nd April 1915

58

48TH HIGHLANDERS OF CANADA

guns remained silent. It was evident that more than the usual
relief was in progress and it was also evident that either we had
few guns to back the men in the line or that ammunition was too
short to waste even on such a target as this. There was difficulty
in getting a water supply in the area, although rations reached the
Battalion on this night.
At 3.30 am. on Thursday, the 22nd, men who had been dozing
along the line, shook off drowsiness and stoodto with the alert
sentries in the cold air of black dawn until it was light. Just after
the Battalion stooddown, the German artillery awoke with a
crash but threw most of the “stuff” into St. Julien and on the back
lines. There was desultory shelling all day. About 2 o’clock,
Capt. McLaren was asked to come to see a man in Lt. Smith’s
redoubt, who was ill. He scrambled across one of the gaps where
you had to “go like hell, Jock,” in waders, as the gap was full of
slime. While chatting with Lt. Bickle, he noticed that the officer
had a dangerously high temperature and ordered him out of the line.
Lt. MacDonald then reported to Capt. McLaren that halfleft
from his front, facing the Algerians’ trenches, he had seen a great
body of Germans collecting behind their lines. Some of No. 4
Company ﬁred towards them but the distance was evidently too
great, for the Huns remained oblivious of the Highlanders’ sniping
and as far as could be seen, refused even to duck.
Throughout the day the Highlanders’ position was deluged
with gas shells. Tear gas was not then in use, and, though there
were no fatalities from the unusual fumes, the day was one of in
tense discomfort. What type of gas this was is not known. All
remained otherwise normal until soon after 5 pm. when, without
warning, came catastrophe and disaster on the left ﬂank, and the
thing which simultaneously made the Canadian soldier famous and
the Hun infamous in history forever. It was the First Gas. And
it is to the Battalion’s everlasting credit that, though there was
trepidation, there was no attack of “Windup” as the Battalion stood
impotently through the smashing of ﬁve miles of Turcoheld line.
On the German front, along the strip which could be seen from
the Battalion’s area, perhaps about a mile, but actually spreading
much further, strange puffs of smoke appeared along the German
wire, swelled and bellied and grew into a green rolling fog and
moved slowly but relentlessly with the wind, over the Algerian’s
positions on the Canadian left. That first sending of the gas was
seen differently, as was natural, by the farscattered sections of
the Battalion. Capt. Daniels’ binoculars on the right of No. 3
Company picked up the first break of the French Colonials, saw
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them stumbling to the rear all along the line. Capt. McLaren
was on low ground and to him that awful fog of death was not much
more than a mist that seemed soon to disappear. Major Osborne,
200 yards to the rear of No. 4 Company, stared to the left, saw the
poisonous verdigrislike cloud, but like Capt. McLaren, if it had
not been for the terriﬁc hail of shellﬁre crashing in upon the
demoralized and dying Turcos, would have remained more or less
unworried. Lt.Col. Currie and Lt. Dansereau were moving
towards the northeast. The O.C. remarked to his Adjutant that
either the French or the Germans were using some new form of gun
powder which caused this strange green haze. He, however,
because of the heavy artillery play, ordered Capt. Alexander to tell
his company to standto. It was Major W. R. Marshall, up at
Advance H.Q. on the Gravenstafel Ridge, who realized what that
green, clinging fog really was. A sergeant called to him to look.
Immediately on observing it, he exclaimed: “It’s the gas,” to Lt.
Shoenberger who was with him. There had been rumours that the
Hun would use poisonous gas but this had been discredited as being
too inhuman.
It was in a space of less than thirty minutes that the City of
Ypres began to realize that perhaps the most critical moment of
the war was upon it. The city and the back lines realized what was
happening long before the men in the forward area. By 5.15 p.m.
St. Julien was under a storm of ﬁre. No. 2 Company was manning
its emergency trench in front of the village and a sergeant had
previously reported to Capts. Alexander and Cory that the village
was full of “runnin’ niggers.” Casualties over the whole Battalion
area became heavy at once. Telephone lines from Battalion H.Q.
to Advance H.Q. and thence to the frontline could not be kept in
for more than a few minutes and all the while the strange, sweet
smell of chlorine was drifting on the air. Men wondered why their
eyes stung and why they choked and coughed from smarting throats.
But along the Poelcappelle Road, behind the 13th Battalion,
stumbled blackfaced Turcos, their eyes wide with the agony of
death by suffocation. They were dropping in the ditches and on
the road, meaning and retching horribly, until they lay still in the
fearful attitudes that pain brings at death. Many of them ﬂed
across the ﬁelds towards Ypres, stumbling into the reserve trench
at St. Julien, and into the trenches held by the support platoons
at Major Marshall’s H.Q. Green froth was on their lips and the
terror of the supernatural in their eyes. They could not under
stand that mysterious green wall that rolled over them to clutch
at their throats until they writhed and choked and died.
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How unexpected it was to the Battalion and how little the men
knew as yet of the disaster is seen in the fact that the first the men
at Advance H.Q. realized of the left ﬂank situation, was when they
saw Turcos, vomiting and moaning and collapsing, in their trench.
Even so, they did not know that calamity had fallen, or at least
how extensive it was, until night. Frontline men, some of them,
supposed for several hours that the attack was ours, that our line
had been pushed forward and that the gas cloud was shell fumes.
Slowly, however, they began to realize that they, with the 13th
Battalion, were in what might easily become a death trap. And,
again, it is to their honour that although in war one man may cause
a panic, and some of them on high ground saw hundreds running
amuck with fear overriding all reason, they did not allow panic to
creep into their ranks, their actions or their hearts. Every man
along that precarious parapet of the frontline, under a smother
of shellﬁre, with Major Marshall in the trench by Advance
Battalion H.Q., or in No. 2 Company’s trench in front of St. Julien,
stood to his post without a thought of faltering, as something of
the real situation began to be understood.
St. Julien was soon untenable. Lt. Dansereau, who could speak
French, tried vainly to rally some of the Turcos, but they could
only jabber “Allemand bombard, Allemand bombard,” over and
over. Few of them were fit to do anything. However, Capt.
Cory found a diminutive French officer, who, although wounded,
succeeded in gathering together about 200 Algerians, mostly
unarmed, and put them to work digging a trench facing north—
towards that broken ﬂank.
The 13th Battalion was in dire danger. Their ﬂank was gone
and at the left end of their line many men were wounded and
killed in the overlapping of the heavy shelling, but the gas did not
appear to have reached them disastrously. In addition, the
Germans had rushed through the break in startling numbers. Long
before dark they were deep into the territory to the left of the 13th
and were seen by Capt. Alexander opposite St. Julien, which meant
that they had penetrated 800 yards already and that there was
no one facing them from the front trenches back to the 3rd Brigade
reserves in the village. Even before dark, had the Hun carried
through his success with a rush, as such a success in war should be
handled, there is no doubt that the whole Canadian frontline would
have been hopelessly cut off at once, Ypres might have been taken
and it is not too extreme a conjecture to say that the channel ports
might have fallen. After the ﬁrst break there was no one to stop
them striking parallel with, and behind, the Canadian frontline,
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but Major Marshall and his supports, No. 2 Company at St. Julien,
and a small number of 13th and 14th reserves. Canadian
prisonersofwar, on their way back later, saw ﬁve deﬁnite lines of
German infantry, packed into trenches in sufficient numbers to
allow them to hammer through to Calais had they dared to risk
the stroke.
Major Marshall at once threw half his little force to face directly
left. He left Lt. Shoenberger in charge of the remainder, who were
in the trench parallel with the frontline. Four hundred yards
back, defending St. Julien, Capt. Alexander and Capt. Cory had
turned all the men possible to face that gaping ﬂank—Capt. Cory
took the left end and Capt. Alexander the right. Two platoons of
the 14th Battalion under Capt. Brotherhood later connected with
No. 2 Company’s line on the left. Beyond that, the French officer
contrived for awhile to continue the line with his all but helpless
Algerians. But there was a wide gap between Capt. Alexander’s
right and Major Marshall’s details. And there was still a hopeless
break from Advance H.Q. to the frontline. Already the 13th
Battalion had turned their extreme left ﬂank on a line about 100
yards in rear of the Poelcappelle Road which meant that this
Battalion’s front was bent back at a right angle. The 13th Bat
talion was in momentary danger of annihilation by a ﬂanking
operation which surely would sweep on to the 15th Battalion’s line.
Such was the desperate situation of the Highland Salient and its
small but undaunted force facing the victorious Hun, as night
began to shroud that mad world of confusion and uncertainty.
The scene in the back lines was indescribable. In the gathering
darkness and all through that awful night, the Turcos dribbled
back, their breasts heaving in agony from the insidious fumes.
They moaned about the aidposts, pleading chokingly in their
strange, Arabic guttural, but none could aid them. They dropped
along the Wieltje Road, fell into the ditches, stumbled through
St. Jean, cluttered the trenches of the Canadians forward, and some
of them even fell into the canal by Ypres and were drowned.
The night air was stinging and tainted with chlorine and for
miles the countryside was lit with the leaping ﬂash of gunﬁre and
the red glare of a hundred ﬁres. It was an inferno, more terrible
than Dante’s. The City of Ypres was a nightmare, so awful it
seems in memory, a phantasy of terror and misery. It was under
the most terriﬁc bombardment the shellmauled sector had yet
known. Above the old town the sky was a livid void, ablaze from
the red glow that rose and fell and rose and fell incessantly. The
road to Vlamertinghe was choked with mad traffic, overrun with
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terror. Reserve battalions and transport limbers were delayed for
hours, struggling through a fearcrazed mob of civilians, frantic to
reach Vlamertinge Station before the shellﬁre had blocked the
railroad—their road to safety. Old women whimpered and fell
beneath quiltcovered bundles of, often, foolish things packed in the
haste of terror; twowheeled gigs, piled high, dog carts, baby
carriages, old mumbling men and wideeyed girls added to the
clawing clutter of crazed humanity and beasts. Children, sobbing
piteously in this topsyturvy world, wandered lost and unnoticed
into the ﬁelds. A girl rode high on a loaded farm cart, the blue
cyanide gauze of an army ﬁeld dressing, dark with rusted blood,
on her forehead. It was the River of Fear and while it ﬂowed on,
dying Ypres, behind, would shake to mighty concussions, would glow
suddenly and stand with her fallen walls stark against her own
bloodred shroud and the vault of ﬂame over St. Julien.
In the midst of it, a transport driver of the 48th Highlanders
did a courageous thing. On a pile of straw on the road between
Ypres and Vlamertinghe, he saw a woman, ignored by the other
civilians. She was in the throes of child birth. He helped her,
lashed her upon his cook kitchen, took the new born babe in his
arms, mounted one of his horses and galloped down the cobbles,
sparking from shrapnel. As he came to a First Aid Station where
wounded civilians were being looked after, he pulled up, handed the
baby to a doctor, and collapsed. His side had been riddled with
shrapnel pellets on that wild ride for succour for the mother and
child. The mother was dead but it is related that the baby was kept
there for two days, fed on condensed milk, and lived. It was just
one little drama, one little whirlpool in the River of Fear—the ﬂight
of the civilians from Ypres that no man who saw will ever forget.
And all the while, far forward beyond St. Julien, in the Highland
Salient jutting grimly into the German lines, men of the 48th
Highlanders were still crouching and only now beginning to realize
fully their situation. Major Osborne passed the O.C.’s word along:
“We must stand to the end.” This proved the key to their fate.
It was their permanent order. They knew the code—obey your
last order. Therefore, there could be no thought of retirement
but only to “stand.”
After dark the work of evacuating the wounded, thick in every
trench and behind every hedge in the forward area to the left.
began. The wounded of the 13th Battalion were passed down their
trench into our No. 4 Company’s trench and evacuated under heavy
shellﬁre. The 15th Battalion’s dead were buried and the wounded.
by unbelievable labour on the part of weary, sweating men,

THE SECOND BATTLE OF YPRES

63

somehow reached Major MacKenzie in the Regimental Aid Post, a
barn on the outskirts of St. Julien. There was no shelter and the
M.O. laboured valiantly here for long, long hours.
Early in the evening, guns were ﬁring from the left of St. Julien
and shells were falling into the line from three directions. There
were two Hun machineguns stuttering streams of swift death on
the left before dusk. Major W. B. M. King of the 10th Battery,
had been working his guns in front of No. 2 Company’s line, which
was guarding St. Julien. His ammunition limbers were in large
craters in the town, and at 7 o’clock he asked Capt. Alexander to
supply a guard as he was in momentary danger of having his guns
captured. Machineguns were playing on him. Lt. Stairs and a
platoon of the 14th Battalion, plus a machinegun and a few men of
both the 18th and 15th, went forward to cover him. Men of No. 2
Company volunteered to carry ammunition from his limbers in the
village. Many of this carrying party were knocked out on the
hazardous passage from the village to the guns.
At 8 o’clock Capt. Alexander sent Capt. Cory to HQ. in St.
Julien for information and orders. When he returned, No. 2
Company got their first deﬁnite word of the situation up in front.
They had seen more of the smashing on the left than the frontline
had, and knew how desperate the situation stood long before the
men up forward. They were cheered when they heard that the
13th and 15th Battalions were still holding on. Capt. Cory was
also told at this time that Lt.Col. Hart McHarg with part of the
7th Battalion had started digging in to plug some of the gap between
Capt. Alexander’s right and Major Marshall at Advance H.Q.
No. 2 Company extended their already thinly held line by taking
up more ground on the right. Major Marshall at Advance H.Q.,
and Major Osborne, further forward, obtained some comfort in the
early evening by the arrival of Capt. Tomlinson of the Buffs, and
about 200 men, with orders to support the Hungback left ﬂank of
the 18th Battalion. So confused were all things in that wild dark
ness that one section of the Buff reinforcement narrowly escaped
death at Advance H.Q. The Hun had been so close during daylight
that when the Buffs were noticed, mere vague shadows weaving
through the ﬁtful gloom, the occupants of the scantilylined trenches,
nervous from doubt and lack of information, almost ﬁred upon them.
But a man stumbled and then out of the darkness came hearty
oaths containing unmistakable “blasts” and “bloodys” and ﬁngers
eased from triggers as a chuckle of relief answered from the High
landers’ trenches. The Buffs borrowed tools from Lt. MacDonald
—what few he had—and contrived somehow to digin on the ﬂank.
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There were several incidents throughout the period of the 2nd
Battle of Ypres of Germans masquerading in the uniform of French
officers. During this first night of the battle, a French officer
stayed for a considerable time in the trench occupied by No.14
Platoon. He seemed very bitter over the actions of the French
troops but whether this feeling was genuine or whether he was a
spy will never be known. Another French officer, or perhaps the
same one, was brought into Major Osborne’s H.Q. He stated that
Major Marshall had sent him to join some of his men holding the
line with the 13th Battalion. Major Osborne sent him forward to
Lt. MacDonald, then, doubting his story, rushed a message to
Major Marshall for corroboration. Major Marshall had sent no
French officer and Major Osborne thereupon had him overtaken
and returned to the rear under escort.
All night long the men laboured desperately to get the wounded
out, repair the breaks in the parapet and to ﬁnd rations and water.
The pump from which water had been obtained, at a farm behind
Capt. McLaren’s company, had been obliterated by shellﬁre
during the day. No water arrived and sentries were placed over
the little supply that there was in the frontline. About 1 a.m. it
became evident that the Germans were through some of the gaps
and were well behind the 13th Battalion. At 2 a.m. four officers
of the 13th Battalion called in for a conference with Major Osborne.
They conﬁrmed the belief that Germans were through. They were
enﬁlading the bentback ﬂank. The Hun had twice attacked the
Royal Highlanders’ ﬂank before darkness fell but each time had
been beaten off. During the night, also, Lt. MacDonald talked
the situation over with Capt. Tomlinson of the Buffs. There was
apparently nothing to do but stand.
Back to St. Julien again. At about this same hour, 2 a.m., Capt.
Cory and men of No. 2 Company were instrumental in saving Major
King’s guns. Throughout the entire night the dark was leaping
with the livid ﬂash and echoing concussion of bursting shells and it
was with all but insurmountable difficulty that the horses were
brought up and hooked to the guns. They were dragged to the
rear under heavy ﬁre from the front, where a few members of No. 2
Company and 13th and 14th details were holding off determined
thrusts by the Hun bent on capturing the ﬁeld pieces. They were
swiftly closing in and Capt. Cory at Major King’s urgent request
rounded up a further force made up of men of the 13th, 14th and 15th
Battalions, and despatched them to his aid. They manhandled
the guns out of their position and gallantly held off the Hun, who
greeted the move with a storm of resentful lead. It was desperately
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close and in the saving of the guns, the gallantry of L/Cpl. Fred
Fisher, of the 13th Battalion, won him the Victoria Cross.
Before daylight Major Marshall decided that something drastic
had to be done to clear the live Turcos out of his trenches, so
crowded that men could not work their riﬂe bolts. A dead hit
would have caused a shambles. He armed himself with a shovel
and with that for persuasion, chased them out, ordering them to
the rear.
The tumultuous night moved along with all three positions
of the Battalion holding on, hoping for daylight and conﬁdent that
a counter attack would shortly ease the situation. A counter
attack in force was what they expected, and in their hearts prayed
for. There was also rumour of relief that never came.
Shortly after midnight occurred the historic charge of the 10th
and 16th Battalions. The impetuous Canadians reached Kitchener
Wood under ﬁerce machinegun and riﬂe ﬁre, paused, then charged
the wood and recaptured four British guns, which they found had
been destroyed by their captors. Artilleryﬁre forced the remnants
of the two battalions to fall back later, but their gallant effort
doubtless stayed the oncoming Hun to a considerable degree.
However, this was well to the left of the Highland Salient and of
St. Julien and the Battalion knew little, if anything, of the valiant
charge until many hours later.
Shellﬁre was incessant and heavier than any man of the
Battalion had ever experienced or thought to experience. Men
marvelled afterwards upon how that quaking frontline parapet
stood up under the fury of a heavy barrage that had lasted from
5 o’clock in the afternoon until daybreak next morning. All along
the line from the Ypres Canal, past St. Julien. and to the frontline
there were gaps, gaps, and more gaps. The frontline was being
outﬂanked on the left. Major Marshall and his inadequate force
faced that broken ﬂank, whence the heavy assault could be
expected.
Behind
him,
with
7th
Battalion
detachments
between, Capt. Alexander and No. 2 Company were noting unmis
takable signs of a strong thrust being imminent out of the woods
in front of them. They had practically no left ﬂank and their right
was only thinly plugged.
THE END OF THE HIGHLAND SALIENT
Another dawn. Throughout the hours of this day, Friday,
April 23rd, there was to be little cessation in the stunning pound
of heavies and the steady toll of casualties at every position. But
the Hun’s aggression, as daylight came, was not so severe. All
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morning the situation remained unchanged, though the threat of
the broken ﬂank grew hourly.
At 3 o’clock that afternoon the bombardment suddenly ceased,
and, as the heavy sustained roar of rapid ﬁre broke from the German
frontline, the weary defenders in the Highland frontline manned
their posts, expecting an assault in force to follow. Nothing,
however, developed. The artillery simply took up their song of
death once more and this time a great many gas shells hurtled over
to add to the discomfort of the line. The irritating fumes worked
misery; all were coughing with eyes and noses running. Wet
handkerchiefs seemed to be the only thing that helped but the
precious water was gone. Each man made his own. It was
impossible to take shelter in the dugouts or lie in the trench for
tear gas is heavier than air.
During the day Lt.Col. Currie spent most of his time with No. 2
Company at St. Julien. The 1st Brigade were digging in on the
left of St. Julien, in some strength, but they were well to the left.
Additional men of the 14th Battalion had come up to ﬁll in the gap
below the town and at noon Capt. Clarke Kennedy of the 13th
Battalion had taken the precarious passage from the frontline to
Brigade H.Q. He visited Major Osborne and Major Marshall on
the way. When he returned he gave Major Osborne instructions
from Major Marshall, enclosing an order which said that the 18th
Battalion, unless reinforcements arrived, would hold on until dark
and would then form a new line, swinging their whole strength back,
with the left of the 48th Highlanders as the hinge. The Buffs would
hold a position between the 13th Battalion and Lt. Fessenden’s
rear—between the two Canadian units—taking up a frontage from
the frontline to a house about 150 yards in the rear. This, it was
hoped, would make the position at the Devil’s Corner, as this apex
in the angle of the defence was thereafter sometimes called, more
tenable.
During the afternoon Major Marshall observed ﬁgures in the
woods to his leftfront, well behind the 13th Battalion’s line. There
was an open ﬁeld between and two men went out to reconnoitre.
They reported hundreds of dead Turcos and the woods strongly
held by the Hun. He was working deep behind the broken French
line in strength. Before dark a machinegun was set up to the
right of Major Marshall’s line, which brought some comfort.
Back at St. Julien, No. 2 Company came under severe riﬂe and
machinegun ﬁre throughout the morning. It was a long anxious
day. At 4 pm. a concerted rush was made by the Hun but it was
repelled after strenuous riﬂe work by the Canadians. The
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Germans entrenched, however, about where their advance stopped
and so came into a much more menacing position to Capt.
Alexander’s line and the town.
Night fell. The guns drummed on and again a bloodred void
took the place of the pall of smoke over the confused battle scene.
The frontline was again hampered by the stream of wounded and
Turcos coming through the 15th trench as the 13th evacuated their
position and retired. It was a simple manoeuvre. The entire 13th
line simply made a right turn, moved into Lt. Fessenden’s bay and
then ﬁled to the rear to form their ﬂank but the Hun sensed what
was going on and launched a series of vicious thrusts on them,
the brunt being taken by a gallant rearguard.
No. 4 Company had four stretchers and the 13th Battalion but
a few, yet splendid work was done in improvising carriers to take
the wounded to the rear. Almost 200 Turcos were evacuated in
addition to the 13th and 15th casualties. Stretcher parties worked
themselves into utter exhaustion. The wounded were carried
painfully in blankets, on planks, wickerwork from the trenchsides,
and on anything which would hold a man. But many were still
in the trench when daylight came to stop all movement. Behind
Lt. Fessenden’s platoon, as this dawn grew gray in the east, were
four rows of wounded men lying in the open. In the trench, too,
were many wounded and dead. The work of digging a new line
by the 13th Battalion and the Buffs was an epic of endurance.
Through the great work of the 13th Transport Officer, Lt. Hastings,
rations and water reached them, which was nothing short of a
Godsend. Unfortunately, only a part of the 15th in the front
line obtained rations. They were brought up for all, but in
the confusion of the night, a large section of the line never
learned of it.
Throughout the night things were happening which were more
than enough to chill the staunch hearts along that ﬂimsy parapet.
Shells started coming into No. 4 Company’s position, ﬁred from their
leftrear from guns which must have been in position about opposite
No. 2 Company at St. Julien. There was no parades for protec
tion. Riﬂe and machinegun ﬁre was coming from three directions
—front, left and almost from the rear. To add to this, starshells,
clear, brilliant, German ones seemed to be rising into the night
almost directly at their backs. Realizing that they were all but
surrounded, the whole frontline of the 15th Battalion worked
feverishly to build a parados. Part of their parapet had been
blown out, dugouts were broken up and the bags from the debris
were utilized. Before morning a lying rumour ran along the line
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that St. Julien had fallen, to add the sting of bitterness to the
hopeless outlook that was theirs.
Telephone communication, as the ﬁre increased towards dawn,
went out to stay, despite the gallant work of Sgt. Calder, Cpl.
Venner, Signaller Bell and the rest of the Signal Section. It was
a hopeless task. The line would be repaired at the break and then
it would go out again or would not come in at all. Stretcherbearer
Adamson was another outstanding man and a tremendous aid in
caring for the wounded. He worked from one end of the line to the
other and laboured ceaselessly to aid his stricken comrades through
out the entire stand.
Major Osborne, in command of the Devil’s Corner, knowing
how desperate his situation was going to be at dawn, appealed for
more men. Capt. McLaren could give him none. Capt. McGregor
could give him none. Their fronts were already too thinly held.
About 3 a.m., however, Lt. Vernon Jones, of No. 2 Company, and
31 men arrived to reinforce him. The party brought with them
double rations and ammunition. Capt. R. R, McKessock placed
two machineguns behind Lt. Fessenden to cover and strengthen
the Corner also. Lt. Fessenden’s weary men worked all night to
build some protection in their rear. It was certain that they would
be enﬁladed by the Germans facing the Buffs, lined at their very
backs. They managed a makeshift parados by dawn.
During the night, Capt. Cory, who had worked ceaselessly,
organizing parties for water and rations, got food to most of the
men in the vicinity of St. Julien and even to the frontline although
his parties were badly cutup on the hazardous passage forward.
When morning came, rations and even mail were found back of the
frontline. Fourteen years afterwards men still marvelled how a
carrying party could get through that storm of ﬁre. There is bitter
irony in the fact that few men benefited by the risks taken.
The light of the momentous dawn of April 24th began to thin
the covering darkness all too soon. It was the last red dawn that
many of the holders of that deﬁant line were ever to see. The men
stoodto in the black of early morning, as usual, about 3 a.m. A
German airplane droned up and down over the trench within easy
riﬂe range, as it grew light. He was hotly ﬁred at but remained
unharmed. Then he dropped Coloured lights as he banked for
home. His signal brought an increase of fire on the instant. As
it grew lighter it was seen that April 24th was going to be one of
those beautiful spring days of Flanders that are unsurpassed any
where. About 4 am. all the men along the line noticed a German
observation balloon on their rightfront about a mile behind the
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German frontline. Three red lights dropped from it—a signal
which was to mean the end of the Highland Salient and the end of
all things for many officers and men of the Battalion. Immediately
after the ﬂares fell, two Germans appeared on top of their trench
directly across from Capt. McLaren’s Company. They wore
grotesque helmets, something after the manner of a diver’s headgear.
Each had a hose in his hand from which began to ﬂow the same heavy
greentinged vapour that had annihilated the French line on the
left. Those who had not yet heard of the chlorine, thought of
liquid ﬁre.
Several ﬁred at the two Huns, amongst them Sgt. H. Ashling,
an expert marksman of No. 4 Company, Sgt. E. Rodgers and Sgt.
C. J. Ashling and many others, but without effect. The frantic
roar of rapid ﬁre and stutter of Capt. McKessock’s machineguns
broke along the frontline, but the death cloud spread and thickened,
rose to ten feet in height and in a moment men were ﬁring as at
ghosts. In another it had rolled over the entire front of No. 1
Company, part of the 8th Battalion and part of No. 3 Company.
In one more instant men were clutching their throats, writhing in
torment in the bottom of the trench and retching with fearful
nausea as the slow agony of death by suffocation mantled their
faces. The appalling tragedy of Hun frightfulness in the 2nd Battle
of Ypres had fallen upon them.
Gallant McGregor, “Geoff” Taylor, Argonaut stroke and
University of Toronto footballer, valiant Daniels and wellloved
Langmuir, and their stricken men, fought hopelessly to keep the
green, choking poison out of their throats and to stem the swarming
horde of advancing Germans following in open formation behind
the wall of gas. The three officers of No. 1 Company fell, but the
actual manner of their death has never been known and never will
be known, and no word has ever again been heard of Capt. Daniels
of No. 3 Company. One but knew this, that in that choking chaos
the Highland officers and their men died as splendidly as any soldier
ever did on the ﬁeld of battle. For hours the situation had been
wild confusion, wherein was hopelessness, and wherein men knew
the cold deﬁance that cares not though Time’s passing be cut with
the swiftness of a ﬂeeting breath. For them The Clock had stopped.
For almost all of No. 1 Company and a great part of No. 3. The
green wall of strangling fumes rolled over them, blotted them from
the sight of their few remaining comrades on the left, and no doubt
the black veil of the Last Darkness came mercifully to them before
the Hun stormed over the parapet onto the agonized garrison
already down. Elsewhere along the line the men stoodto and
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awaited orders. Their officers will never forget their splendid
steadiness in the ﬁerce excitement and apprehension of the moment.
Discipline was perfect as the blow fell.
Looking toward the scene of the broken Highland line, the men
saw the Hun, pads or masks over their faces, following closely on
the gas cloud. That the Hun’s casualties were heavy from his
own poison and our enﬁlading fire there can be no doubt. They
were not in mass formation but in closefollowing lines. Their
numbers were overwhelming. The trench they took was a grave.
No man in its length, from the right of No. 1 Company to Lt.
Scott’s position, was fit to stand. A few survivors rallied and fell
back out of the deadly fumes to high ground at the rear. But few
of them were able to carry on. Lt. Mavor was gassed and a
sergeant was seen staggering to the rear with his officer on his back.
Lt. Scott was carried out also. Other wounded and badly gassed
men crawled to the rear and made a stand in a ruined house. Capt.
McLaren, almost helpless from gas, Lt. Bath and C.S.M. deHarte,
both seriously affected, rallied a few men at the left of the enveloping
cloud. It was hopeless to try to retake No. 1 Company’s trench.
The gas still clung there with gray uniforms behind it. But the
green fog was so thick and the wind from the northeast so even,
that it was in a swathe, its limits or margins plainly discernible.
It ended between Lt. Smith’s redoubt and Lt. Scott’s, which were
about 40 or so yards apart. Capt. McLaren decided, therefore,
to attempt to reinforce Lt. Frank Smith.
Then it was that the crews of the machineguns and men of
No. 3 Company, who had lined a communication trench facing to
the right, and Lt. Smith and his platoon, who had turned the ﬂank
also, saw a very gallant act. Out of the gas cloud and staggering
on an angle towards them came this little broken line of men, Capt.
McLaren stumbling at their head. The Boche in No. 1 Company’s
position opened on them. They would vanish in the fog and then
reappear, thinner each time. Only a handful of stricken men
reached the trench. Lt. Frank Smith did all in his power for them.
He gave them rum and Capt. McLaren believed that it was this
that saved their lives. Most of them were practically helpless.
A few others of the gassed men of No. 3 Company took shelter
in reserve trenches and opened ﬁre on the Germans as they
advanced out of No. 1 Company’s trench to attempt to surround
the position. Many, however, were so weak that they could not
hold a riﬂe and the faces of others began to purple and they choked
and died in their trench. It was related by a stretcherbearer that
Lt. Taylor reached this high ground in the rear of his trench and
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asked to be left alone. That was the deathsign of the gas: “Let
me alone; just let me alone.” He stretched on his back on the
grass, gasping for breath. His body was seen later in the lee of a
ruined farm house nearby.
No. 1 Company was annihilated. Two or three men were seen
staggering back by Lt. Shoenberger at Advance H.Q. But they
were so badly gassed that they had to be helped to the rear. A
few others stumbled into the 8th Battalion’s trench on the right and
died there. There were only scattered groups of living men on the
hill facing their old trench, now held by the Hun. Most of these
were too badly gassed or wounded to go on to the rear or to put up
a resistance. Some of them took shelter in a cellar. They were
visited by bodies of Germans who left them alone when their condi
tion was seen. During a counter attack two days later, one 15th
man who survived related that Imperial troops came into the cellar,
but in the turmoil and the urgency of the ﬁght, could not help them
out. They were taken prisoners and carried out, the narrator
believes, on the following Wednesday (28th). A few others, not
so far back, were taken on Sunday, the 25th.
Now only Nos. 13 and 14 Platoons, Lt. Smith's redoubt and the
machinegunners remained—such a puny few that their determina
tion to still stand seems almost foolishness, were it not so gallant.
But the last order had been “stand to the end” and so they still
waited, with hope that was all but dead, for the counter attack
that would save them, or for that end.
With the gas had come a terriﬁc hail of fire, as if every artillery
piece of the Hun on that front had been converged on the trenches
that still dared to face the might of his divisions. The 13th
Battalion and the Buffs, forming the right angle behind Lt. Fessenden
on the left, were being literally blown out of their shallow trench.
To make the situation of the 15th worse, the Hun started to
work with grim seriousness from No. 1 Company’s position as the
gas thinned and cleared. Shortly, machineguns were in position
behind them and able to take heavy toll from the men facing these
thrusts from the right.
Capt. McKessock withdrew the only workable machineguns of
the four which had faced right, to a rise a little in the rear, and
took payment for that broken line. Lt. Smith sent him 20 men
to help hold his position. The Hun was steadily closing in. Cpl.
Beath and his men were all down and the gun quieted. Cpl. Fisher's
still hammered. Big Carmichael, who stood 6 feet 4 inches in his
socks, worked his gun till it jammed hopelessly with its heat. The
gun handled by Sgt. Ross and Ptes. Wilkings and McNeil was one
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of the last to fall silent. So great had been their toll that the Hun
sought to ﬁnd the men who had worked them after the position fell.
Capt. McKessock was hit but his gun still stuttered deﬁance.
Sgt. O. Bowen was killed beside him. Sgt, E. McCormick stuck it
out with his officer. The dead were thick around the two. In front was
a shambles of dead Germans who had failed in ﬁve resolute thrusts
from No. 1 Company’s position to overwhelm the Highlanders.
Capt. McLaren, alive to the utter hopelessness of the situation,
held a conference with Lt. Smith and Lt. Bath and it was decided
that he should try to ﬁnd the O.C. of No. 4 Company, senior officer
in the line. Capt. McLaren did not realize his weakness, however,
and becoming delirious—a delirium that takes all men when severely
gassed—missed Major Osborne’s dugout, and began staggering
helplessly about. He could only stay upright for a few steps at a
time. He was found by men of the 7th Battalion who had dugin
in the neighbourhood of a farmhouse between Advance HQ. and
St. Julien, and to the right of both points. He told them the condi
tion of things and asked for reinforcements to lead back to the
handful of Highlanders. But they were already holding a line with
all too few men and were under heavy shellﬁre, Also, just after
his arrival, Germans were seen advancing out of a copse which was
between the 7th Battalion’s position and the captured section of
the frontline. The 7th opened up on them and doubtless believed
that the 3rd Brigade line was gone and that they were the only
infantry between St. Julien and the enemy. As Capt. McLaren
was utterly helpless, he was carried pickaback to the rear by two
7th Battalion men.
But Highlanders were still grimly holding on up ahead, despite
the Hun behind them. Men on top of the parapet were working
several riﬂes each. The Ross bolts were jamming and so they were
using riﬂes without a magazine, having them loaded by others in
the trench below, who hammered the jammed bolts out with
entrenching tools. Sgt. H. Ashling killed a German captain almost
on the parapet. The Hun’s method for marking his advance for
his artillery was by ﬂag and great gallantry was displayed in keeping
the ﬂag in view. Again and again the bearer was shot down but it
was up again instantly as another German soldier bravely made
himself conspicuous under the accurate ﬁre of the Canadians. Hun
airplanes circled constantly and smoke ﬂares dropping from them
told that they were the eyes of the gunners. One came down,
whether hit or not is unknown, and a deﬁant little cheer went up
from the communication trench. A jeering shout was the echo
that answered from the Hun in No. 1 Company’s old trench.
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The whole line was ﬁghting now in the knowledge that they
could only lose, as the counter attack they had felt was certain to
be launched was thought of no more. Ammunition was getting
desperately short—it was almost gone. The ﬁre slowed down.
Major Osborne sent Ptes. Odd and Wilson to the rear, begging for
ammunition and reinforcements. He never learned whether or not
they got through. The end was near.
Now Major Osborne, who was wounded in the shoulder, saw a
fascinating but tragic evidence of the skill of the Hun gunners.
They started at the southwesterly end of the 13th Battalion’s
shallow trench and dropped shell upon shell in fearful succession
and with perfect accuracy on the line. The Hun cleared the trench
little by little, and shortened his range as the left ﬂank of the 13th
under Major Buchanan, retired across the ﬁeld. Then up the
vacated trench poured German infantry. This forced retirement
trapped Major McCuaig and prevented him from getting his
company of the 13th out. Word of it never reached the Buffs at
the apex, who suddenly saw the Huns coming along the 13th trench
and only then realized what had happened as they turned to this
new menace. Most of them were killed or captured. It was
9 o’clock—and the left ﬂank of the Highland Salient was also
gone.
In the meantime a great number of Germans had worked
through and occupied, comfortably and safely, a house to Lt. Smith’s
rightrear. They brought a heavy fire to bear on the mustard ﬁeld
just to the rear, completely cutting off Major Osborne and his
dugout from his men. With this went the last hope of the High
landers. They were isolated. Both ﬂanks were gone. The enemy
was behind them in force and advancing away from them towards
St. Julien, leaving them to be dealt with by those behind. The
feeling was that the Hun line had simply rolled onward, around
them, and left them as an inconsequential force of madman.
Major Osborne decided to try and make the trench but met men
who told him that the trench was vacated and, in order to escape
certain capture, he and two others decided to attempt to reach a
cottage a few hundred yards back in the direction in which some
of the 13th had retired. The information was wrong for the front
line at the moment still held. They skirted a hedge for about one
hundred yards and made a dash across an open ﬁeld under heavy
artillery and riﬂe ﬁre. One of the men was hit and Major Osborne
received a second wound, a bullet smashing his nose. They reached
the cottage but were immediately surrounded, rushed by a strong
body of Germans and captured. At this moment, Major Osborne
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noted what seemed to be an entire battalion of Germans digging
themselves in a hundred yards away, far behind the frontline.
The survivors were still ﬁghting with what cartridges they had,
when an officer of the Buffs and 13 men retired suddenly into Lt.
Fessenden’s position and were startled to ﬁnd anyone there. They
thought the line was gone, even as their line had gone. They were
all that was left of the splendid company of the Buffs.
But it could not last. They were utterly surrounded now.
Their numbers had been reduced to a pitiful few. Ammunition
was almost entirely gone. Sgt. Ross’ Colt, the last machinegun
ﬁring, had but 95 rounds. Capt. McKessock’s force of 31 men was
reduced to 3 and himself. Lt. Fessenden’s men hadn’t a cartridge
and Lt. Smith was in no better shape. Two hundred yards straight
back Germans were lining a hedge. A machinegun was being set
up. Twenty yards from the communication trench facing right,
Huns were thick in a short section of trench. There was no move
ment from the Hun’s original frontline and it developed that all
that had been left was a guard of a few men. The entire Hun line
had rolled forward and around the section of Highlanders still
holding on. It was hopeless to attempt to stall off’ another thrust.
from the vicinity of No. 1 Company’s position or from the fast
closing Hun on the left and the Hunlined hedge balked all possi
bility of retirement.
And so it ended. Lt. Fred MacDonald crossed to confer with
Lt. Smith. Then he returned and conferred with Fessenden,
Jones and Lt. Ryder of the Buffs. The desire in all hearts was to
go on but it was too hopeless. The opinion was that to have men
killed now would be foolhardy slaughter. There was nothing to
gain. So this position of the Highlanders, which had been the most
exposed and furthest forward for hours, surrendered in deep bitter
ness. It was the last of the frontline positions of the 3rd Brigade
to fall.
THE FALL OF ST. JULIEN
While the victorious Hun had been enveloping the deﬁant little
salient, Capts. Alexander and Cory were attempting to carry on
their defence of St. Julien. Things grew black in the vicinity of
the town which was swiftly crumbling under the systematic shelling.
There had been three strong daylight thrusts by the Hun a little
after 6 a.m. The artillery defence was negligible now. The Ross
riﬂes were jamming under the stress of rapid ﬁre and the bolts had
to be hammered out after each shot. Ammunition was going and
it was hopeless to expect any from the rear. The town was
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apparently abandoned. Below St. Julien reinforcements had not
come up in sufficient numbers to block the gap and gray uniforms
were through in spots. Early in the morning Capt. Cory saw men
of the 3rd Battalion across an open space of 1,000 yards. He
recognized Lt. “Bill” Jarvis of Toronto. A little later Lt. Jarvis, who
was subsequently killed, spread his company over this gap which
meant that No. 2 Company had a left ﬂank held by men with 20
and more yards between them.
Men of No. 2 Company had seen the gas obliterating No. 1
Company, and, just afterwards, the Germans started deploying
from the trench they had dug the day before in front. They began
sweeping in unhindered wave upon wave towards that thinly held
ﬂank on the left and upon the town. That ﬂood of gray towards
St. Julien has been termed “a staggering picture.” It was. They
were strong enough to smother the defence in one rush and roll
over the town without halting. But they were more cautious.
A little after 7 o’clock the entire area of St. Julien came under a
terrific hail of ﬁre. It was meant to end the defence of the doomed
village. Capt. Brotherhood and Lt. Stairs of the 14th Battalion
who had thrown in their lot with Capt. Alexander, were killed.
Capt. Cory talked with Capt. Williamson of the 14th for a moment
as the latter took toll of those gray waves. Then the 14th officer
who had done gallant work was killed as he worked his machinegun.
At the same moment the men in the trench to the left of the
Poelcappelle Road were being wiped out.
A small detachment of the 3rd Battalion, under Capt. L.
Morrison and Lt. W. Curry, braved the pounding the town was
getting, worked around it, and reported to Capt. Cory as reinforce
ments. Something of how desperate the situation appeared to the
officers of the 48th Highlanders is seen in the advice given to this
party of the 3rd Battalion. It was: “You had better go back, there’s
nothing to be done here.” The order had been to “stand” and Capt.
Cory felt that his company was under orders to be the sacriﬁce.
Why add to the toll?
The morning wore along and all knew that Germans had worked
through below the town. About 11 o’clock, the 7th Battalion line,
above Capt. Alexander, who was on the Highlanders’ right, received
orders to retire, and they crowded down the narrow trench of the
15th Battalion. They choked it hopelessly. Desperate men were
packed tight in the trench. Many of the 7th Battalion took the
risk of trying to get out across the ﬁelds and were horribly cut up.
The Hun gunners were working over open sights. He sniped with
his light guns, chased small bodies of men, mere odds and ends

The Roll Call

THE SECOND BATTLE OF YPRES

77

and fragments of them, and those who left the trench were prac
tically all knocked out.
Now the line was held in the knowledge that the Hun was
working around the village, and that there was nothing forward
from St. Julien to the frontline. Men of the 7th brought word
of the smashing the 13th had received. They could tell little,
however. of the fate of the rest of the Highlanders.
At 12.45 p.m., it was ended, as both Capt. Alexander and Capt.
Cory realized it must end. Capt. Cory ordered a section to line a
hedge some distance east of St. Julien. Pte. Tilley and half a dozen
others scrambled across. A whizzbang battery was effectively
keeping heads down at point blank. Then the Germans were upon
them and those who were too late to move were taken prisoner.
The Hun poured out of the houses immediately behind the trench,
and, simultaneously, as the shelling abruptly stopped, an attack
was launched from the hedge which the defenders of the town had
been facing.
The Hun came from everywhere. To ﬁght was slaughter. The
little garrison surrendered. All that was left of splendid No. 2
Company were Capts. Alexander and Cory, Lt. Barwick, Sgts. H.
Rolph, E. Pay and W. H. Page, whom they left for dead, and 36
men. Surrendering with them at the same time were Major
Byng—Hall and 75 men of the 7th Battalion, 4 men of the 16th
Battalion and 2 men of the 13th Battalion.
So fell St. Julien. Lt.Col. F. O. W. Loomis, commandant of
St. Julien, at 2.10 p.m., gave the order to fall back to the G.H.Q.
line. But all who could fall back were the few survivors of the
“St. Julien Garrison,” which had consisted of two companies of the
14th Battalion (Brotherhood and Ranger) and Capt. Alexander’s
No. 2 Company.
THE ROLL CALL
During the night of the 23rd24th, Lt.Col. Currie had obtained
some sleep at Advance HQ. in a dugout occupied by Lt. Shoen
berger, who was up against a hopeless task trying to keep his
telephone lines open and at the same time to lead the few men who
were lining the trench to the right of the old mill and parallel with
the original frontline. The whole position came under a very
heavy ﬁre at the moment the gas was sent over on No. 1 Company.
After it broke, Major Marshall, Lt. Shoenberger and the QC.
chatted for a moment, and then as the pungent odour of chlorine
drifted to them, the realization that another attack, and a bitter
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one, was on, came to them. They saw at once that it was falling
on No. 1 Company. The Hun was working forward, also from the
left, out of the woods. Major Marshall grabbed a box of small
arm ammunition and ignoring the shellfire, crossed the open to the
men manning the trench facing the north and the woods. A moment
later a shell exploded on the road, killed two men and crushed a
bone in Lt. Shoenberger’s ankle. A stretcherbearer helped him
bandage it and he started the weary crawl on his hands and knees
for the Aid Post. Sgt. McCulloch was killed about this time at
Advance H.Q. and Lt. Dansereau was struck in the head with
shrapnel.
At 6 o’clock that morning, the 24th, Major Marshall and his
men again had more riﬂe work and saw more Germans coming for
them than the Canadians were to see, except on very rare occasions,
for the balance of hostilities. The Highlanders had heard of
Germans advancing against ﬁre in the famous mass formation but
few had really believed it. Out of a woods on the left ﬂank and
over an open ﬁeld 300 yards in width, they came—a solid gray mass.
They fell fast but still pressed relentlessly forward. The havoc by
the Highlanders’ riﬂe fire was terriﬁc and eventually it stopped
them. A few machineguns would have wiped them out but only
one, handled by 7th Battalion men, was playing on them from a
distance.
With the infantry attack checked, the guns started on the
position again and this time practically blew the little force out
of existence. Towards noon, Major Marshall, who had borne a
charmed life, with not more than ten men of the 15th, began to
drop back to form a new line. It was a skirmishing fight to the
rear, for the Hun was far back, through the gap where No. 1
Company had once been, and until the Imperials were met on the
low ground behind St. Julien the passage was precarious. Here,
Lt.Col. Currie was rounding up men of any unitmany battalions
were represented in this assembly point. In the vicinity of a 7th
Battalion position, Major Marshall stayed to gather up the men
he could ﬁnd of the 15th Battalion who could walk, and Lt.Col.
Currie began mustering the few other survivors further back,
directly to the right of St. Julien.
It was over for them, and so, tired beyond believing, the shocked
remnants of the splendid Regiment that had left Gaspé such short
months ago, began wending their weary way through the ﬁelds
toward the canal. St. Jean was in ﬂames but they did not notice.
The British troops that they passed shouted cheery words of admira
tion—but they only answered with a tired grin, too weary to know
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or to care that they and the gallant comrades they were leaving
behind forever had fought their Regiment to eternal fame.
They slept that night, the dead weight of utter exhaustion upon
them, in G.H.Q. trenches near Wieltje. A few stragglers joined
them in the morning. They remained here all day Sunday and
although the roar of battle still went on forward of St. Julien with
a particularly heavy artillery ﬁre on the left, they were not caught
in any of the shelling of the back areas. During the day, although
they slept the most of it, they began to realize fully just what the
Canadians had done. From stragglers they learned that most of
the battalions had fought and suffered as they had. They heard
a little of the counter attack of the 1st Brigade, the historic charge
of the 16th and 10th Battalions on Kitchener Wood, the great
stand of the 2nd Brigade, and of all the splendid deeds of all of
them. They moved back to La Brique during the night of the
25th26th and at dawn reached the new transport lines, between
Vlamertinghe and Ypres. The old transport position near the canal
had been heavily shelled, most of the stores had been destroyed,
and there had been several casualties,
And then came the Roll Call of the woeful few—a scene that
will remain vivid while memory lingers in the minds of those who
saw it. They lined up, in companies, the whole strength far from
sufficient to make one. Q.M.S. Stevens called the roll of stricken
No. 1 Company. Six men answered. The whole Regiment
numbered about 150—less than 200 when the band and transport
were included. That out of 912 effectives. The only survivors of
Nos. 2, 8 and 4 Companies were men who had been detailed on
various fatigue parties, remained at the transport lines through
illness, or had somehow contrived to escape. No. 3 was almost as
small as No. 1. The others were little better. The only officers
there that Monday morning (26th), of all who had marched up the
line on Wednesday evening, were Major W. R. Marshall, the
secondincommand, and the O.C. Major MacKenzie, the M.O.,
did not leave the Dressing Stations of the forward area for several
days. The casualties of the Battalion between April 19th and May
4th (and they were negligible except in the battle itself), as computed
at time of writing, were: 20 officers and 651 other ranks. Of these,
5 officers and 218 other ranks were killed or died.
The 2nd Battle of Ypres was not yet ﬁnished for the Highlanders
but it was almost done. Perhaps, in later days, the survivors
knew pride when they realized that though they had been
crumpled and broken under a green wall of strangling death, and
ripped asunder in a fury of shellfire, their name had gone, ringing,
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around the world. Praise was their only pay. Doubtless they
found some consolation in Field Marshall Sir John French’s Special
Order of the Day, in which official despatch he said:
“In spite of the danger to which they were exposed, the
Canadians held their ground with a magniﬁcent display of
courage; and it is not too much to say that the hearing and
conduct of these splendid troops averted a disaster which might
have been attended with the mast serious consequences.”

And there is no doubt, too, that comfort came long afterwards
in the eulogy of the Bishop of London, not of their deed, but of
their dead, when he remarked: “Here, forward from Ypres, fell
six thousand very gallant gentlemen.”

Ch VI. Festubert & Givenchy

CHAPTER VI.

FESTUBERT AND GIVENCHY
You have struck, but we would not break;
You gloat—but at length you rue.
What proﬁt the toll that you take?
Hate burns where we were but true.

was to be no immediate rest for
T HERE
in front the roar of action broke out at

the weary few. Up
intervals. The Hun
was still striving to hammer through. The gap had been
plugged but there was yet grave danger to Ypres for the line was
thin and reserves becoming exhausted. Brig.Gen. Turner, V.C.,
and Lt.Col. Garnet Hughes, had happened along during the hours
of darkness and snatched a few hours sleep with the Highlanders
in a roadside ﬁeld. The adventures of the gallant Brigadier in
the 2nd Battle of Ypres are an epic story in themselves. He needed
that brief rest. Just after daylight on the 26th, a despatch rider
arrived with instructions for Brig.Gen. Turner to take his shattered
brigade back to La Brique to support the Lahore Division which
was attacking with French troops. So, after a hurried breakfast,
they fellin, dogtired still, and by eight o’clock were slogging it back
whence they had come. The once splendid Regiment went up the
road looking like half a company.
The canal was crossed by a pontoon bridge, then they moved
north to La Brique, reached by 10 a.m., and dugin with a ditch
to help as cover. Hardly were they settled when they moved a
little further east, closer to the hardpressed line, and this time
started to entrench behind the dubious shelter, but good screen, of
several hedges. La Brique, a cluster of houses, 1,200 yards east
of the Yser Canal, had little to commend it excepting several dead
pigs, killed by shellﬁre, near a farm, pork was surreptitiously
stored in haversacks against the time when a fire should be obtain
able, Ross riﬂes were being dumped into ditches as LeeEnfields,
dropped by British casualties, were found. They were shorter,
more comfortable and more serviceable.
At 2.30 pm. on the 26th they left the vicinity of La Brique,
being ordered to line shallow trenches south of Wieltje and guarding
the road to the city. They took to ditches and gullies as they
skirted the little village, under ﬁre, and with its church in ﬂames.
81
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That night, and late in the afternoon, huge coalboxes broke shat
teringly over Wieltje and shocked nerves found no peace. Casual
ties still mounted. Riﬂe ﬁre rose and fell and rose and dropped
again in front all that tense night and Tuesday was a day of
incessant battle. At dawn, Tuesday, the 27th, some of the men
who had been near La Brique, saw a blackfrocked priest heading
a small cortège to the cemetery. The priest held a cruciﬁx before
him and his lips moved in prayer as he threaded the shell holes in
the road. The devotion of the priest for his stricken ﬂock in their
stricken world moved those that saw the pitiful procession deeply.
R.S.M. Grant had been badly wounded in the leg near St.
Julian, and R.Q.M.S. J. Keith was promoted in his place; Lt. Frank
Gibson, who had been wounded while in billets in Ypres, had
insisted upon returning to duty when he heard of the disaster which
had befallen his Battalion, and though still unﬁt was now acting as
Adjutant and Signalling Officer. The thunder of action had a lull
in the late afternoon of Tuesday (27th) and at 7.30 p.m. sufficient
men had evidently come up to allow the Highlanders a breathing
spell. At this hour, with dusk already shrouding the backlines.
they were on their way to the rear and this time found the transport
in a ﬁeld near Vlamertinghe on the main Ypres Road. Going out.
the night awoke with our guns adding their bellow in encouraging
force.
During Wednesday (28th) the base company arrived from
England and the Battalion’s strength grew to a few men over 800.
all ranks. The draft was made up of 48th Highlanders left in
England and men of the 17th Battalion, wearing khaki kilts.
Amongst the officers to arrive were: Major C. E. Bent, Capt. R.
Smith, Capt. L. R. Cutten (later transferred to 2nd Cn. Bn.),
Lt. J. Kay, Lt. P. Campbell, Capt. Geo. Musgrove, Lt. P. P.
Acland, Lt. Livingston and Lt. T. R. Wheadon.
A runner from Brigade. Back they go. Dusk of Wednesday
found them again taking up a reserve position. This time
they occupied a line of trenches in what was called the HQ. line.
This was a reserve position, 500 yards S.E. of Brielen. Fortunately
the night was comparatively quiet, but the next day part of the
position was heavily shelled. Along miles of line the guns drummed
on, rising at times to the frenzy of assaulting barrage, when beneath
them riﬂes would play a swiftrunning tattoo, tapping frantically,
incessantly, rising and falling, like snare drums playing Death’s
Overture. The line was holding.
These were days of attack and counter attack and the staff
shifted scanty reserves hither and you desperately. So, at 7.30 p.m.,
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Thursday, the 29th, there was another move. The Battalion
marched forward to the canal and north to a line of trenches pro
tecting No. 4 Pontoon Bridge which had been under severe shell
ﬁre and would be a critical point should the line he again broken.
They lay here in reserve to the French, who attacked and took some
ground, though their efforts were generally unsuccessful. A few
prisoners dribbled down the Wieltje Road. The trenches were
shelled heavily at dawn on the 30th, with a ﬁre that became intense
as the day were on. It was another day of casualties and strain.
May Day passed with the situation remaining more or less
unchanged. On May 2nd there was every expectation of a still
further shifting of troops, with the order that the Battalion was to
standto and be ready to move forward in support. But May 3rd
found them still there and all quiet. They were relieved at 2.15
am. on May 4th and bivouacked for the day in a field near Vlamer
tinghe. The 2nd Battle of Ypres was ﬁnished for them at last.
That evening they moved back to billets, near Bailleul, and the
drumming front, for the first time in more than two weeks, fell
low behind them.
They were to have a real rest and they needed it. By all rules
of war a regiment is not kept under ﬁre until it is utterly exhausted
unless the need has reached desperation. The need of the End
Battle of Ypres was desperate. In other campaigns the 15th Bat
talon, 48th Highlanders, would, perhaps, have been on its way home
annihilated. But the appalling viciousness of the Great War changed
things. It discovered a new and greater endurance, an amazing
Fortitude, and a courage past belief in the heart of the soldier.
For ten days the Battalion remained beside Bailleul, resting,
pulling itself together, licking its wounds. Now the men of the
Battalion experienced the shock of the aftermath of action and
learned how to shove things into the backs of their minds. They
learned how to forget. It was an ability, a thing to do with their
control, which they were to call upon uncountable times. Over
night they became veterans. They recuperated swiftly, for they
were young, and they experienced another thing, that which all
ﬁghting units know after action. During the long years of war
to come, the 15th Battalion were to find, as they found this time,
that there were always enough “old” men left to absorb the new
drafts, to instil the spirit of the Corps—to weld them into the
Regiment. And thereby the Regiment remained the Regiment
throughout the war.
About 300 men of the 30th Battalion arrived on May 5th
and the Battalion now marched about 600 strong. In later
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days, men agreed that this was one of the ﬁnest drafts that ever
joined the Battalion and to them, as well as the “old” men, must
go the credit for rebuilding an all but wipedout unit. Amongst
the additional officers now with the Battalion were Capt. J. W.
Forbes (17th Battalion), Lt. A. Fraser (17th Battalion). Lt. A. Muir
(15th Battalion), Capt. W. I. Malone (15th Battalion), Lt. H. Price
(30th Battalion), and Capt. M. Potts. During the company route
marches, the oldtimers were still silent, but the reinforcements sang
as they had always sung while they marched. Gradually the old
men took up the chorus and before long the shock of that ﬁrst
appalling cutting up began to wear away.
While in Bailleul the fine weather broke and heavy rains kept the
men inside, which displeased no one, else why did they beseech:
“Send her down, Davy,” when it started to drizzle just, at drill
time? They paraded on May 6th for the G.O.C.’s inspection, but
their plea bore fruit and a torrential reinforced cancellation. The
inspection was not held until the morning of May 14th, when the
Divisional Commander complimented them and added his words
to the shower of congratulations already coming in for the splendid
stand at Ypres. General Alderson, a soldier of the old school,
also told them that he who dies on active service goes straight to
Heaven. Not being commanded to believe it, they pleased them
selves. But the worst cynic warmed towards the G.O.C. for his
kindly attempt to comfort them. It was while in Bailleul that
Lt.Col. Currie bade farewell to the Battalion he had trained and
led overseas, to France and battle, on Gen. Alderson's insistence,
he left on sick leave to England until he should recover from a touch
of gas. He sojourned in Scotland for a time and then was invalided
to Canada, and his Regiment remembered him for many fine
qualities and not the least for his unchecked emotion as he gazed
on the broken ranks on the roll call that bitter morning in the ﬁeld
near Ypres. Major W. R. Marshall, who was later awarded the
Distinguished Service Order for his valiant share in the ﬁghting
beyond St. Julien, took over the command.
The Regiment had received orders on May 11th to stand ready
to move on short notice and rumour insisted that it was “back to
bloody old Wipers.” But in the evening, after the inspection, they
fellin for what proved an all night march. It was not Ypres.
They passed through sleeping Estaires, their feet hollow on the
cobbles, just before midnight. Orders were to follow the 14th
Battalion and none knew the destination. It was a weary night.
And it was with blasphemous disgust that No. 2 Company saw two
stragglers get up from the cathedral steps, when they came again
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to Estaires. They had been blissfully sleeping there while the
Battalion plodded in a circle. On towards morning they were
halted by a British officer who told the C.O. that he was following
a road leading to the frontline, but a mile away. The Battalion
was turned about and billets were found in Robecq at 6.45 a.m.,
and they slept out the day.
The 2nd Battle of Ypres was waning; the French were assaulting
in the vicinity of Arras and dying in futile waves on the slopes of
Vimy Ridge. For this offensive against Lens, which the Canadians
were also to assault many months later, the Tenth (French) Army
had been increased to seven corps. A huge weight of artillery had
been concentrated and Foch was in command of the army group.
The Germans were outnumbered by the French and probably out
gunned. But the position held by the Germans happened to be
one of the strongest on either the western or eastern fronts.
With an inadequate barrage the British sought to support their
Allies by also attacking northwest of Fromelles in an attempt to
take Aubers Ridge which had failed to fall in the Battle of Neuve
Chapelle. The Canadians, under strength and battered, were
placed at the disposal of General Sir Douglas Haig, G.O.C. First
(British) Army. A salient had been chiselled into the German line
and just north of Festubert the 7th Imperial Division cleaned out
another pocket. The Canadians were now relieving this Division
here after “dirty ﬁghting and a hell of a lot of it.”
How futile the Battle of Festubert was to appear in the light
of harsh but more victorious experiences in later days! Maps were
puzzles which only imaginative men could read. Bombs were
almost as dangerous to the user as to the intended recipient.
Artillery knew little about cutting wire which was supposed to be
crossed as if infantrymen were adept in the art of tightrope walking,
and the synchronization of services was still in its infancy, when
compared with the efficient clockwork of the months to come.
In a sector of crisscrossed roads, strong posts, long, wet ditches
and shellpitted ﬁelds, dotted in awful confusion with bodies of
Germans and men of the Camerons and Wiltshires, the 3rd Brigade
were ordered to attack as they reached billets after their move south.
The 15th Battalion began the 10mile march from Robecq at 5 a.m.
on the 17th and took over reserve trenches near Richebourg St.
Vaast in a cold heavy rain. From occasional stragglers they
discovered they were in the company of the Irish Guards, Post
Office Riﬂes and Civil Service Riﬂes and units of the 7th (British)
Division, Now and then Gurkhas armed with kukris, sometimes
herding prisoners, would ﬁlter back. It still rained and it was a
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mudcovered and drenched Battalion that moved back to Essars
for the night of 17th/ 18th and then forward again to support
trenches, north of Festubert and just behind La Quinque Rue, at
1 pm. on the 18th.
Everywhere here lay evidence of bitter strife—obliterated roads,
shreds of wire lanes, parapets, battered and lyddite stained, and
bodies broken and crumpled, awaiting a peaceful hour and the
shovels of the burial parties. It wasn’t a happy place and most men
recall Festubert as a sector out of which they were glad to get alive.
About 5 o’clock on the afternoon of the 18th, the 16th and 14th
Battalions attacked in front of The Orchard and K. 5. The last
was a strong point to the right of The Orchard. The 14th had the
left of the Brigade frontage, the 16th the right. There was no
artillery preparation whatever, and the hopeless assault was doomed
from the first bursts of shell and machinegun fire that withered
them as they sallied forth. Unmarked and strong positions swung
at terriﬁc ﬁre into the ﬁve waves of the 14th and gave the lie to the
Staff, who had forecast “little opposition.” Both battalions,
however, made some progress. The advance companies of the 14th
were withdrawn that night, their frontage being taken by an exten
sion of the lines of the 16th Battalion and the 2nd Battalion
Grenadier Guards, on their left.
So there was much confusion, doubt and dangerous uncertainty
when the turn came for the Battalion to assault. Holes gaped in
the line, the artillery showed plainly that they did not have full
limbers, none seemed to have accurate information of what to
expect, and all prospects were grim. In the early afternoon of the
20th, Lt. W. Mavor and a party of two noncoms, from each
company, went forward on a reconnaissance, up the road from La
Quinque trench. At intervals, by the ﬂopandrun method, they
made it safely to an Advance O.P. of the artillery and discovered
there was no line in front of them. The artillery officer on duty did
not seem perturbed about it. But it meant that the Battalion’s
attack was actually forming a new line in a gap. Lt. Mavor moved
forward alone and discovered, through their anxiety to hit him, that
a newly constructed trench ahead was held by the enemy. They
got back, still duckanddouble fashion, with but one casualty—
Sgt. Baldwin, who was painfully wounded in the buttocks. On
the night of the 19th20th sixtypound mobile trenchmortars,
worked by the R.G.A., came up to smash the strungpoints but had
small success.
Thus, with meagre information and puny aid from the guns,
but with good spirit, the Battalion stood ready to attack. Lt.Col.
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Marshall’s plan of battle was for an advance on a twocompany
front in conjunction with the 16th Battalion, who were going to
try again to storm The Orchard. The End Brigade was cooperat
ing on the right of the 3rd Brigade. Nos. 2 and 4 Companies were
given the honour, with No. 2 on the left and No. 4 on the right.
They were commanded by Capt. R. S. Smith and Capt. W. P.
Malone respectively. They were to jump off in three waves.
Nos. 1 and 3 Companies, under Capt. F. Perry and Capt. G.
Musgrove were to remain in support and reserve. Capt, Musgrove
was given the command of the attack.
Little preparation could be made other than pulling belts taut
and seeing that magazines had the full ten. In front was a long
stretch of ground where ditches were deep and shellholes brimmed
with water. It was going to be difficult to keep touch. The
sergeants were detailed to carry ﬂags to be used to mark the
advance, and to mark the ﬂanks of the companies. So far as they
knew, there were no Germans for 800 to 1,000 yards, but there was
small conﬁdence in the word that the strongpoints and redoubts
would be “obliterated by shellﬁre.”
By late afternoon it was ready, and the men were squatting in
gnawing suspense awaiting the time of attack. All had been done
that could be done. The machinegunners, under Lt. P. G. Camp
bell, were placed to the best advantage along the line and were
ordered to advance with the early waves. Unfortunately they
were doomed to be all but annihilated. The weather had cleared
with the dawn; it grew warm, and the men were in good cheer
despite the frequent ﬂurries of shellﬁre and the stench of the
decaying dead that hung over the landscape, wet and steaming
beneath the sun, Col. Marshall and Capt. Musgrove anxiously
scanned the still world in front through their glasses, and watched
for movement in M. 6, M.7 and M. 8—fortiﬁed houses, manned
by Hun machinegunners. The artillery were to “obliterate” them.
but M. 8 proved immune from harm, as the morose cynics had pre
dicted, as the light prebattle bombardment opened and increased
slightly as the attacking hour neared.
7.45 p.m. The ﬁeld guns barked a little more quickly and a
line of Highlanders climbed out and started forward. It was prosaic,
gallant and foolish, at once. It was broad daylight. They were
hardly up when German eyes on Aubers Ridge had them. The full
weight of the German guns plowed into them. Machineguns were
chattering across the entire front, heavies were roaring into the
crossroad that ran from La Quinque Rue to Rue d’Ouvert, and
men were slipping and falling, disappearing into shellholes, getting
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up, going on, falling with a crash as a bullet smacked into them.
Ahead, Capt. Musgrove was striving to keep direction, and on the
road, Lt.Col. Marshall, with a cane and a cigarette, was shouting
encouragement and orders and controlling a large part of the attack
ing line himself. The road was under direct enﬁlade fire from
M. 11, but he ignored it. The entire area was dotted with dead of
the Wiltshires, Gordons, Camerons, and other Imperial units, and
now 48th Highlanders were joining them.
Two hundred yards out and they were advancing grimly against
a ﬁre that stiffened with every yard. They were doing it ala
drillbook—20 yard rushes, down, up, and on, and down again. They
were thinning and there were wide gaps in their line. Touch was
lost amid the maze of craters, the tangles of wire and the scrub
trenches come upon here and there, They came to the first line of
trenchesBritish dugand found it unoccupied. They had a
breather. Then Capt. Musgrove had them going on, the machine
guns behind the sandbagged walls of the houses taking vicious toll.
M. 8 was still unmolested by our shells but was wreathed with the
smoke of its own ﬁre. No. 2 Company on the left now began to
suffer severely from this point. They crossed another trench
system—also without a garrison, and Capt. Musgrove was severely
wounded in the arm. The wound was so serious that the arm was
later amputated. Then M. 7 fell, the Hun garrison evacuating
the cellar before the Highlanders closed with them.
But it was hopeless and the attack was swiftly petering out
through lack of men. Yet still they scrambled from crater to crater
and fought to a position 100 yards beyond an old trench, facing
the main German system of defence. Sgt. “Jock” Thompson,
alone, charged a German machinegun and fell when almost upon
the crew. The gallant Sergeant was buried in Béthune cemetery
and the sergeants erected a headstone over his grave.
Then Lt. A. Muir tried to rush M. 8 and went down with a bullet
in his leg. After the line had passed forward, he was bandaged
and again started after his platoon. Somehow, he missed them,
and advanced almost to the German line, where he was killed. In
February, 1916, when the Germans were ﬁnally pushed back at
this point, the valiant officer’s body was found on the German wire
by a wiring party of the 17th Royal Fusiliers, and Lt. Muir was
buried near Festubert by the 17th Middlesex Regiment. On the
night of his death his platoon made several attempts to bring back
his body but failed.
The line was trying to digin under riﬂe and machinegun ﬁre
at a hundred yards’ range. It was deadly. The machinegun
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personnel had been so badly reduced that they were unable to set
up their guns and in a few moments the possibility of a complete
wiping out was looming as the casualties mounted.
In the meantime the 16th were clawing their way forward over
wide ditches and through hedges, and, just on their ﬂank, Lt. Mavor
and his platoon had fought far forward and were attempting to
capture another of the brickwalled strongpoints dotted across the
front. They tried to rush it after working close and were literally
swept to earth by a storm of ﬁre. Several of the platoon were dead,
many were wounded, their officer was down with a severe bullet
wound, but still they held stubbornly to their position close under
the wall of the post.
With the sheer uselessness of battering blindly against a hope
less position, made bitterly plain in their casualties, the line fell
back a short distance to an old diagonal communication trench,
bringing with them their wounded, and suffering additional losses
before they reached cover. Lt. Mavor’s platoon, which had reached
the furthest point forward, also came back with their gallant officer.
Parties were still isolated in front but the main line was back.
The trench they now occupied angled across the road towards The
Orchard, and, during the night, touch was established on the left
with the right ﬂank of the shattered 16th Battalion. Part of the
13th Battalion moved into a position in close support of the 15th
and also relieved and took over sections of the frontline in the
16th Battalion’s area.
The Battle of Festubert, so far as the 15th Battalion was con
cerned, was over, with that one wild, hopeless advance of 700 yards.
But there were to be long hours in their mudbottomed and dug
outless communication trench in which the German artillery
snarled at them incessantly. That Lt.Col. Marshall was satisﬁed
with them, as the night settled over the ﬁeld of battle, is evident
in his remark as he turned down the road to his Headquarters:
“It cost a lot, but they did it.” During the night the 16th Battalion
obtained complete control of The Orchard, which had repulsed three
previous attacks, and also occupied M. 9.
The attack of the evening of May 20th at Festubert was con
sidered at least a partial success, which is saying much, for only one
out of four assaults in the aimless, confused series of battles to take
Aubers Ridge, could be termed successful. Despite the forced
withdrawal of the Battalion, the main thing which they set out to
do was accomplished. The Hun did not again occupy the strong
positions of M. 3 and M. 6—and the new line of the Battalion ran
between them and dominated the positions.
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The scheme of German defence, in addition to the usual trench
position, rested mainly on these fortins—fortiﬁed houses, sand
bagged and strong, where machine»guns bristled. Each point had
to be stormed individually, and without preparatory gunwork they
were almost impregnable to infantry assault. Before dawn, touch
was established with the End Brigade on the right and most of the
wounded were on their way out. The stretcherbearers worked
gallantly throughout the day and suffered heavily. Stretcher
bearer Harry Austin, who had also shown splendid courage at Ypres,
was killed on the road while bandaging a wounded comrade. They
were found dead together. Capt. Taylor, the new M.O., did
excellent work and through several bitter days looked after the
wounded of many units in addition to his own.
After dark, Lt.Col. Marshall ordered Capt. Perry to reinforce
the frontline, which was done with few casualties but with much
black language and blind blundering in the night. By dawn the
situation was well consolidated. A check of the casualties showed
a stiff toll for the short advance of a little more than 700 yards.
Lt. Muir was missing, Capt. Musgrove and Lt. Mavor were wounded
and the casualties amongst the N.C.O.’s and men, including those
which occurred up to the time the Battalion got out of it, were:
38 killed, 93 wounded, 4 gassed, and one badly wounded man, who
later died, taken prisoner.
Rations were brought up and water was obtained at a farmhouse
which was under severe and incessant shellﬁre. Several men of
No. 1 Company were killed while attempting to ﬁll waterbottles.
Festubert, to the Battalion, is an evil memory, a battle in which was
much confusion, a great deal of individual gallantry and ﬁne leader
ship, inspired by the Officer Commanding, and an aftertaste that
made men wonder: “Was it worth it?” They had simply gouged out
a little strip of shelltumbled terrain. But it had bettered the position.
Shortly after dark on May 22nd they got out of it. The 4th
Can. Bn. relieved them between 9 o’clock and midnight, and then
started the weary trudge to billets in Essars. Essars proved 8.
place of rest. Drill and short route marches freshened them up
and then on May 26th, it was uptheline again in front of Festubert.
Battalion H.Q. was on the Rue L’Epinette and Lt. E. W. Bickle,
who had returned from hospital during the previous tour, was with
No. 3 Company. Officers were badly needed. Two quiet days
were spent in support and then it was the forward area, with No. 3
Company in the frontline. On the night of the 29th, the Battalion
had a nasty job—digging a new trench 200 yards beyond the old
parapet. But they got the nervous and arduous job advanced with

Givenchy

FESTUBERT AND GIVENCHY

91

but one man killed and two wounded that night, and the same toll
the next night, when they ﬁnished. The line was now connected
with L. 8 on the right, where the 13th Battalion started, to the
1st Brigade on the left. A communication trench was also dug
from L. 7 to the frontline. The sector was still tense and watchful
for action, but the brief tour, which ended on the last day of May,
had none of the strain of the preceding six weeks.
They were at Oblinghem, two miles from Béthune, and
about 1½ miles west of the La Bassée Canal, under rubber sheet
bivouacs on June 1st, alter marching all night. Now started the
period of recuperation and a long spell of quiet life, with only
rumours and warnings of action to disturb their peace of mind.
In these early days, the “old” men were still clannish, and it wasn’t
whether you came from Toronto or Winnipeg or B.C., but whether
you were “original” or not. The 30th Battalion men had proven
themselves well, but still the invisible line remained as it always,
strangely, did remain, a barrier of soldier pride and jealousy
between the “old” men and the “new drafts” until time and action
wore it almost entirely down. New Draftees became Old Timers
to themselves and newer men, but they were never quite as “old”
as the Originals. It was the same in all battalions. It was a pride
of service, justifiable and belligerent, and through it Bombproofers
and men of Ally Slopers Cavalry and other services which were
deemed bombproof, took many insults from the infantrymen around
the tables in the estaminets of the backlines of the war.
Now the Battalion got a new Adjutant, Capt. F. W. Utton.
Lt. Davidson also joined at this time, and on June 5th, Lt.
Alex Sinclair returned from hospital. The C.S.M.'s at this time
were: J. Langtry, No. 1; P. Campbell. No. 2; C. R. Wilkinson,
No. 3; and Adam Goodfellow, No. 1. The company commanders
were: Capt. F. Perry, No. 1; Major C. E. Bent, who had taken a
platoon into Festubert, No. 2; Capt. J. W. Forbes, No. 3, and Lt.
E. W. Bickle, No. 4.
This stay near the canal is remembered for the aquatic sports
held there when the O.C., a splendid athlete, won the officers’
swimming race to the bridge and back, from Lt. F. Gibson, and
Sgt. J. Girvan won the sergeants’ race. Fritz shelled them at long
range occasionally but washed his stuff and the rest proved of vast
worth in shaking them together. They were swiftly regaining their old
smartness and morale.
GIVENCHY
Already the 1st Canadians were named as having bad part in
two major engagements—the 2nd Battle of Ypres and Festubert—
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and now was to come Givenchy, a ﬁght that was bitter and costly
and brought small reward. The Canadians had lost more than 8,
third of their strength and needed a long rest instead of going
over at him again in this war of positions. Givenchy was one of
the series of more or less minor attacks between Arras and Ypres,
the result of which, together, the High Command hoped would give
them a major success.
Lt.Col. Marshall and the O.C. Companies went uptheline on
the 5th to look over the proposed site of attack and the following
afternoon they were on the road to battle. The 15th Battalion
relieved the 8th Battalion of the 52nd Brigade in support at The
Keep, a moated farm that had been the scene of bitter ﬁghting.
The 3rd Brigade were scheduled to take the Canadian share and the
officers and N.C.O.’s of the Battalion went into the line to look over
the situation with this in mind. The 2nd Brigade at the time were
holding the Duck’s Bill, a salient jutting into the German line
east of Givenchy, which the 15th Battalion were to straighten out.
They had ladders or bathmats with which to do the balancing act
on the Hun wire under the snickering noses of Hun machineguns.
Rolls of burlap were also thoughtfully supplied for the same purpose.
Although realizing what a devil of a hindrance rested in these
black, snarled barbs, no effective method was yet in use to insure
that barbwire would not thwart assault.
They were all ready, even to their tingling nerves, to move
forward to the frontline, but at the last moment the show was
postponed. The cause was a serious shortage of ammunition.
Also, the front was considered too long for the low riﬂe strength of
the Battalion and, in addition, the mine scheduled to be blown
just to the left of the Duck’s Bill, was not ready. Water ﬂooded
the miners out and the explosive could not he transferred to the
shaft from the distillery east of the La Bassée Canal, where it was
stored. The Battalion moved back to Le Preol, warned that they
would attack on June 10th. But on the 10th nothing happened,
the Staff weren’t ready, and the Battalion moved further back to
Le Croix de Fer, near Béthune, for another rest. The weather
was had and the most important parade was on the 18th when the
last Ross riﬂe was exchanged for a LeeEnﬁeld.
With the Battalion standingto in ﬂooded “bivvies,” the 1st
Brigade attacked and entered the German trenches opposite the
Duck’s Bill during the evening of the 15th. But they didn’t hold
it and their losses were heavy. It had been such a dirty ﬁght that
for the time the operation was called off. It was not until June
22nd that the Battalion left their cornﬁeld near Béthune, swung
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forward, ﬁt again, now, and relieved the 7th Battalion in reserve,
near Givenchy. Close by was Windy Corner—not so dubbed
because of strong breezes, but by reason of frequent and sharp
artillery fire. After a quiet stay of two days here, they were
relieved by the 2nd Gordons, and went back to The Cross of Iron
—their cornﬁeld near Béthune.
So it was that Givenchy, to the 15th Battalion, does not recall
a sector of bitter battle, but an interesting area, where the trenches
bore the names of London thoroughfares—Piccadilly Circus,
Regent Street, Pall Mall, Queen’s Road (a long C.T.), Charing
Cross and King's Cross, and where the pontoon crossings over the
La Bassée Canal were the Waterloo, Tower and Vauxhall Bridges.
They were not sorry they missed Givenchy through no fault of
theirs. “God knows” said a veteran of these days, “we'd done
enough since St. Nazaire.”

Ch VII. Ploegsteert and Messines

CHAPTER VII.

PLOEGSTEERT AND MESSINES

Battalion had a long, enjoyable stay near peaceful Béthune,
T HE
which heralded an uneventful and monotonous period of trench
holding, without a break of action, until the following summer.
It was a sharp contrast to their first months in the line but the
Allies on the western front were settling down to a waiting game,
and, in any event, the 1st Canadian Division had earned a rest and
a quiet corner of the long battle line. Evening of June 27th found
them dumping kits in barns and houses between Meteren and
Bailleul, after a long march, and the next day they went on to
Lampernisse Farm in support to the 1st C.I.B. The farm’s build
ings were large enough to hold half of the Battalion and the rest
bedded down in a ﬁeld. The Colonel and the HQ. were comfort
able in the house. Its peace was another forecast of the life
destined for the months immediately ahead.
Throughout May and June there had been a growing tendency
on the part of The Powers to make a bombthrower out of every
infantryman and courses were frequent as were sudden deaths
during
instruction.
Someone
penned
the
trench
proverb:
“Tickler's Artillery sent many a good man west before his time.”
It was well said. There was the Cricket Ball and the Hair Brush,
the latter being a pound of gun cotton tied to a batshaped board
with sandbags and wire, a fearsome thing, and lucky was the
bomber who got it safely away. The Gas Pipe and the T. & F.
(Time and Friction) were others but the most baleful and likewise
most common was the Jam Tin. An empty plumandapple
container was stuffed with wet clay—nuts, bolts, old iron, wire—
any odd bit of metal—and gun cotton. The rest of it was :1
detonator, a fuse and a match. Three men had to risk their lives
to start the Jam Tin on its job. No. 1 held the match; No. Q the
bomb, and No. 3 had an apron of bombs. When No. 1 lit the
match, No. 2 held the slantcut fuse to the ﬂame and No. 3 yelled:
“Heave the damn thing!” and ducked for his life. It was a bloody
war. They even had fatigue parties poking and peering about,
knocking at boards and making pleased exclamations when some
choice bit of “shrapnel” for their Jam Tins was come upon. The
risks attached to handling these weird contrivances of death and
destruction cast an aura of desperation over the grenadiers and they
94
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swaggered. The Mills, most effective of all hand grenades, made
its appearance in France in June, 1915, but it was months before
it was familiar to all ranks.
The stay in Lampernisse Farm was featured by solid drill to
keep ’em smartened up and the first Dominion Day spent in France
was celebrated by a ball game and ﬁeld sports. On July 5th they
began their first tour in trenches 126130 in front of well battered
but peaceful Ploegsteert village. Life was worth living. Whizz
bangs—if you heard them you were safe, if you didn’t you were
dead—came calling on occasions and snipers kept heads religiously
low. But there were sufficient dugouts to provide damp cover
during the wet spells and general serenity reigned.
Now they were introduced to The Piggeries—a low, covered
pigsty, long clean now, on La Grand Munque Farm. It was a
comfortable reserve position, with part of the Battalion in the
pigstyes, part in the main farm buildings with Battalion HQ.,
and the rest under bivvies. From here, working parties made
them familiar with the Haunted House, under which the C.T. ran,
with Mud Lane and Hyde Park Corner in “Plugstreet” Wood.
Nearby was le Romarin and an estaminet or two, where they were
soon regular customers. This first stay in The Piggeries was
memorable for a series of standto orders, all of which proved to be
false alarms, and for a lot of muck and rain and monotony. As
the uneventful round of trench holding settled down, all ranks
became old hands at the game in the frontline, and at dodging
fatigues both in and out, and at being wet, tired, chilled and mud
caked—but cheerful.
Here, at Ploegsteert and before Messines, the Battalion got
acquainted with itself once more; it solidiﬁed as it had at Valcartier
and on The Plain; acquaintances grew into friendships, and each
man knew every other in the Battalion. They were laying a foun
dation for years of harsher experience to come. Much of the credit
for this splendid welding must go to Lt.Col. Marshall, genial, ever
gallant personally, stern with the defaulter, and prone to forgive
the good soldier his minor misdemeanour.
It was here, too, in the early summer of 1915, that they made
plain they were a “happy” battalion. Why? No one may know.
It was a blessing which fell upon some and passed others. It wasn’t
because they were allowed to be sloppy or to carry on with any
happygolucky sort of decorum, for the Old Man believed in
discipline and knew that the haphazard battalion was a discon
tented one. Perhaps it started from the irrepressible spirit of one
man, which spread through his platoon, then his company, and
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ﬁnally infected the entire Battalion. Cheeriness is as infectious as
panic. However it came, it was a quality which never left them
for long. Cynical pens of misﬁtsinarms have written that the
soldier of the Great War, depicted with a grin and a bloody bandage,
with a jest or a gay jeer in the midst of death, horror, and the sheer
misery that were ofttimes his, was a myth. It was no myth in the
15th Battalion, 48th Highlanders. They were to be battered,
bruised and bleeding many times, but they ever came up with a
jeer and a grin, and would be singing along the cobbles with but
one night’s rest in which to recover from the hardest and most
bitter experience which befell them. It was a saving grace that
eased weary roads. Perhaps it was the intangible something which
did more than their ﬁne leadership and individual courage to make
them great and enable them to emerge from the pitilessly revealing
furnace of war with as clean a sheet as any Regiment of the Line.
The next tour—started on July 14th—was north of the woods
with the Battalion H.Q. in Red Lodge. Their job was to hold
trenches 124128. There was ﬁne weather waiting for them and
they amused themselves laying bathmats, putting loopholes in
the builtup parts, scouting the wire and cutting the grass with
sickles to improve the view. In later years they laughed at the
memory of themselves crawling about No Man’s Land mowing
that grass. Then back to The Piggeries again on the 18th, thence
to Aldershot Camp, just south of Neuve Eglise on the 21st. Here
they made the acquaintance of Marie and her estaminet where the
bodyless French beer was even thinner than ordinarily. But the
waitress was attractive so they stood for the beer which they
declared was manufactured by one hop per barrel of rain water.
Members of the Q.M. Stores could be found here at almost any
hour during the next three months.
The Prime Minister, Sir Robt. Borden, inspected them en route
to Aldershot Camp at the H.Q. of the 3rd C.I.B., about a mile from
The Piggeries. They were assured that “they were being looked
after” and were given the promise that “Canada would not forget.”
A draft of 190 men, mostly from the 17th Battalion (Nova Scotia),
arrived while at Aldershot Camp, and working parties went
uptheline every evening, worked with shovels in obnoxious places,
cursed the engineers throughout the black night, and got back in
time for hot tea and bacon at dawn.
Their divisional rest was over on July 29th when they took
over the frontline north of the woods again from the 3rd Battalion
in the early night. The Devil’s Elbow will be remembered here,
as will the sniper’s plates and machinegun posts which were
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located, but continued to thrive because of lack, apparently, of
artillery ammunition. This was not quite so peaceful and on the
second day an unlucky spasm of shells wounded Lt. H. M. Wilson
and 17 men. Airplanes were active for that period of the war and
the ﬁrst wild tales of “The Mad Major” and his escapades were told,
enlarged, and told again. Every trundling British craft to appear
overhead was supposed to be ﬂown by this colourful character of
the early days of war in the air. Machine guns had long ago been
mounted on them and as the weeks wore along aerial ﬁghting and
activity grew steadily.
Lt. Alex. Sinclair was now commanding No. 1 Company, as
Capt. H. E. C. Sturdee had gone to hospital early in July, as did
Capt. C. K. Fraser, a Quebec ofﬁcer. Lt. E. Bristol joined from an
Hussar Regiment and shortly became MachineGun Officer. Sgt.
W. Fraser became C.S.M. of No. 2 Company and there were many
promotions amongst the junior noncoms. throughout the month.
Leave to England had opened and they now had something to look
forward to other than a Blighty or The Duration. Divisional H.Q.
was incensed with their hurry to cross the channel and ordered
that the practice of getting aboard the leave train the day before
their warrant said they should, “must cease.”
The tour north of Ploegsteert wore along without event, after
one day’s smart strafing, and on August 2nd, they were back at
Grande Munque Farm and The Piggeries for another stay. Here
it was that Lt.Col. Marshall took on the strength of the Battalion
a small, unprepossessing but loyal recruit—Bruno, sheepdog pup
—offspring of casual amours and of unknown ancestry, but who
became the Battalion’s beloved mascot. His friendship for the
Colonel, his loyalty and his long life and adventures with the
Battalion, are a story in themselves. Despite his shaggy and ﬂea
populated hide, his instincts for vagabondage and ﬂirtation, he became
an outstanding regimental ﬁgure and a wellloved and honoured
member of the Unit. Out of the line he seldom left the O.C.’s
immediate presence, even if it were the orderly room, and when
the Battalion was in, PipeMajor “Sandy” Keith was his keeper.
On August 6th it was Courte Dreve—the “Gold Fish Farm”
and the usual rubber sheet bivouacs, where there was nothing to
do but sit out the rain in misery, and attempt to play cards with
rivulets running down the spine. Sir Sam Hughes hove along for
a visit and they fellin to greet the Minister of Militia in a nearby
ﬁeld. It is related that a shell fell a mile off and that Sir Sam
hastily dismissed the Battalion with the remark that the assembly
had drawn shellﬁre—but then the soldier loves to tell tales, and
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laugh in the privacy of his billet at goldbraided cap visors and
redtabbed lapels.
There was little change in things until August 10th, unless
working parties are a change, when they went back to Aldershot
Camp again. They were not being badly used and they had
already taken on the jesting devilmaycare mood that was to mark
them for the rest of their war days. During the first half of August,
Lt. T. R. Wheadon was invalided to England, Lt.Col. Marshall
went on leave, and Major Buchanan came over for a brief stay in
command from the 13th. Major A. J. Milot, who had been
temporarily attached to the Battalion, now left, and 30 men were
taken on the strength on draft in the first 15 days. Also, during
this period, the 3rd Brigade lost its commander, Brig.Gen. R. E. W.
Turner, V.C., C.B., D.S.O., who went to England to command
the 2nd Canadian Division, and the Brigade was now commanded
by Lt.Col. R. G. EdwardsLeckie, C.M.G., formerly O.C. of the
16th Battalion, Canadian Scottish.
On the 15th of the month, after a round of uneventful working
parties, they were back in the same spot as the last tour for another
four days, in support to the 16th Battalion, whom they then
relieved in the frontline south of Wulverghem, with Battalion
HQ. in Ration Farm. The latter was a group of uninhabited
buildings, slightly blown, where cartoons by Bairnsfather were
found on the walls. They were in charcoal, and every battalion
helped to preserve them. The feature of this tour was watching
the shelling of Messines church up on the hill by “Grandmother,”
a Naval gun, run up to Neuve Eglise at night on the railway. On
August 23rd they were dumping their packs in the huts at Bulford
Camp, also near Neuve Eglise, and another spell of fatigues and
smarteningup parades ﬁlled the days until the 28th, when General
Plumer, Army Commander, visited them on the parade ground at
Kortepyp.
The next night they greeted the 16th Battalion again in the
frontline to the left of Hill 63. Near Ration Farm a regimental
cemetery was established which grew slowly, for which they were
thankful, but constantly, through the autumn and winter. It was
here that the regimental cross was originated and always after
wards, this cross—a cross within a circle—was placed over the
graves of the Battalion’s dead. On the 19th of August the Battalion
lost another popular officer when Lt. Frank M. Gibson was killed.
Lt. Gibson had been one of Lt.Col. Currie’s mainstays after the
smashing of the 2nd Battle of Ypres and the Battalion deeply
mourned his passing. He was killed while with the 16th Battalion

SWIMMING GALA, LA BASSÉE CANAL, JUNE, 1915

Canadian Official, Copyright

ORDERLY ROOM, LES BRÉBIS, AUGUST, 1917
(See page 239)

PH Gas Helmet issued

PLOEGSTEERT AND MESSINES

99

Signals Officer. The two were testing a shutter for visual signalling
—it was too visual. Lt. Gibson was honoured by being given the
first military funeral the Battalion had held in France. Lt. N. F.
McKee took his place as Signalling Officer. Just after Lt.Col.
Marshall returned from leave, Lt.Col. T. C. Bedell arrived from
England and was made secondincommand, Major Buchanan
returning to duty with his own unit.
September was one of the most pleasant months the Battalion
spent in France. They were back to Courte Dreve, did still another
tour with their ﬂank on the Messines Road—trenches 138, 139, 140
and 142—and then wandered south to Locre, then Kemmel, where
Lts. Davidson and Hibbert joined. The 2nd Canadian Division
had arrived in France and the 1st were to help break them in. The
Battalion made their ﬁrst acquaintance with the 28th Battalion
through these ﬁve days, spent with them in support and frontline,
pointing out throughout the time they were together that there
was no grace in the bravery of ignorance and that it was therefore
wise to learn frontline craft soon and well. The arrival of the 2nd
Division caused the advancement of Lt.Gen. E. A. H. Alderson
to Corps Commander and Brig.Gen. Arthur W. Currie to the
command of the 1st Division.
Then back to their old stamping ground of Ploegsteert on
September 26th. The new P.H. gas helmet was issued and the old
smoke helmet discarded about this time. To don one of the new
antigas devices was like putting one’s head inside a ﬂannel sandbag
but it was at least effective protection against the poisonous fumes
of which some of them knew so much. Then they were again called
upon to be teachers of trench warfare. After a stay in “Court
dePip” (Kortepyp) they broke in a battalion of the Border Regi
ment in Ploegsteert Wood. Bugler M. Dudley, perhaps the
youngest lad in the Battalion, was killed by a shell near the Convent.
The Borderers were impressed with the need to be wary and the
dangers which lurked always beyond the wire, when a subaltern of
theirs accidentally switched on a ﬂashlight in No Man’s Land.
The torch was in his pocket and a beam of light suddenly appeared
In the gloom as he struggled through our barbwire. A hard lesson
for green men—in a ﬂicker of time the officer was dead.
On September 26th, Sgts. J. P. Girvan and D. M. Grant had
been commissioned. These were the first noncommissioned officers
of the Battalion to be commissioned in France, a practice that was
to become increasingly popular as the months passed and serious
lack of experienced ofﬁcers was found to be the aftermath of each
action. Lt. Girvan was posted to No. 2 Company, then transferred
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to No. 3, and Lt. Grant to No. 1. During the month, also, Sgt.
W. Farmer became C.S.M. of No. 3 Company, when C.S.M. C. R.
Wilkinson went to hospital.
The weather was growing colder—and wetter—and stinking
goatskin coats began to make their appearance again. The men
tried to wheedle, bargain for, steal, or otherwise acquire, a leather
jerkin, the new and popular issue. They were warm, shed water,
and were easily kept clean. Working parties from the Alps to the
Channel began the weary labour, that was to last all winter, of
attempting to keep trenches drained and comfortable. The tours
were shortened and from now on they were all short, fourday affairs,
and for the balance of their stay in the area they were to continue
the changeless circle — frontline — support — Divisional Reserve —
until the monotony was deadly and they itched for mischief and
action.
Sgt. T. W. Reid was sniped while accompanying the O.C. along
the line during the first October tour and a headstone, carved by
a man of his company, marks his grave in the Battalion’s cemetery.
There was a break in the dull existence on the 13th of October
while sojourning in trenches 139142. There were “doings” far
down on the right ﬂank (Loos) and the Battalion put on a Chinese
Attack in an attempt to confuse the enemy. They did. Our
artillery threw over what they had, which wasn’t much, and at
4 p.m. the sentries in the frontline lit bags of tar and straw and the
wind wafted a dense and obnoxious cloud of smoke towards the
startled Hun, who was naturally put out at such rude ruination of
a quiet afternoon. The affair was termed “ten miles of smudges.”
He threw back what he had, which was a lot, and which told of his
bad temper. To make it more realistic, trench ladders were placed
against the parapet and men shouted, hurled insults, and thoroughly
enjoyed themselves in the unusual uproar, though wisely and by
order, they kept their heads down. The ruse worked, for reserves
were rushed to the front and the official German communique
reported the repulse of an attack in front of Messines. The
German, irascible, continued to shell our lines heavily for an hour
from 5.45 p.m., meaning to say, doubtless, that frontline pranks
were not appreciated.
On the 27th, His Majesty, the King, inspected detachments of
Canadian Corps units at Locre, and Capt. Fred Utton, the Adjutant,
Lt. A. J. Sinclair, Lt. E. W. Bickle and 50 other ranks represented
the Battalion. This month saw the departure of Cpl. A. C. Futcher,
Cpl. M. J. Mason, Sgt. W. W. Fisher, Sgt. E. S. Botterell and Pte.
C. Murray for cadet school, and Lt. E. H. Bower transferred out
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of the Battalion. L/Cpl. G. C. W. Broad and Sgt. L. H. Nathan
were commissioned to other battalions and Lt. R. H. Davidson was
transferred to England on duty.
Then it was November, steady rain, ﬂooded trenches, swollen
“trench” feet, and the Battalion preparing for the first complete
winter in the line. Countless remedies were suggested for trench
feet but few of them were effective. Whale oil was issued but it
only made feet colder, and as there were as many men incapacitated
who had used it, as there were those who had dodged it, grave
doubts existed as to its value. On the 4th of November, while No. 3
Company were cleaning up their trench, preparatory to going out,
a shell hurtled in and so severely wounded Sgt. R. V. Gilpin, who
had just been recommended for his commission, that he died of
his injuries. C.S.M. W. Farmer was wounded also, as were three
men. The two N.C.O’s had been in a small dugout when the
shell found them.
It was the frontline again on the 9th of November, after a spell
in Red Lodge, with platoons of the Royal Canadian Regiment,
who had been relieved in Bermuda, to keep them company, learn
the ropes and the ways, and listen to tall tales of their deeds. The
River Douve demonstrated that it wasn’t such a harmless streamlet;
it backed up and Battalion H.Q., drowned out, paddled to a dugout
in rear of St. Quentin Farm. The trenches were crumbling, the
dugouts ﬂooded, and life was acutely miserable.
Four days of drying out in CourtdePip and then squelching up
theline again. The trenchholding of that winter was a listless
round of unvaried scenes and incidents that promised to go woefully
on to The Duration. Not only that, their miseries and manner of
life were a very real hardship. But around the bonﬁres at Court
dePip, at the concerts organized by Lt.Col. Marshall in an effort
to amuse the troops, with Pte. George Leacock leading the chorus,
they sang the gleeful ditty of the casualty and the leaveman, with
unwavering good cheer:
Take me back to dear ol’ Blighty;
Drop me off the train at London Town,
Take me over there, drop me anywhere—
Liverpool, Leeds, or Manchester,
Well, I don’t care.
I only want to see my best girl,
Cuddling up to me she soon will be——OH ;
Hititiddletihiti——carry me back to Blighty—
Blighty is the place for me.
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Life in the Neuve Eglise billet area these days was comprised
mostly of waiting for pay day. There would be a run on the wet
canteen and hither and you would be heard cryptic beseeching cries
—“Come on, me lucky lads, slap her down thick and heavy. Where
you like and where you fancy. The more you put down the more
you pick up”—and other pleas from the proprietors of Crown and
Anchor boards. Pay day also meant eggsandchips and excursions,
perhaps, to the billeting areas of other units in a vain search for
more and better beer or to visit friends. They knew the back areas
and they knew the frontline intimately, every bay, twist, and turn
of it. They knew the spots that were no place at all in which to
look about or write letters home with the familiar imaginary inter
ruptions—“had to stop just then, a bullet blew my candle out”
—and they also knew the time of day when a man might get away
with a surreptitious visit to a closeup estaminet. They were
familiar with the bombproof—that is, the most bombproof—
dugouts and where the rats congregated most thickly, for a ratting
expedition. Their language was free and frequent for a man
doesn’t pick himself out of an evilsmelling shellhole on a wet
night and exclaim: “Tut, tut, what a mess I’m in.” There was
nowhere such provocation for remarks anent their luck as was met
around Ploegsteert in the winter of 191516. New phrases were
constantly being coined. After a particularly noisy session, when
the Hun’s spare parts had been landing very adjacently, men were
wont to remark: “Do you think you’ll ever go back?” The answer
common to that was: “Not as a unit.” Then, while acting as a
dispenser of trench lore to new arrivals, a No. 3 Company wit
almost started a civil war by terming his students “these debu
tantes” because they couldn’t guess what that one thing was that
the Army couldn’t do to them. It was the same man, it is related,
who was remarking “Some say ‘good old Fritz’,” just as Canon
Scott came cheerily into his bay. He had to invent a respectable
substitute for the wellknown phrase supposed to follow, so he said:
“But others have an entirely different opinion.” There were many
cheery and witty tongues in the Battalion, few of which left sting
or rankle, even though they luridly discussed a friend’s ancestry
and past performances in times when there was nothing else to do
but loaf about and wait for the end of the war. But they carried
on and strove to leave a good impression behind them, on brothers
inarms, on the French and on the “squareheads” opposite.
Four new officers went in the line with the Battalion for that
first November tour: Lts. Denholm and G. Watson from the 16th
Battalion, via cadet school, M. E. Malone and R. A. Brown. Sgt.
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W. Maybin was now C.S.M. of No. 3 Company; Lt. T. R. Wheadon
had returned from hospital and the reorganized Grenade Company
also went along. The grenadiers had Mills bombs now and were
officered by Capt. J. M. Gillies, with Sgt. G. Allen as senior non
com. After a stay in Red Lodge, Fort Brandon and Underhill
Farm they were once more astride the Messines Road on the 26th
of November. Lt. R. W. Stevenson, a new officer, was with No. 4
Company, which was commanded by Lt. E. W. Bickle, as Capt.
W. P. Malone was acting Paymaster, Lt. A. Fraser was Adjutant
for this last November tour during which the captaincies of Lts.
A. Sinclair and E. W. Bickle were conﬁrmed.
The rains slackened and feet were not so stumpy when they
went back to CourtdePip on the last day of November for another
ﬁve days of boredom in the long familiar huts. By this time every
old crater in the area of Ploegsteert and Messines should have,been
familiar from falling into it and none but the nightblind, if things
had been ordinary, should have become lost anywhere between
“C2” or “Plugstreet” Wood, and any of the Neuve Eglise billet
lines. But things were not ordinary, even for war’s wide deﬁnition
of the usual, and as a rule the going in and out was blasphemous,
blundering, blind progress with frequent circlings and retracings
in the jet night, and a company tired and disgusted on arrival.
The principal reason was that new trenches and new belts of wire
caused new paths to be constantly made, which made it necessary
for the company in the line to scout its way out even after four days
in. The route always seemed to vary, and to be never twice the
same, until Lt.Col. Marshall hit upon the expedient of using the
Messines Road despite the slight increase in hazard. When possible,
the Battalion would march up the Messines Road at intervals from
Wulverghem and enter the trench from in front. To duck at the
low spots was, of course, second nature, as it was to fall into the
River Douve, now and then, when mucking about in the neigh
bourhood of Rats’ Paradise and Barbary Coast. “You could have
stuck that ﬂannel gas helmet on any of us and we could lead you
on a dead line to any place in the frontline, overland or by the paths
and communication trenches, just as well as by using our eyes—
the nights were so dark—and the one nervous thing was the strays
sparkin’ on the Messines Road cobbles,” was the explanation of
these wet weeks.
They now knew the estaminet “mamselles” for kilometres in
every direction and likewise knew there was no invitation in their
permanent tradesmile. But there was a contrast—a thing they
longed for without the realization—between the ﬁlth, the mud and
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lice, and Yvonne or Marie shuffling across the sawdustcovered.
redtiled ﬂoor with the inevitable enamel pitcher. They didn’t
like the insipid French beer but basked “ in the sunshine of her
smile.” The best of the peasant girls would perhaps have been
called “Flatfooted Fannie” or “Lousy Lou” in other climes, but
there was nothing else to relieve the hard days. A touch of la femme,
even if not very beautiful, helped. The people of the area used
them as well as might be; hundreds were there before them and
hundreds would follow them; still, in their way they made the
Canadians welcome and gave them a ban chance, monsieur, and
ban voyage when it was uptheline again.
They had a tour of misery astride the Messines Road again,
starting on December 4th, but, as Christmas was drawing near,
there was at least something to think about. All hopes clung to
possibilities of a little jolliﬁcation. Christmas was the one topic
of conversation and nostalgia was rife when it was learned that a
shipment of Christmas gifts was on the way from the home unit
and the City of Toronto. Another tour in the same place started
on December 12th and a lively time was had as the whizzbanging
of King Edward Terrace, Fort Osborne and Ration Farm was
unusually stiff. They were now in a fever of impatience for the
coming celebration which rumour said would include a wondrous
menu. Days dragged along. There was a third December tour.
What was it to be—the frontline or Red Lodge?
“If they didn’t change the fourinandfourout system, it meant
Red Lodge for Christmas Eve, y’ see? But you could never trust
’em, so we could only hope.” But the 16th Battalion wended their
way forward in the early evening of December 24th and the 15th
were hilariously dumping kits in Brigade Reserve by 8 o’clock.
“There was little snow that winter,” said one man, “so it couldn’t
be a white Christmas to make us homesick. But it could be a
wet one. And it was. In two ways, for it rained, and they paid
us extra and issued a pint of ale and a buckshee tot o’ rum for the
occasion. So the real wetness was only rain after all, but the wee
bit inside did help. We had pork, which we got seldom, with all
the ﬁxings. There was no table but rations were plentiful and we
fed well on young pigs which caused more trouble buying than
paying for ’em.”
There was little to do, for the weather was thick, but the Strath
cona Horse canteen was sold out by noon, and there were many
poker games, a few CrownandAnchor rallies, and platoon officers
grew morose wading through the ﬂood of Christmasday letters
home. The officers were the guests of the sergeants at dinner;
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the company ofﬁcers bought chickens and ducks and dined sump
tuously; the officers and N.C.O.’s were mess orderlies at the men’s
meal, so, altogether, it was an hilarious day of good fellowship. Up
in front, there were few, if any, attempts to pass greetings across
No Man’s Land other than explosive ones.
But they were not so lucky on New Year’s Day because the
fourinandfourout system had them watching the Old Year out
and the New in from the old frontline across the Messines Road.
The Canadians marked the occasion by a salute of ﬁeld guns at the
moment the bells at home were wont to toll as the year ended.
The Hun didn’t like that salute. He retaliated by a smart bom
bardment that lasted from 11 a.m. to 3 in the afternoon and the
reply from our side proved that the gun limbers were more or less
empty. Our gunners did not wish to waste their precious shells,
and, in addition, the gunweight behind the Canadians was far
below that of their Saxon adversaries opposite. The Battalion
could count every gun, from pipsqueak to giant howitzer, in the
backlines.
Just before Christmas, Lts. A. C. Futcher and W. W. Fisher
returned with nice new Sam Browne belts and Lt. P. P. Acland
was promoted Captain and given command of No. 2 Company.
Lt.Col. Bedell went back to England at the end of the year and
Major C. E. Bent became secondincommand.
Not long before his promotion, Major Bent had a dirty experi
ence in a Ploegsteert trench. It was cold and the brazier in his
Company H.Q. was well stoked. The dugout door was a blanket
and as the Major dreamed of Nova Scotian orchards the blanket
caught ﬁre. Smoke ﬁlled the dugout chokingly and rose in a cloud
outside. The officer awoke and began to feel his way for the door
and at the same moment a sergeant out in the trench grabbed a
pail, scooped it full of muddy water from the bottom, and heaved
it into the Major’s face as he emerged coughing and choking with
his eyes closed and his hands groping. The Major spluttered and
swore and the sergeant quaked and ﬂed.
The one pleasant thing about that winter was that leave stayed
generously open. A man could swiftly forget—though it slid back
in spite of him sometimes—the sight of a mate slithering to the
bottom of a trench with blood trickling out of the hole in his fore
head, of this or that black deed of shell or bullet, but he remembered
always the feverish joys of furlough. Most envied of all men was
he who was warned that the green warrant awaited. There would
be hurried packing up, a tunic borrowed from Mac and a kilt from
Scotty, in case the “Quarters” was in bad humour, and then he’d
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hoofit down the C.T., with the “Soldiers’ Farewell” in his ears.
while those who jeeringly and cheerily uttered it, crawled into their
dugouts to blackly curse the war and know the sheer depths of
misery and homesickness. The lucky one would visit the Paymaster,
stuff English pounds into his breast pocket and march for the rail
head with the light in his eyes of a man reprieved from death. He
was going to places where men wore pyjamas, slept between cool
white sheets, where there were homes, soft lights and restaurants,
dainty women who spoke his own tongue and where there was peace,
and above all, cleanliness.
How slowly that leave train bumped to Boulogne. And the leave
boat! Greenlooking fellows over the rail. Folkestone and the
hilarious run up to London. Then Victoria Station and elbowing
through the crowd. Seven days, seven whole delirious days. Now
to 7 Millbank for as much money as he could wangle. There he
must be left. Whether he took the Flying Scotsman, remained to
test the skill of London brewers, toured Tussaud’s and the Tower,
or cavorted with bright eyes of Piccadilly and the Strand, he had
earned it. Whatever he chose to do in this brief release, he had
earned, hard earned, as few things on this earth were ever earned.
Life might be brief, so he would live while he could.
The black loneliness of the return varied with temperament but
each felt a chill in his heart when the guns muttered afar once more
and the ﬂash on night’s skyline marked his homecoming. And
yet. as the starshells in cold, revealing whiteness were going up
close ahead and he plodded on towards them, there really was a
feeling of coming home, back to tried friends, the best friends he
ever had, who would greet him with good cheer. He wondered if
they were all there; he was suddenly anxious and hurried on towards
those pitiless rockets, though the vista of the weeks ahead
dwindled to an unknown end, a “something” that would end it all
for him.
It was with the crack of snipers for company that they
greeted 1916, wherein much was to happen to them, and little of it
good. They were out on the 14th and before the end of January
had been in again for three fourday trips, with the balance of their
time split between Red Lodge and CourtdePip. The weather
was better but the activity of snipers and ﬁeld gunners grew as the
month wore along. The Hun was attempting to reinforce, with
sandbags, Factory and Ontario Farms in No Man’s Land, and our
patrols attempted to keep track of him. Few men, however, had
glimpsed a Hun for months though all ranks were accomplished
No Man’s Landers. When men slithered back over their parapet
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declaring they had “seen a Fritz” they were generally bluntly and
insultingly told that they had windup. A corporal of No. 2
Company saw one and put in .a bad ten minutes. He had four
men on a covering party and suddenly in the eerie, quaking gloom
he discovered an extra man ﬂat in the stinking grass. He counted
again and again and there were always live instead of four. “I
thought it was a Fritz,” he related, “and it was. I jumped him
and I’ll never forget that wrastle. He’d been dead for months.”
All ranks were needing a change. They were restless, and
sniffling and snuffling in chorus with colds, and the sick parades
were heavy, with fever and trench feet the predominant ills. On
January 31st they got it. Another division had arrived to swell
the Canadian Corps to three divisions and the 1st C.M.R.’s of the
new arrivals relieved them in Red Lodge. They marched back for
a divisional rest in billets between Meteren and Bailleul. It was
a change that brought badly needed comforts and was the first time
they had been in billets for months. There had been few changes
in January. Capt. F. W. Utton was on a course and Lt. A. Fraser
was Adjutant. Lt. Botterell was in hospital, sick, and on the 5th
Lt. G. W. Harris had been wounded. On the 22nd Lt.Col. Marshall
went to Brigade as BrigGen. Leckie was on furlough and Major
Bent took command with Major Forbes as second. Lt. C. D. Scott
joined and was posted to No. 4 Company and Lt. J. P. Girvan took
command of No. 3 Company.
During the month. New Year’s Orders carried the notiﬁcation
that Capt. Wilfred Mavor, who had led his platoon so gallantly at
Festubert, had been awarded the Military Cross. C.S.M. Adam
Goodfellow, a veteran of other wars, was given the Distinguished
Conduct Medal for his handling of an isolated section of his com
pany. R.S.M. James Keith, Sgt. W. B. Venner of the Signal
Section and Pte. B. A. Styles were awarded the same medal. The
O.C.’s congratulations to C. S. M. Goodfellow for his good work
at Festubert were: “You were splendid, SergeantMajor, but, oh,
—what language!”
The Battalion were not in any wise exhausted, but, though the
short fourday tours had been wisdom, their waterlogged feet
needed some respite from the mudditches of the lowlands. They
did not move from the warm barns and huts of Meteren and
Bailleul until February 21st, and in the intervening three weeks
they were put through every drill in the infantry training manual.
They variously celebrated the anniversary of arrival in France,
the Brigadier inspected them, and then Field Marshal Lord
Kitchener inspected them on February 10th. It was the last time
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they saw that famous soldier. They were entertained by countless
concerts in Bailleul before marching towards Neuve Eglise on the
21st of February, a greatly refreshed regiment. A stop was made
at Kortepyp Huts for the day and in the late afternoon they went
on to the relief of the 2nd C.M.R.’s who were holding their old
position across the Messines Road.
It was a longer trip this time—six days instead of four—but
could not be called strenuous. Yet as March opened there was a
fervent prayer for an early spring. They were heartily fedup with
the long winter and the hardships of holding even the quiet Messines
and Ploegsteert trenches in the mud. Rumours of spring offensives
and of an early move for the three divisions of the Canadian Corps
persisted, but after a brief stay in the huts, with nightly drainage
fatigues in the frontline neighbourhood, they went back into the
same spot on March 4th, taking with them one company of the 58th
Battalion as understudies. They demonstrated everything, from
how to duck snipers to how to dodge working parties.
Throughout the winter many men of the Battalion specialized
in No Man’s Land prowling and the German wire and listening
posts were exactly spotted. Lt. P. P. Acland, until in command
of a company, had prowled the front nightly. Patrols worked
constantly and brought back word of strongly held points—judged
by the amount of guttural conversation—of tramways and ration
hours, German patrols and No Man’s Land wire repairers. This
tour saw much nocturnal activity.
It was not actually eventful, however, until after dawn of the
6th, when Sgt. Walter Binny of No. 1 Company, an outstanding
soldier, and Lt. Livingston went out under heavy mist at 5.50 a.m.,
bellied along the length of Trench 141, entered one listening post,
already vacated, and then tried to enter another further east.
There was heavy wire here and while trying to work through, the
mist softly, treacherously lifted, leaving the two adventurers in stark
view. In an instant a machinegun was clamouring and riﬂes were
snapping in the steadily clearing morning. Half the German army
seemed to be blazing over the Hun parapet and the front awoke
with a jump. Lt. Livingston was seriously wounded and the
predicament of the officer and sergeant in the dreaded situation of
being caught inbetween in daylight was desperate. Sgt. Binny
refused to leave the officer and by one of the most courageous deeds
of the war, brought the officer across No Man’s Land on his back
and over the parapet at 7.20 a.m. It was a gallant act and worthy
of the highest honour, for which he was recommended by his Company
Commander, Capt. Alex. Sinclair. Both sides of the line were in a
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fever of excitement and broke again and again into ﬂurries of fire
during the hour and more it required Sgt. Binny to crawl to his own
trench under constant sniping. His only cover was occasional
folds in the ground. Our line attempted to hold down the ﬁre and
Lt. H. Price, Lt. Denholm, a Bisley shot, and Cpl. J. Buick, got in
some effective sniping for the Hun exposed himself freely in his
excitement.
An Intelligence Section had been formed in March, officered by
Lt. J. A. Davison. His noncoms. were Sgt. S. Hicks, Cpl. J.
Buick and L / Cpl. Fred Wade. Most of the section were excellent
marksmen and adept in the art of ﬁnding rival snipers’ lairs. No
Man’s Land had become increasingly thickly populated with slink
ing shadows of the night and rival patrols began to have frequent
clashes. Hun patrols had the unpleasant habit of bombing our
listening posts and due retaliation was accorded his to keep the
account square. The Intelligence Section’s organization was the
answer to the No Man’s Land problem.
Lt. E. W. Brookﬁeld returned now and was attached to the
transport, Lt. H. G. Pepall transferred from the 3rd Brigade, M. G.
Company, and Lt. M. Beck came over from the 16th Battalion.
And now the 3rd Brigade took unto itself a new Brigadier, G. S.
Tuxford, C.M.G., who had been O.C. 5th Bn. and temporary
G.O.C. 2nd C.I.B., and Lt.Col. Marshall, D.S.O., who had been
acting as Brigadier for nearly a month, returned to the command
of the Battalion.
The second March tour was active and 4.1’s and 5.9’s battered
the area with characteristic Hun thoroughness. No. 1 Company
had several men killed and wounded. Six were wounded and three
killed in one sharp spasm on the 19th. When No. 3 Company
relieved No. 1 a new dodge was attempted. The Company Com
mander sent all men to supports during the day and held the line
himself with only C.S.M. Mabin for company. The Company
got through the tour without a casualty. Lt. Girvan, the Company
Commander, lost the tails of his Glengarry through the close passing
of a shell splinter, but that was all. There were 6 killed and 9
wounded during the trip.
During this tour, the last in which the 15th Battalion were
found in front of Messines during the war, a large draft of the 92nd
Battalion, 48th Highlanders, the second battalion the home unit
raised, came up from the base. They were members of a draft
company which preceded the 92nd Battalion itself to England and
numbered 65. Lt. A. W. R. Sinclair was with them. Twenty addi
tional men followed in a few days. During March, Pte. W. N.
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Bickle departed for a commission, and Capt. R. J. Gardiner took
over the Dressing Station from Capt, G. W. Hall.
Ten additional men died of wounds or were killed before they
were done with Messines. That last trip beside the Messines Road
and looking up to the town on the hill, proved the stiffest they
experienced in all their months in the sector. The reason was
discovered through identification of carelesstravelling Germans.
A layer Regiment had relieved the easygoing Saxons and the new
arrivals’ sharpshooting was intense and accurate and the artillery
behind them grew belligerently busy. Further hate came whuffling
in a high are with the coming of the Minenwerfer. This obnoxious
Old Lady had been present before but this was the ﬁrst time her
proximity was really serious.
At 7 p.m. on March 24th, the 7th North Hampshires wended
their way forward under cover of falling night and relieved the
Battalion. The rumour of a move was conﬁrmed. They marched
once more to Kortepyp Huts, reached before midnight, and as they
plodded along the roads and forward ways that were old friends,
there was something akin to regret in saying farewell to C1 and
C2 and the line they had held so long. It had been a quiet home,
the like of which they were seldom to ﬁnd again.

Ch VIII. The Ypres Salient again

CHAPTER VIII.

THE YPRES SALIENT AGAIN
and the
DEATH OF LT.COL. W. B. MARSHALL, D.S.O.
“Men of War, make way,
A Fighting Chieftain comes!”
Hark to the wailing pipers;
Hark to the sobbing drums!
“Hearken now, each rank!”
—their warrior greetings run—
“Men of War, make way!
Ho!
Valhalla!
SHUN! ”
high noon on the 25th day of March, 1916, the 13th Middlesex
A TRegiment
took the place of the Battalion in Kortepyp Huts
and Davidson kilts swung away from the long familiar scenes
of “Plugstreet” and Messines and went down the cobbles to
Bailleul, bound for harsher war and fresh adventures. Red Lodge,
The Piggeries, Fort Osborne, Forbes’ Terrace, Rats’ Paradise,
Barbary Coast, the Doll’s House, Boyle’s Farm and all the rest of
the oddly named landmarks and familiar spots in the sector were
to be long remembered, but to be seen no more.
The Battalion was never in ﬁner fettle since the dim days before
Ypres, and when the order was given by Major Bent to march “at
attention,” as Bailleul Square was neared, even shaggy Bruno,
the Vagabond, strutted by the red pennons on the lances of the
CommanderinChief’s escort, like a pukka soldier. The Regiment
made a splendid showing, despite having just finished a long march
after a stiff trench tour. It was Sir Douglas Haig. In the strong,
broad, bowed shoulders, and in the glance from the steady blue
eyes under the visor of the CommanderinChief’s red, gold and
khaki staff cap, the men found quiet conﬁdence and a new comfort
and the knowledge that they were in good hands, a thing which all
men wondered about at times.
Billets between Bailleul and Meteren were taken over by
3 o’clock in the afternoon and for three days the Battalion rested.
111
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The men spent most of their time shopping and browsing about the
quiet, unshelled streets of Bailleul. An ancient wood carver was
found down a little street near the church and in a few hours he
miraculously turned out many beautifully graven 48th Highlanders
crests. Some of the original purchasers sent theirs home before
poverty overtook them but many others were peddled to the more
fortunate customers of “Get Her Down” McNairn’s Crownand
Anchor board. The Battalion was inspected and complimented by
the Divisional Commander.
On March 28th the Highlanders once more put all they owned
upon their backs (excepting the lucky few who had friends in the
transport) and fell—in at 9 a.m. on the road. The weather was
fresh, ideal for marching, and the long stretch of cobble to Scottish
Lines, in front of Reninghelst, was accomplished without a straggler.
The strict orders that every man must take care of his feet, softened
by winter’s wet trenches, proved wise. The 3rd Brigade marched
as a unit most of the way and it was inspiring to see the long “fours”
of kilts swinging down the hill at Locre, and to hear “Blue Bonnets
are Over the Border” lilting down the wind from 13th Battalion
pipes when PipeMajor Keith rested his band.
Just over the Locre hill the column came upon a “navvy”
Battalion listlessly attempting a job of road building. They were
wearing metal helmets that looked like inverted soup plates, and
the jeering the column gave those tin hats and their elderly wearers
was embarrassing—almost as much so as the “booooooo” which
ran down the column when a mounted Red Cap was come upon
at a cross road. The Military Police were in particularly bad grace
with all ﬁghting men just then, and, rightly or wrongly, were treated
as natural enemies. Perhaps it was because their job was so
“bombproof” that they were an irritation to ﬁghting men or
perhaps it was because of their inconsiderate habit of tapping a
man on the shoulder in Piccadilly just at the inconvenient moment
when he was overdue from leave because of his unfortunate habit
of arriving late at Waterloo Station. In any event, to the infantry
man, a Red Cap wasn’t one of “the troops.”
It was the venomous Salient of Ypres once more. The Fifth
British Corps had done their spell and were due for quieter times.
The Canadians were getting the worse of the bargain in the exchange
of Messines for the Salient, but the Highlanders were ﬁt and ready
for anything that the luck of a soldier could bring to them. Already
all ranks sensed that they were in a stern sector. There was an
air of tenseness even here in the safe backlines. Travellers on the
road seemed to hurry, for no evident reason, and the Tommies had
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no good thing to say about Wipers. On that ﬁrst night in Scottish
Lines, the deeper song of the guns on the breeze told of aggression
and stirring places.
Just before leaving Bailleul, a further draft of 19 men from the
92nd Battalion was taken on the strength. Lt. H. M. Wilson had
also rejoined the Battalion from the 3rd Brigade M. G. Company.
Scottish Lines, a camp which the Battalion was to know again
and again during that spring and summer, was a hut camp, the
huts being built around four sides of a ﬁeld. Between the officers’
huts and the main lines was a battalion parade square and by
9 o’clock of the ﬁrst morning in the camp an excellent baseball
diamond had been laid out and, also, Lt. “Bud” Brown had tried
it out as a golf course, having unearthed a rusty mid iron and one
lone golf ball from somewhere. Very democratic ball games were
played on that dusty square. Rank and dignity stood not against
baseball. Lt. Harry Pepall was “Jake” and Capt. Sinclair was
“Alec,” to all ranks while the game was on. Col. Marshall pitched
or played ﬁrst base; Capt. Sinclair played second. Lt. E. H.
Botterell was another officer always in the game. On one occasion
Sgt. Winnifrith, who was later commissioned, pitched an innings
in spurs. The Battalion team battled those of many other units
but the games against the 14th Battalion, with “Wild Bill” Baker
on the mound and the excited patois of his voluble FrenchCanadian
supporters offering humourous and noisy encouragement will, per
haps, be longest remembered. Pte. Joe Spring, well known Toronto
amateur ball player, or Pte. “Slim” Kerr, generally opposed Baker.
Who won has been forgotten, but the sport of it will never be.
On the evening of the 30th, 60 men went forward on a working
party, labouring behind the 50th (Northumbrian) Division. They
were back at dawn, at full strength, and were besieged with ques
tions by those who had been lucky enough to miss this ﬁrst visit to
the new Parts Forlorn. The unanimous answer was an emphatic
“No bon.” Expanding, some of them related that no one could
travel in daylight, that the best marksmen in the German army
were concentrated here, that there were “beaucoup trench myrtles”
(meaning mortars), that the guns ﬁred from the front and both
ﬂanks, and that it was certain that the Big Push would start in
April. And even though the disgusted unbelievers said: “Aw, put
a sock in it,” they were shortly to ﬁnd that a considerable part of
the description was true.
That April Fool’s Day in Scottish Lines was more like an April
1st in a school for small boys than amongst ﬁghting men of a ﬁghting
regiment. Good spirits had to have some outlet. All day someone
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was coming to a hut door and shouting: “Hut, shun!” in the midst
of the biggest “pot” of the game, when the orderly officer was in
fact catching up on censoring his platoon’s letters. Ideas of
humour were varied. A cook offered his company what looked
like a Maconochie stew containing an old boot once worn by a
certain stout sergeant and might have been courtmartialled or
lynched if he hadn’t produced a second dixie. “Parcels from home”
contained bully and biscuits and two men whose names started with
“I”, where the leave list was just then, rushed, elated and out of
breath, into the orderly room on being cruelly and falsely told their
warrants were waiting.
Then, G.H.Q. entered into the spirit of the occasion and moved
the Regiment one step nearer the black barbedwire, snarled,
pounded and ﬁercely mangled, around the protruding angle of the
Salient’s frontline. During the afternoon they took over Dicke
busch Huts, situated along the fringe of what had been a wood to
the rear of Dickebusch Village, and, in the evening, a party of
officers and N.C.O.’s visited the section of the frontline that was
shortly to be occupied. This camp was close up and was soon to
be shelled out of existence. At night the throb of the front rose
high, with a new menace, that at times leapt from the pulsing of
mighty drums to a hurricane of passionate fury. Standing at the
edge of the woods, the Very lights could be seen marking the rims
of war with their cold white light that broke above the wire in a
million sparkles. Their numbers told that nerves around the Loop
of Wipers, from beyond St. Jean to St. Eloi, were edged and raw.
At 6 p.m. on April 3rd, the Battalion moved off from Dicke
busch Huts, and as night drops early in spring, were soon plodding
forward in inky blackness under a cold, drizzling rain, over the
paths and byways that were to become so familiar through many
long nights. Throughout that spring and summer there was one
usual way “in” and long before it happened in other sectors the
whine of strays would be going over the shadowy ﬁles of men weaving
through the night. The move in was made by companies, No. 1
under Capt. Alex. Sinclair, leading, and followed by Major J. W.
Forbes and No. 3 Company, Capt. P. P. Acland and No. 2 Company,
and Capt. W. P. Malone and No. 4 Company.
From Dickebusch Huts the route was to the left along the tree
lined Dickebusch Road leading to Ypres. After a while dim lights
could be seen, covered on the forward side, in a field on the right of
the road—a Belgian battery of 75’s. A little nearer Ypres there
was Café Belge and, shortly, the narrow gauge track leading to the
right across the ﬁelds toward the Lille Gate Road and the frontline,
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would be come upon. Memories bring back those ﬁelds, tear
gas stinging and hanging like a white mist everywhere, the smell
of old dead heavy and sour, and the space between the iron ties
worn deep by thousands of army boots. Goggles issued to provide
protection from the tear gas were useless when on the move as it
was impossible to see through them when the nights were black.
It was generally ﬂoundering, exhausting progress along the treach
erous, slippery footing of the track. It was a nice trick to set the
length of the step to the distance between the ties and a miss meant
a crash of equipment and mud to the elbows, for a man instinctively
keeps his face clean.
This trail ended on the Lille Gate Road, which led from beyond
St. Eloi to the Lille Gate of Ypres. Half right from the junction
of track and road loomed Woodcote Farm, a deeper blot in the sea
of blackness. To the southeast, Bedford House, once a beautiful
château, sat gloomily in the shadows, well back from the road.
Only the 1st Division battalions going to the vicinity of the Bluff
turned right here. So now the Battalion, bound for the neighbour
hood of Hill 60, turned left on the road and two hundred yards or
so down came upon the famous Shrapnel Corner, around which
they turned. Few men went in or out of that part of the Salient
without, at some time or other, having to move at frantic speed
around that evil corner. Shrapnel, huge Woolly Bears, broke
overhead with a shattering crash at brief intervals all night long.
The toll of the corner was great and nightly it became greater, for
the red stabs overhead were placed with vicious accuracy.
Less than a kilometre forward from the corner, the road swung
to the right again to get outoftheway of Zillebeke Lake. Here
was shattered Transport Farm on the right, silent in the stealthy
darkness. Just behind it were the Railway Dugouts, built into the
bank of the raised roadbed of the YpresCommines Railway that
angled across the lines from this point. The dugouts were used as
a Brigade H.Q., and as a reserve position, and most of the wounded
for a long stretch of line passed through the big dressing station
situated here.
The way forward split as communication trenches started. On
this first trip in, the companies met guides at Transport Farm and
went on forward to the relief of the 16th Battalion in the 4750
series of trenches, to the left, but under observation from Hill 60.
The relief was completed without casualties and the first frontline
lessons of the men of the 92nd Battalion began, the men of the new
48th Highlanders battalion understudying the men of the old.
They learned to conserve their water, to keep their heads down in

116

48TH HIGHLANDERS OF CANADA

the day, and never to look over the parapet at the spot from which
a ﬂare had been sent up at night, for always the night snipers
ﬁred there. On ration and working parties they learned how to
walk in jet blackness without falling over every obstruction and into
every hole. They discovered how to dodge trenchmortars, how
to light cigarettes at night without one dim revealing spark showing,
and how to dry wet matches by rubbing them in their hair. They
had experienced trenchteachers, they were eager to learn, so they
learned well and quickly.
Just behind the frontline, and to their left, was what had been
Sanctuary Wood, a blasted region of splintered stumps and shell
holes, through which ran the tracks of a light railway, unused now.
Before dawn it was evident to the oldtimers that the Salient was,
as they had been told, one of the most nervewearing sectors on
all the western front. The trenches were close, 45 yards apart in
places, and the wiring was poor. Nervous ﬂarelights ceaselessly
sought to scatter the shades of night of No Man’s Land from the
German side, from the ﬁrst falling of twilight to the lifting of dawn.
Gusts of shellfire, though mostly whizzbangs because the lines
were too close for heavies, broke out at frequent intervals, and
during the day the sniping was incessant and accurate. Death was
always waiting in the Salient for the unwary. It was well named
the Cape of Death where there was peace never and chance always.
Periscopes were smashed with regularity, and no doubt high
glee, by German marksmen ensconced on higher ground. It was
unwise to forget for an instant that the top of a man’s head makes a
ﬁne target. The small man might be digniﬁed but none other, and
it was doubtless Salient snipers who inspired the trench proverb:
“The proud man walks with his head held high
And straightaway is sprouting daisies.”
The Hun opposite believed in making himself at home and many
small ﬁres were noted on April 4th. He was cooking or keeping
warm. At 8.30 one evening, just at dusk, there was a great con
ﬂagration opposite the centre company, followed by hoarse shouts
and smoke that rolled up from the trench for an hour afterwards.
Our Toc Emmas added to his discomﬁture. It was supposed
a sap caught ﬁre. The British had not yet started to live in deep
dugouts but Hill 60, halfright, was, it was later found, honey
combed with saps that went deep into the earth, and gave perfect
shelter. The dugouts on our side were aptly described in the
“Wipers Times”, a cheery little paper published by Imperials in
Ypres. A Tommy said: “They gives us a ruddy nail; they gives us a
ruddy ’ammer, and they tells us to go and build a ruddy dugout.”
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About midnight of the 5th, a covering party lying in front of
our wirers reported having seen two German patrols—one
of two and one of four men. Early the next evening our bombers
threw many Mills into a crater in front of Trench 49 and still more
into his frontline. When the Hun’s consternation got under
control, he retaliated with machinegun ﬁre of barrage intensity,
disclosing many M.G. positions. This nervousness and alertness
continued throughout the tour and every trick in the trench ﬁghting
bag was tried. A dummy was used to draw our snipers’ ﬁre as an
aid to locating their positions. The Highland snipers did not rise
to the lure, however, and before the end of the trip they were getting
domination of ﬁre and the pestilential Hun sharpshooters eased off.
Five enemy snipers were reported as down to our marksmen behind
LeeEnfield riﬂes with telescopic sights, before the third day in the
line. Sniper White and Cpl. Buick tried night sniping with phos
phorescent sights with success unknown. When a Maxim stuttered
a burst, they sighted and ﬁred on the next burst.
The German was more anxious to send his white lights searching
here than the Highlanders had ever noted before and the strafing
with trenchmortars and bombs was more constant than they
thought ever to meet. Each side harassed the other with blithe
persistency and a prodigal expenditure of ammunition, though it
was by no means all wasted.
The Battalion was relieved on the night of April 8th and the
first trip in the Salient was over. Casualties, considering the
aggressiveness of the Hun, had not been heavy. Lt. A. W. Sinclair
had been wounded while on a reconnaissance party before the
Battalion moved into the line. On the 5th, three men were wounded
and on the same night Capt. W. W. Jago, Transport Officer, went to
hospital with a wound. Sgt. C. G. Hanson of No. 1 Company and
ﬁve men were hit the next day and on the 7th two others went
downtheline, victims of snipers’ bullets. Snipers killed one man,
and two others were wounded by shellﬁre on the last day in the
line.
It was a long, hard march out, on feet that felt like stumps,
numbed from the mud and cold spring rain. The relief was by
companies and all were shelled heavily by coalboxes down the
Dickebusch Road. Going out of the Salient was a weary, weary
way. The men were almost too tired to take to the ditch and too
weary to hurry despite the rending crash of shells and the black
dawn being transformed by crimson ﬂashes into lurid fearfulness.
Scottish Lines was reached at daylight and the Battalion slept
the clock around.
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There was another change noted now. Evidently the High
Command decided that lots of work on the parade ground was good
for the troops and so the men could carryon no longer for even one
day in billets with the mud of the last trip on their puttees. Major
C. E. Bent had gone on leave while the Battalion was in the line
and Major J. W. Forbes was acting as secondincommand. The
days were very fully taken up with physical training, bayonet drill,
bombing and rapidfire practice and short route marches. There
was a lot of grousing. All Brass Hats were consigned to many and
fearful perditions but there was not a smarter battalion in the
Corps. Leave was reopened to Poperinghe, during the stay, and
the men roamed at will on visits to Reninghelst, where the 2nd
Division were centred, or crowded the two bustling estaminets in
Ouderdom, one being presided over by Yvette, which was the more
popular. There they bought sumptuous meals of pommes de terre
frittes plus des oeufs and spent the evenings drinking weak bière
when their centimes were too low to purchase vin blame et grenadine.
They asked for cognac but seldom got it. Nearby also was a cinema
where Charlie Chaplin cavorted, and a Y.M.C.A. The weather
was ﬁne, the sun warm, the ﬁelds swiftly turning green and fresh,
and, as pay parade came often enough to stave off the necessity of
smoking awful issue cigarettes, what more could a soldier ask?
Those issue fags—’Arf a Mo’, Red Hussars, White Lillies, and a
dozen other brands—were only smoked when the supply of Players
or Abdullahs, bought on payday, was exhausted. At other times
the QuarterMaster General would no doubt have been shocked to
see them being used as chips in card games.
Life that spring was pleasant in the happy 15th Battalion family,
so long together now, with only occasional vanishing of old faces and
arrival of men with Canadianmade stiffcollar tunics to take their
places. Despite the stressful tours in the frontline, these were
great days. Everyone knew everyone else; practical jokers were
at top form. The huts weren’t quiet of laughter, tales and song
until long after lightsout and, literally, the Regiment went about
with a grin on its face. Orderly Room “bothers” were few and the
“Old Man,” as Col. Marshall had long been privately called, grinned
also. The Regiment was proving the oftrepeated saying that there
is no humour so spontaneous as the soldier’s and that all soldiers
are small boys. The battalions of the three divisions, being in a
small area, were closer to each other now, and some of the estaminet
arguments as to the outstanding unit of the Corps waxed warm and
bitter. They did no harm; it was only pride of regiment. In the
15th Battalion that feeling was to remain permanent—“No person
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can point a ﬁnger at US”—which was a just and honest belief.
They swaggered a bit, always felt and said they had good reason to,
and were jealous and quick to guard the reputation of the Regiment,
whether it was facing the Boche or on the tongues of rivals.
And during this period in billets it was a highly disgusted body
of Highlanders who were lined up before the Q.M. Stores and issued
with “helmets, steel, infantry, for the use of, one;” the same helmet
at which they had jeered when worn by the men of the labour
battalion. They had seen them before that, a few had even worn
them, for they had recently been found in the line to be used by
sentries. They were kept in the frontline as trench stores, but the
men had never thought they would have to wear them in public,
as it were. They didn’t like it and at the time it just seemed “one
more blasted thing added to the already too heavy blasted pack
on a man’s blasted back.” But orders were that they were to be
worn, and at 7 o’clock on the evening of April 16th, when the pipers
led the way to the line, they were feeling strange and uncomfortable
on all heads, where they were to remain until the end of the war.
INTERNATIONAL TRENCH
The Battalion took over from the 7th Battalion in Brigade
Reserve without casualties and were settled before midnight. Some
of the platoons were in the neighbourhood of Woodcote Farm,
Bedford House and Café Belge, and others in the Château Dugouts
in the park of what was known as the Swan Château. A lone and
stately white swan with but one eye still haunted the moat. Across
the road was White Château. Behind a false straw stack hid a
“heavy.” While at the château, Sgt. Gledhill was wounded and
Pte. Finnie killed by shellﬁre.
The 2nd Division were having bitter ﬁghting at St. Eloi and a
hurricane of shells swept out of the spring skies again and again as
they clung grimly to the series of mine craters that eventually
became part of No Man’s Land. Trouble spreads and so, on the
first day that the 15th Battalion went into reserve, it crept to the
left, to the lines held by the 13th Battalion at the Bluff, a nervous,
nauseous, dirty corner of the trench world towards the right of the
line where it was cut by the YpresCommines Canal. The Bluff
Itself was earth thrown up from the building of the canal. The
16th on the left, as well as the 13th, had suffered a bad beating by
Shellﬁre, a minor attack had been launched against the 13th
Battalion on April 19th and the unit’s frontline and back area
were a shambles. Communication trenches were knocked in, the
frontline was battered almost out of recognition, and when the
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15th working parties reached it that night to render what assistance
was required, the place was still smoking and the air acrid with
high explosive. Col. Marshall personally supervised the labours
of his men, who worked themselves to exhaustion. He volunteered
to relieve the 13th Battalion but the Royal Highlanders refused
with thanks, preferring to stick it. Lt. E. H. Botterell and two other
officers were loaned to the 13th, however, for the balance of the tour.
A bitter incident occurred during this period of working parties,
a time when men were tired beyond belief but still carried on.
Two men of the same name, Pte. W. Jones and Pte. D. R. Jones,
were killed with their leave warrants practically in their pockets,
a time when all soldiers fear death. One was killed at the château.
It was a bitter ending to the months of waiting for Blighty and the
brief release, and the sympathy of the Battalion went out to them.
These were harsh days.
Every night the men were uptheline and some of the meanest
and most exhausting carrying and working parties ever to be
experienced by the Battalion occurred here. Each night there were
casualties and by the time the Battalion moved into the line to
relieve the 16th on the night of April 24th, the men were already
weary. Before moving in Major J. W. Forbes, Capt. W. P. Malone,
Capt. A. Fraser, the Adjutant, C.S.M. W. G. Fraser and 17 other
ranks left for England on leave. Lt. M. Beck returned to No. 1
Company from a course and Lts. G. A. R. Ross and J. H. Chipman,
came up on draft. Lt. W. T. McKee acted as Adjutant for the tour.
The 13th Battalion had been profuse in their thanks for the work
of the 15th Battalion in helping to clear their shellbattered area, and
on the night of the 19th, when the ﬂood of wounded was heavy, many
of the men of the 15th acted as stretcherbearers to help clear the
Dressing Station at Bedford House. A letter was received from Lt.
Col. E. B. Hardy, commanding No. 2 Field Ambulance, which read:
Dear Colonel:
I wish to thank you and your officers for the invalu
able assistance which you so kindly gave my officers and
men at Bedford House on the night of the 19th.
Owing to casualties in my own unit we were badly
handicapped and without your aid our bearers would
have had great difficulty in clearing the Aid Post.
Please accept my sincere appreciation of the kindly
spirit of the good old 48th.
Yours sincerely,
E. B. Hardy,
Lt.Col. No. 2 Field Ambulance.
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It was another active area. It was more than that. The trip
proved to be one of the hottest and hardest trenchholding tours
they were ever to have. Even before the serious straﬁng got going,
men were disgustedly exclaiming: “What a bloody hole.” The
stench of dead that hung everywhere in the Salient was exceptionally
obnoxious here when the air stirred. Pitiful little crosses of 2nd
Gordons, Camerons and Regiments of the Guards leaned awry in
the parapets of the communication and support trenches and were
thick behind the frontline, as were those of unknown German
soldiers, proving their occupancy even though it had been brief.
The frontline, at least on the Battalion’s right ﬂank, was Inter
national Trench, so called because it had changed hands so
frequently. During the ﬁrst day in, Sgt. Hicks discovered an
enemy sniping plate from which a machinegun protruded, the
barrel wrapped in a sandbag. Using a sniperscope and A.P.
(armour piercing) bullets, he made ﬁve direct hits on the gun,
while Newton Pippin riﬂe grenades were showered on the emplace
ment. Two grenades dropped directly inside the post. The
shelling and trenchmortar activity was stiff even on this ﬁrst day,
No. 2 Company taking a severe pounding.
There was never lack of something to break the monotony in
the frontline. Just before the Battalion came in, an R.F.C.
airplane had fallen in No Man’s Land in front of Trench 33. An
erroneous rumour, which still exists amongst veterans, was started
to the effect that a passenger in the machine was Col. Lewis, the
inventor of the Lewis gun. At the time of writing Col. Isaac Lewis,
an American and inventor of the weapon bearing his name, was
still alive. The occupants of the machine were Capt. Gale, pilot,
and a Lt.Col. Lewis. The bodies bore important papers, so men
were sapping under the parapet to reach the plane from below.
It was about 17 yards beyond our wire and the Battalion followed
the progress of the work with interest. Some 16th Battalion
grenade men got both bodies. A leave and a cash bonus had been
offered for their recovery.
At dawn of April 26th the Battalion was watching a Zeppelin,
miles to the northward, crossing over into Germany. During the
second day in the frontline Lt. W. Menpes was wounded, one man
was killed and four were wounded during the hours of daylight alone.
And then in the twilight of early evening, the earth shook, there
was a dull boom, and earth went vomiting skywards on the left.
The Hun had blown a mine on the front of the 92nd Battalion on the
left ﬂank, just to the right of the YpresCommines railwaycutting.
Bedlam broke as the ﬁght for the crater started. It was an exciting
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evening and the Hun strafed the frontline viciously. The shelling
could only be described as “heavy” at almost any moment until
daylight. To add to the strain of that night, gas was expected
as the wind was right, but things began to grow quiet as the sun
came up beyond the new smoking craters in No Man’s Land and
there was peace of a sort during the day. Amongst the casualties
of the day before were Sgt. Cushway, Sgt. Stephens, and Sgt. David»
son, wounded. It had been a rough night and in the midst of it
Stretcherbearers Davenport and Biggs did valiant work in helping
with the wounded of the 2nd Battalion. But the greatest aid to
the defence were the Belgian 75’s located near Café Belge. The
observer by great good luck happened to be in the frontline directing
their ﬁre. The mine blew and in a matter of seconds the effective
little shells were hustling into the far lip of the crater. Their
promptness was an unlocked for aid. The Hun failed to hold the
lip. The night was as the rest of the tour, hard, constant strain,
unceasing shell and mortar ﬁre that stirred up the little cemeteries
here and there and unceremoniously brought the old dead into
view. Towards morning, it is related, a newly arrived officer
making the rounds of his trench came to a bay and, striving to
ignore a still body under a blanket from whence but one foot pro
truded, asked cheerily: “All comfortable here, sergeant?” The
harassed N.C.O., with six wounded and one killed in his platoon,
plus a toothache, all but cried at the irony of it, and hoarsely and
emphatically assured the officer that everything was “lovely.”
The casualties continued on the 27th, two men being killed and
four others wounded. One of these, Pte. Young, was wounded in
the ear. Another was sniped in the chin. Miraculous escapes,
however, had failed long ago to cause much excitement except
to the very new. The nights were black and all of them during the
tour called on the “guts” of every man in the Battalion. There
was incessant riﬂegrenade ﬁring and much whizzbanging. The
slow, warning whistle of riﬂe grenades—whroowhrooowhroooooo,
was continual and though their concussion was slight, they wore
on nerves and caused many casualties. A section of No. 2
Company was all but wiped out on the evening of April 28th,
in a whizzbang strafe when three shells broke on the parapet.
During that night another attack developed up Hooge way, and
the jumpiness of the hours of darkness increased, with frequent
orders to standto being passed along the line.
It was during the afternoon of April 28th, that Sgt. Robt.
Urquhart of No. 2 Company did a very gallant act. Major Bent,
who had returned from leave, was passing along the frontline during
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a trenchmortar bombardment. As he came into the bay where
Sgt. Urquhart was taking shelter, a riﬂe grenade came whistling
over and seemed to be heading straight for the bay. It fell into the
trench on the traverse at the end of the bay and it looked as if it
were ﬁnish for the secondincommand, and would have been, had
the sergeant not leapt forward to take the pieces in his back, that
would otherwise have struck the Major. Major Bent was unhurt
but Sgt. Urquhart was so badly wounded that he was crippled for
life.
The day and night of April 28th cost one man killed and fourteen
wounded. And the toll of the tour was still to grow. The next
day the Battalion lost another splendid and able soldier when
Sgt. Walter Binny was wounded by a riﬂe grenade so badly that he
was also made a life cripple. It fell into the bay in which Sgt.
Binny was chatting with Cpl. “Jam” Stuart. It broke the cross
piece of the bathmat and sprayed upwards. To go downtheline
with Sgt. Binny this day were Sgt. Robertson of No. 1 Company
and ﬁve men, all wounded. Four were wounded by the grenade.
Two men were shellshocked. Pte. Franklin of No. 1 Company
was killed and Pte. George Black, wounded the day before, died in
the Casualty Clearing Station. Pte. W. MacDonald also later died
of his wounds.
The 10th Battalion of the 2nd Brigade relieved the Regiment
on the night of May 2nd after a tour which, for strain and casualties,
equalled a minor show. The casualty list was one officer wounded,
11 noncommissioned officers and men killed, and 43 noncommis
sioned ofﬁcers and men wounded—a total of 55. That is a mute
testimony to the snarling temper of Salient strife.
So it was a weary and exhausted Battalion that started back for
billets a little after midnight. They were to go to a new camp and
a train was waiting for them near the Asylum in Ypres. Col.
Marshall stood by the train and aided in getting the men aboard.
No. 1 Company reported, then No. 2 and No. 4, but there was no
No. 3. The engineer grew impatient, day was turning the sky
gray in the east and orders were that he and his train had to be
out of there before dawn. The O.C. fumed and just as the engineer
gave the signal that he would wait no longer, No. 3 Company,
led by Lt. J. P. Girvan, came into sight, trudging down the road
after a late relief. The O.C. waved frantically as the train started,
urging them to run. But they were too tired; they couldn’t make it.
And in front of their bitter eyes, the train pulled out and left them
to march the entire long road to the camp beyond Poperinghe.
The Colonel was incensed and sorry for the weary men; he refused
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to ride himself and marched with them. The rest detrained at
Poperinghe and were settled, washedup and sleeping, long before
No. 3 Company, completely donein, reached the camp. A No. 3
Company corporal said bitterly: “If we’d a’ caught that damned
engineer we’d a’ killed him.”
Connaught Lines was a newly made camp of tents and was the
freshest and cleanest spot which had ever greeted the Battalion on
Coming out of the line, tired and dirty, since they had been ﬁrst
introduced to Flanders. The tents were erected around a farm
under tall shade trees and when the Battalion marched in the grass
was not yet trampled. The surrounding countryside was green and
quiet and the air of freshness everywhere, after the mouldy dugouts,
the stench and ﬁlth of old trenches, started the men on a vigorous
cleanup. Some of them slept outside under the stars on cool,
dustless grass, wallowing in the cleanliness of it. Others went so
far as to wash their kilts, an unheard of thing, and then foolishly
hung them on the fence to dry overnight. The next morning eight
blushing Highlanders fellin, clad only in shirttails, while ladies
who lived near Kemmel were busily making themselves Davidson
tartan skirts, the material being obtained at a bargain from thirsty
men in the night for ﬁve francs or a bottle of champagne. There
after eight Highlanders believed the ditty:
The Infantry are boasters;
The Engineers are wise;
The Cavalry have swagger—
But The Guns can steal your eyes.
Here at Connaught Lines, too, the officers had their ﬁrst regi
mental mess since leaving Caestre ﬁfteen long months ago. It was
made possible through the efforts of hardworking Capt. “Steve”
Mabee. They greatly enjoyed it and had several visitors to mess
with them during their stay here. The evenings were so fresh and
clear and so utterly windless that it was possible to dine outside
with but faintly ﬂickering candles for light and decoration. The
Regiment enjoyed Connaught Lines for a week. Baths were handy
down the road in Poperinghe and for a day or so there was no
necessity for “shirt reading.”
On the night of May 6th, a large party climbed into old two
decker busses that carried them into Poperinghe, thence to Vlamer
tinghe, where they disembarked and dug a cable trench near the
canal. Four days later the Battalion marched back to Dicke
busch Huts, passing through Reninghelst en route, and nightly
working parties were again the habit for a week. Once again
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casualties were frequent and no working party dropped, weary and
spent, on the hard ﬂoors of the huts at dawn without their roster
being shy. Col. Marshall, while here, lectured the Battalion on
“keeping heads down,” stating that recklessness and carelessness
under the heavy sniping of the sector, would not be tolerated.
THE DEATH OF THE COMMANDER
At dusk on May 18th, Col. Marshall led his Battalion along
the Dickebusch Road, up the narrowgauge track, around Shrapnel
Corner and past Transport Farm to the frontline, in the area
identiﬁed as the Railway Cutting. It was on the forward slope of
Hill 60. It was here that the YpresCommines Railway passed
through the frontlines in a deep cut. Few men in these days
realized that it was the earth from this long excavation through
rising ground that made Hill 60 of bitter memory. The earth had
been dumped on waste land when the railway was built, making
a mound sixty metres above the sea. And now, years afterwards,
it gave the Hun his most dominant position in the Salient. From
its frowning fortiﬁcations, machineguns, snipers and trench
mortars brought death to hundreds of Canadian youths holding the
trench that faced them.
The railwaycut position was the home of Madame Minen
werfer and Messrs. Stokes and Sixtypounder. The Salient was
infested with trenchmortars and during the day all necks were
craned skywards when a strafe was on. Some of the German trench
mortar bombs looked, as they came over in a high parabola, like
the yellow crock in which arrived the S.R.D. (cryptic initials which
the private soldier variously declared meant: “Sergeants Receive
Double,” “ Soldiers Receive Diluted,” or “Seldom Reaches Destina
tion”). This bomb was naturally dubbed a Rumjar. Minen
werfers were “Minnies” or “Minniehawhaws.” Despite the
mighty thud when they struck the ground, the awful moment of
waiting for the delayed fuse to operate, and the devastating shudder
of their explosion, they were treated (that is in the daytime) more
as a new game than an emissary of terriﬁc destruction. Their line
of ﬂight could be judged and the whole trench would shift back
and forth throughout the strafe, bending, pufﬁng and chuckling—
unless the luck of the fall was bad. Strangely the greatest hater of
Madame Minnie was the pioneer, because this noisy old lady,
ﬁlled with mighty explosive, had the mischievous faculty of falling
into the latrines and blowing them out of existence.
In the harsh way of wars, a Toc Emma bombardment was almost
interesting. Corrugated iron, splintered, twisted and torn, and bits
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of planks and bath mats would go whooping up in a spreading spout
of earth, sandbags and an occasional Hun. There was awful con
sternation in our lines one bright summer afternoon when the stick
of one of our sixtypounders—a round ball ﬁtted on a rod and
known as a Plum Pudding—came hurtling back from the German
lines. It backslapped into our trench and broke a man’s arm.
For a moment it was thought the Hun had a new method of destruc
tion. Needless to say the man went downtheline with a grin
and the Blightyhunters groused: “Of course the damn thing
couldn’t hit me.” Any man who made Blighty legitimately was a
“lucky sod” and none blamed him for his hustle to get out. Once
the saying was: “Berlin or Bust.” That was before France. Then
it became “Blighty or Bust” as often as not, though in but few cases
did the “bust” denote such a determination to cross the Channel
as to mean an S.I.W. (selfinﬂicted wound). When the Blighty
was long in coming, and the Old Timer became cynically resigned,
his outlook was “Blighty or Nearer My God to Thee.” There was
no Duration looked for.
Spring had worn along into summer. For months the war for
the Battalion had been fought in a monotony of trench tours, some
of them stiff and almost unforgettable it is true, but yet they were
unprepared for that which now occurred. While browsing about
the trenches towards the later afternoon of the 19th, as was his
wont, Lt.Col. W. R. Marshall, D.S.O., was sniped in the head and
instantly killed. He had been moving along Lovers’ Walk, the
C.T. leading from Battalion H.Q. to the frontline. He had just
left his H.Q., where Lt. Bruce Ross of the 1st Field Company,
C.E., had said: “I’ll go with you,” on hearing the Colonel’s intention
to go forward. They came to a low spot in the parapet, one that
the Colonel knew was a point on which a Hun sniper’s eyes were
patiently bent. He warned Lt. Ross: “Look out here, duck!” he
said. As his head turned back he was at the low part of the
parapet, looking into the sniper’s eyes. His French helmet, which
he frequently wore in the line, was an unmissable target for those
eyes behind the telescopic sights of the Mauser on Hill 60. Capt.
Gardiner, the M.O., could do nothing. The Colonel had been
killed instantly.
The Regiment was stunned. His courage had been a byword;
his soldierliness and athletic ﬁtness a thing for admiration, and the
respect of the men for their commander was inﬁnite. It took a
while for the word of this irreparable loss to the Battalion to pene
trate to all parts of the maze of trenches held by the Unit. Bat
talion H.Q. was stricken, hardly realizing that such a thing could
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happen to their commander in an ordinary trench tour. He had
been miraculously saved in the 2nd Battle of Ypres, had ceaselessly
kept on the move when in the line, always goingit alone and always
close by when things were hot and trouble threatened. Men knew
that he would rather have died in battle. That night, ration parties
passing down the communication trench parallel with The Cut,
were told in subdued whispers that the still ﬁgure under the blanket
on the stretcher at the entrance to the dressing station was their
commander. When they returned the whole line learned what had
occurred, and next morning when the rum was issued at standto
no hum of conversation paced the dark red liquid comfort from
bay to bay, as its soothing warmth crept through chilled bodies.
No more along the line would come a tall ﬁgure, wearing a torn
tunic and carrying a trench stick, to give them a word of cheer or
a cigarette if they had none, and, if they had a good supply, to
borrow them to distribute to others less fortunate, further
down the line. That was his way. They knew him as a stern
disciplinarian with the unsoldierly, and knew that he had a vast
admiration for the member of his Battalion who was known as
“a good man uptheline.” A Regiment that mourned faced the
Hun the remaining days of that trip.
Otherwise the tour was uneventful, if any Salient tour could be
so described. Sniping and trenchmortar ﬁre and artillery strafing
on Jackson Street, the trench that led to the ration dump, and the
C.T.’s and support trenches, was stiff and fairly frequent. On the
front of the Highlanders there were several mine craters in No
Man’s land. They were occupied and bombed by both sides during
the trip. A German working party was caught in No. 5 Crater
and few escaped when the bombers ringed the lip. It was believed
that much sapping was going on directly opposite and new sand
bags constantly appearing on the Hun trench works conﬁrmed this.
There were frequent warnings that a mine was about to be blown.
It had been just the usual frontline stay, ﬁtful dozing in the day,
taught nerves and constant watchfulness during the hours of dark
ness and a steady dribble of casualties to the aid post always. In
addition to the Colonel’s death, the Battalion lost Sgt. Allen and
12 men by wounds.
It was a subdued Regiment that marched back on the long
road to Scottish Lines, which they reached at dawn of May 27th.
An iron hatred of the relentless Salient, caused by the death of
their commander, was now added to the scars on Highland hearts,
already seared by the grim sector. And ﬁercer scars were to
come.
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During the afternoon of the ﬁrst day out, orders were issued
that the Battalion would parade on the morrow for a Memorial
Service in honour of their late commander, who had been buried,
when they were intheline, in Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery, one
of the largest British burial grounds in Belgium. Without instruc
tions the men scraped mud from puttees and cleaned accoutrements
as they had never done before. That morning there was none of
the laughter and general gaiety so usual on a ﬁrst day out. It was
mute testimony to the soldier and beloved commander who had led
them so long. A strange tribute, but the tribute to a commander
in war, from his men. And what tribute is comparable to that?
The Regiment’s mascot, the shaggy Bruno, and the Colonel had
been inseparable when out of the line. When the Battalion fellin
quietly at 9 a.m. on the morning of May 28th, they looked with
inﬁnite sympathy towards the bereaved dog, tail and head
dejectedly down, listlessly pacing in and out of the officers’ huts,
whining, unable to understand, or, perhaps, understanding.
After the service in the Y.M.C.A. tent, Major Bent led the
Battalion back to Scottish Lines and, realizing the need for some
thing to occupy the men’s time, arranged for a programme of
entertainment for the remainder of their stay in billets. That
night the band gave a concert and the next afternoon sports were
held on the main parade ground. It was at this time that Lt.
H. H. Fuller joined the Battalion and was posted to No. 1 Company
and a draft of 18 men was taken on the strength. Lts. C. D. Scott,
H. G. Pepall, A. C. Futcher and T. R. Wheadon and 17 other ranks
proceeded on leave. Capt. L. M. Rice took Capt. Gardiner’s place
temporarily, while the M.O. had his furlough also.
On May 30th it rained heavily all day but in the evening the
Battalion enjoyed a concert given by the 3rd Battalion band and
on the next day Maj.Gen. A. W. Currie, G.O.C. of the 1st Canadian
Division, inspected the Unit, after which he addressed them,
speaking feelingly of his regret for the loss of Col. Marshall. It
was on this day that the 1st Divisional Baseball League opened
and Maj.Gen. Currie threw the ﬁrst ball for the game between the
14th and 15th Battalions with Brig.Gen. Tuxford doing the
receiving. There was another band concert to entertain the men
on the following evening. This was given by the 2nd Brigade band.
But on the afternoon of June 2nd, while part of the Battalion was
rooting itself hoarse on the side lines during the ball game, and the
rest were in the estaminets or watching the cinema show along the
Vlamertinghe Road, came disaster and more trouble at the tip of
the restless, grim, old Salient.

Ch IX. Mont Sorrel

CHAPTER IX.

MONT SORREL
The mad crescendo runs
On the woeful waiting ones;
The huddled world is writhing
’Neath the Guns.
The detonations blend
Till the split skymoorings bend
In the crimson crashing chorus
Of the Guns.
THE HON. SIR JULIAN H. G. BYNG, K.C.B.,
L T.GEN.
K.C.M.G., M.V.O., late commander of the IX. Corps, was
appointed to the leadership of the three divisions (shortly to
be four) comprising the Canadian Corps, on May 28th. Almost
before he had the opportunity to gather up the reins of his new
command, certainly before he could become conversant with its
peculiarities and abilities, the Hun, with one of those sudden, sharp
assaults, never unexpected on this front, attacked Canadian bat
talions of the 3rd Division north of Hill 60. He battered them,
obliterated them with a wild storm of shellfire in a conﬁned space,
and broke the line on the Sanctuary WoodArmagh WoodMont
Sorrel front. MajorGen. Mercer, commanding the 3rd Division,
was killed; Brig.Gen. Victor Williams of the 8th Brigade, was
missing, and, as it proved, had been taken prisoner. He was
seriously wounded and with Lt.Col. Ussher of the 4th C.M.R.’s
was trapped in what was known as The Infantry Tunnel. Generals
Mercer and Williams had been on an inspection tour and were
caught in the holocaust. The battalions holding the line, in less
than two hours, suffered appalling casualties and the annihilating
ﬁre dealt but little more lightly with the ﬂanking units. Lt.Col.
A. E. Shaw, 1st C.M.R., Lt.Col. G. H. Baker, 5th C.M.R., and
Lt.Col. H. C. Buller, P.P.C.L.I., were killed and 19 of the 22 officers
of the P.P.C.L.I. had become casualties. The rest of the holding
battalions were in little better shape and some of them were all
but wiped out.
The assault was launched at 1.07 p.m. on June 2nd. That the
situation was both desperate and critical was instantly seen and
standto orders were rushed to all battalions in the back lines. The
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Salient seemed about to be hopelessly smashed, as a short section
of the line was. H.Q. of the Corps spent anxious hours for once
more there gaped a hole between the Hun and Ypres. Early in
the afternoon, it became known, nothing stood between the enemy
and the Menin Gate but occasional details. Deﬁnite news could
not be obtained of the situation during the afternoon and orders
were issued that units of the 1st Division must be rushed in to plug
the gap. Early in the evening, the 15th Battalion received the
order in Scottish Lines and at 7.30 p.m. they were falling in.
There was no ceremony to that marchout, and in a brief while,
that spoke much for their discipline, one of the ﬁnest bodies of men
that ever trod the Flemish pavé in the tartan of the 48th High
landers moved forward to get into the trouble. As Ouderdom
fell behind, a lowering twilight began to settle over the disturbed
backlines. It was a forced march, without rests, and at a pace
which slowed not for weary limbs. No one in the ranks knew just
where the Regiment was going, nor why, nor what it was all about.
There was trouble and there was urgency, so there wasn’t a grouse
at the pace. Years afterwards other men of other units who had
been forward that night said: “You were atthedouble.” They
had seen the rear of the column doubling to keep up to that pace.
The enemy was shelling the rear areas and, as the companies
turned off the Dickebusch Road to follow the narrowgauge track,
a sudden burst of terriﬁc ﬁre broke out in the pulsing dark ahead.
The night grew more resonant as they went on, with those sudden,
smashing ﬂurries of ﬁre constantly recurring. The ﬁelds were
saturated with tear gas and goggles were only a detriment, as usual,
in moving through the blackness. All eyes were streaming and sore
long before they came to the Lille Gate Road. The ratinfested
canal dugouts were being shelled with heavies and as the Battalion
crossed the bridge over the YpresCommines Canal heavy shrapnel
was breaking overhead. Big Sgt. Tom Reid of No. 1 Company
went down with a crash and a mighty curse as shrapnel pellets
knocked his legs from under him. He was the ﬁrst casualty of the
many the Battalion was to have before another night had come.
It was a thrilling march for everything was doubt. The night sky
towards which they moved was vaulted with ﬂame and once again
the guns of Ypres were in full cry.
No. 1 Company made the turn of dreaded Shrapnel Corner
safely while the rest went by other paths to their positions in the
G.H.Q. line and then one of the most beautiful displays of rockets
ever devised or seen and still unexplained, as nothing happened,
went up from the German front to the left of Hill 60. The spray
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of hundreds of lights, in which were myriad colours, hung for a
moment in glorious beauty over the stricken lines. A rocket dump
doubtless had exploded.
It was understood that the Battalion was to form on the G.H.Q.
second line south of Zillebeke and they were in position, which was
to the right of the Hill 60 area proper, by 11.45 p.m. For a while
the night settled down. Then Capt. Urquhart of the Brigade Staff
came to Major Bent in the G.H.Q. second line and advised him that
his battalion would attack Mont Sorrel. He was to proceed
immediately to Zillebeke Halte. Things were happening fast.
Major J. W. Forbes led the Battalion on forward while Major Bent
and Capt. A. Fraser, the Adjutant, went to 3rd Brigade H.Q. at
Railway Dugouts for further orders. MajorGen. Currie was there
with the Brigadier. Instructions were brief and concise and news
and information dangerously indeﬁnite. Gen. Currie’s words were:
“The Huns are out there somewhere—go out as far as you can—
find them—push them back and establish a line. Good evening.
God bless you.” That was all, and the real desperation of the
situation up there where the night mist hung low on the ﬁelds was
sharply made plain.
At this moment the efficiency and splendid organization existing
in the Battalion were very evident. Runners were rushed to each
company and the details and their commanders reported at the
Iron Gates of Zillebeke to confer with Major Bent within ten
minutes of each other, although all had moved forward at different
times and by different routes. Time did not permit of any detailed
orders; everything had to be verbal, and the Battalion Commander’s
terse conclusion to his summary of the situation comprised in the
end his entire operation order, all he had been given and all he
could give: “Mont Sorrel is your objective. Go to it.”
There was a hasty consultation and the formation given by
Brigade to the O.C. was passed on. The attack was to be upon a
twoplatoon front with eight platoons in column, all moving forward
in open order and well spread. Thirty yards was to be kept between
lines. All four company commanders and the detail commanders—
Capt. Alex. Sinclair (No. 1), Capt. P. P. Acland (No. 2), Capt.
E. W. Bickle (No. 3), Capt. W. P. Malone (No. 4), Lt. J. A. Davi
son (Intelligence), Lt. J. H. Chipman (Machinegun) and Lt.
Stevenson (Bombers) were fully aware of the urgency of the
situation. No time was lost in getting backto their units, which
were then led to the assembly position near Zillebeke Station, where
they formed to move forward to the attack position, east of Valley
Cottages. The ﬁrst serious casualties occurred when Lt. Ross and
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his platoon crossed the high bank of the YpresCommines Railway
below Railway Dugouts. They were caught under a heavy ﬂurry
of ﬁre and Lt. Ross was killed and 14 of his men knocked out,
wounded and killed.
The proposed counter attack was intended, ﬁrst, to plug the gap
and form a line, and second, if possible, to retake the lost
ground. The 14th and 15th Battalions were to be the centre of
the attack, facing Mont Sorrel and the centre of the broken line.
with the 2nd Brigade on their right and 3rd Division units on their
left. The latter were to execute a ﬂanking movement, stretching
over the ground from the northeast corner of Maple Copse to
Trench 61. The 2nd Brigade’s left ﬂank rested in the neighbour
hood of Square Wood and extended to Trench 45. The 14th Batta
lion was on the left ﬂank of the 15th; the unction between them was
to have been Observatory Ridge Road. The other two battalions
of the 3rd Brigade were held in close support. Instructions to the
advancing line of Highlanders were naturally brief. They were
to keep in touch with the 14th Battalion on the left and the 2nd
Brigade on the right, and—“do not move faster than the ﬂanks.”
The Battalion lined up in their eight wave formation just in
front of Zillebeke Station on ground over which they would have
crossed onthedouble a few hours ago. Now was no time for
caution. All ranks sensed that and behaved accordingly. Risks
must be taken that ordinarily would be frowned upon as reckless.
The frontage stretched from 250 to 300 yards, not directly parallel.
but on an angle to the break, until they reached the attack position.
The commanders of each company were to move with the last line
of their company, each with a signaller. The secondincommand
was to be with the second line. Lt. Chipman was instructed to
have a Lewis gun with the second line of each company and to hold
others in reserve. The bombers were likewise distributed. Parties
were also detailed to carry S.A.A. and trench tools from the trans
port, which had followed the Battalion up from Scottish Lines,
but few of these men made it through the intense barrage which
presently fell. Before the lines had moved far forward, the officers
were up with the leading waves of their companies and before the
actual attack started the waves were mixed by the confusion, the
shellﬁre and the stumbling passage over the rough ground. That
was natural and inevitable under the conditions. It was with
difficulty that direction and touch were kept, but through the
alertness of the officers and noncoms. it was done.
The left ﬂank during the assembly rested on Zillebeke Halte,
a point at which the right ﬂank of the 14th Battalion started. The
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latter’s left rested practically on Zillebeke Lake, where the 13th
Battalion was ﬂoundering and ﬁghting to make way through knee
deep marsh in order to get into place in support near Manor Farm.
The area before the broken line was now packed with men, although
organization was still incomplete, and the hole was already plugged
by staunch men moving towards they knew not what.
The first intimation that the men in the ranks had of an assault
was when the order ran along the line—“Fix bayonets!” There was
a strange silence then, for the idea of attack had come with startling
suddenness. But, with a swish of steel they were out, and a clicking
was heard everywhere in the taut darkness of that June morning
as the steel went on. What was next? Low voices sounded here
and there in command—and they were moving steadily and deter
minedly through the long grass toward the attack position.
It was not a pleasant thing, that wet walk in the early morning.
The grass was saturated with dew and the morning wind was cold
to men who had sweated all the way from Scottish Lines. In
addition men like to know whither they travel. They knew the
Hun was at the end of their road but this blind and wary march
in the black of the June dawn was a nervous business and a thing
to dislike.
Our scouts, who were advancing well ahead of the Battalion,
were ﬁnding that the terrain they knew and many of the old familiar
landmarks of the first trip in the area were gone, blotted out in the
day’s shellﬁre. They met a patrol of the 49th Battalion on the
Zillebeke Road who informed them that a German patrol had been
back as far as Maple Copse within the last hour. (Lt. Boyle of the
49th Battalion reported that a Hun patrol of 5 or 6 men were killed
by their own shrapnel west of the junction of Dormy House Lane
and Zillebeke Walk. Their bodies marked the deepest penetration
of Hun patrols.) An advance party of the Battalion encountered
Huns on the Maple Copse Road, vague shadows that ﬂed and were
followed, but, so far as is known, none were killed. There is no
doubt that the enemy, cautiously feeling his way forward in front
of the new line he had established, must have been astounded to
find he could work back as far as he did, and to discover that there
was no deﬁnite defence line. Also, it was fortunate that this realiza
tion did not come to him until the 1st Division battalions were well
on the way to counter. It was learned later that Lt. Nesbit, of the
14th Battalion, and an advance party, also encountered Germans
on the Observatory Ridge Road. These retired in the same way,
and fired a rocket which was immediately answered by heavy gun
ﬁre. The Hun was nervous.
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The 15th Battalion were now nearing this point and they ran
into some of the shelling thus caused. The presence of these Hun
protective patrols gave the ﬁnal proof to the 1st Division that there
was no deﬁnite line being held by the remnants of the 3rd Division
battalions. A short distance out from Zillebeke Halte they
encountered men of a C.M.R. battalion of the 8th Brigade. On
the call for identiﬁcation they whispered “Shish! We’re the front
line.” They were. They were occupying a single short line in a
fold of the ground. They comprised all the “front” line existing,
as no other troops were met on the line of advance.
So, once more, the Hun, by failing to follow up an advantage,
lost a great opportunity. During the late afternoon of the 2nd
of June he might have utterly smashed the Salient and, properly
pressed, his assault could have added the City of Ypres to his bag
—as he might have done the year before. The defences of Ypres
were composed entirely of a frontline system. There could be no
strong reserve line for all reserves must be placed beyond the ﬁre
zone of the circle of death, which was the Ypres Salient. The only
protection of the City, therefore, was the frontline and the closeup
supports, manned by the holding battalions themselves.
While the Battalion was moving forward in the open formation
which saved many casualties, Major Bent located an Advance
Headquarters in one of the ruined houses of the group known as
Valley Cottages. With him were Capt. A. Fraser, the Adjutant,
scouts, signallers and runners. The signallers at once began tapping
in on phone wires but could not get communication with 3rd Brigade
H.Q. They, however, were able to establish communication with
the 14th and 16th Battalions and connection with the latter was
kept up throughout the turmoil of the hours which followed.
Messages for the 15th Battalion from Brigade H.Q. were routed
through the 16th H.Q. The 14th Battalion for a time had their
H.Q. in another cottage close by. Meanwhile, also, Major J. W.
Forbes, taking with him Sgt. Hicks of the scouts and a signaller,
established a Forward O.P. in the ruins of Rudkin House, pre
cariously situated well up in front. Major Forbes was soon a
casualty but Sgt. Hicks continued, through all the exciting day, to
give the O.C. valuable information from his point of vantage. It
was thus early in the show, also, that Major C. W. Peck, acting
O.C. of the 16th, offered Major Bent the services of his entire
battalion should it be needed.
Moving forward thus far casualties had not been serious but
day was coming swiftly and movement was either caught by the
eyes on Hill 60, or German patrols warned his line of the advancing
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Canadians. As they neared Observatory Ridge it was gray
morning. It was from here they would attack, but now the same
blasting, annihilating ﬁre which had smashed the defences the
previous noon and ripped and tom the lines out of all recognition
began to fall on the Highlanders. It was terriﬁc. As they went
on it grew worsethey were deliberately walking into the Hun
barrage, and a barrage such as no man there, perhaps no man on
the western front, had seen up to this date in the war. The German
gunmuzzles converged into the conﬁned space in front of Mont
Sorrel from all the arc of the Salient. Months afterwards, men
who had seen many barrages of later assaults, still talked of that
obliterating ﬁre, and at the end of the war considered that they had
never seen a barrage which quite equalled the intensity of that of
June 3rd, though they could compare many to it. It was a holo
caust that beat down everything before it. The earth rocked and
spouted and became honeycombed within a few minutes and the
world was swiftly churning and being pounded into a maze of
blackbrown craters with still ﬁgures crumpled amongst them.
Through it the Battalion moved, dazed and shocked, but going
on. They reached the crest of the Ridge and were in the ﬁerce heart
of it. They went over the Ridge on the left ﬂank and the machine
gunners on Hill 60 began to add a. ﬂailing rain of crackling lead.
The right ﬂank was blocked by a thick, tangled hedge with every
gap being sprayed. It was seen that something must be done.
They were walking to utter annihilation. Capts. Malone, Acland,
Sinclair and Bickle halted their reeling companies. The line—
—what was left of it—went to earth and took cover in smoking
craters and behind the fast vanishing hedges. To go on was sheer
foolishness. The casualties for the brief appearance on and in front
of the brow of the Ridge had been appalling. On the right, men,
at Capt. Acland’s order, had bravely tried to get through the gaps
in the hedge and had been cut down the moment they showed. It
was this ﬂank which paid the big toll to Hill 60 machinegunners.
The diary has this to say regarding that shellﬁre: “Their
barrage and curtain ﬁre was simply wonderful.” Then, with the
coldness that seems to characterize all regimental documents, it
adds: “The line of men advanced as steadily as if on parade.” That
description of men in action has been quoted countless times but
the diarist cannot be accused of not being accurate, for here it exactly
ﬁtted. The men moved doggedly and unawed, keeping their posi
tions well, and with superb courage, straight into that smashing ﬁre.
Those behind, saw them blotted out in the smoke of it. Even the
Hun must have applauded.
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Now it was made very plain that losses would grow with awful
speed if the jumpoff line were established here in the open. So
now the order was: “Retire below the crest of the Ridge.” This
took the line below the brow of Observatory Ridge and out of sight
of the Hun machinegunners. There were a few wild moments then,
getting back. The entire Battalion was under the eyes of those
right ﬂank Maxims. On the right, Capt. Acland sent his men back
two by two, after each machinegun burst. The same system was
worked on the left. Just as the entire line was behind the Ridge,
with many of the men lying behind a high bank, a whizzbang made
a direct hit on the man beside Capt. Acland. It shocked the officer
who rolled, half conscious, twenty yards back. He dropped on the
bayonet of a man in a shellhole, his luck still holding, as the point
ran through the waistband of his breeches without seriously hurting
him. Lt. Hibbert had staggered back, badly wounded in the chest,
while beyond the Ridge with C.S.M. Harry Marshall and a section
of No. 4 Company. The gallant SergeantMajor fell there, mortally
wounded.
The men began to dig in along hedges and gullies, for the moment
out of the worst of the barrage. Entrenching tools were chopping
frantically—the holes deepened—and in a miraculously short time,
with the shellﬁre as grim incentive, there was some sort of cover.
They learned, those who hadn’t dugin under ﬁre before, the value
of that little tool. It was priceless. On the left a party of scouts,
under Cpl. Buick, and a number of No. 4 Company men under
Sgt. “Taffy” Willis, and men from the other companies, made
their way far forward and were sent to ground in a threefoot ditch
within 50 yards of the Germans, secure in our old frontline. They
were too few to attack and daylight isolated them there.
There was an attempt made now to estimate the casualties.
Most of the wounded were back in the shelter of the Ridge but it
was impossible to make anything like a correct estimate. In that
last hundred yards of their advance and while falling back to form a
line, more than 100 men went down. Six officers were out of it
and many valuable N.C.O.’s and men went off the rolls forever in
those frantic, brief minutes—and this before the attack started.
Major J. W. Forbes, the secondincommand, had been hit while
at his O. Pip. Capt. E. W. Bickle was hit and Lts. R. A. Brown
and Hibbert were wounded, as was Capt. Harry Price. Capt.
Price was one of the ﬁrst to crash backwards, wounded in the neck.
Few thought he would live. But he did, to again serve his Regiment
well. Capt. Malone now went to Battalion H.Q. to act as second
incommand and Capt. Acland took over command of the line.
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The plans for the assault had been that when all battalions,
the supporting units as well as the three detailed for the attack, had
reported themselves in position and ready, our guns would open
a bombardment of Hill 60 and the new Hun position on Mont
Sorrel. Six green rockets would be sent up from Brigade H.Q.
as a signal to attack. It was unfortunate that the original Zero
hour had to be abandoned, owing to the inability of battalions
to get into position in time. There were many delays. The roads
were jammed with traffic and some of the support units became mired
in Zillebeke Lake marsh. Had the attack jumpedoff as planned
at 2 am., while it was still dark, there might have been a different
and more victorious tale to tell. Even without artillery support
the attacking battalions would certainly have made good headway
had their movements been covered by darkness.
At 3.27 a.m. Major Bent had sent the word “Ready” to Brigade
H.Q. but nothing happened. At 4 am. the enemy artillery ﬁre had
increased and the entire Ridge was spouting with the burst of
incessant shells. The already shellpocked area was swiftly being
transformed into the pounded and corroded desolation of later
battlefronts. Men were lying in the open, dazed and shocked;
wounded men pleaded to be shot to end their agony, and still the
stunning, tearing ﬁre fell upon them. A No. 1 Company corporal
reeled up, desperately wounded in the back. Another whizzbang
killed him. Capt. Alex. Sinclair, O.C. of No. 1 Company, was
wounded in the shoulder. An heroic No. 2 Company stretcher
bearer, Clarence Henderson, went out again and again from his
funkhole to bandage men screaming along the hedges. He was
wounded in the head but gallantly faced the hazard of the open.
He was awarded the D.C.M. Men said he won the V.C. He did
not stop until hit in both legs. Those who were wounded but could
walk were ordered to “get out of it.”
To add to the discomfort of the men on the line, some of our
own few shells began falling into their backs and no man exactly
appreciates his own shrapnel perforating his steel helmet. “At
that,” observed one man, “it was the only proof we had that we
owned any artillery. We never heard a gun fire behind us that day.”
Later, rumour said that the Hun had caught our artillery napping,
and attacked when the pits were being relieved. The men believed
It for there was little evidence of artillery support even though the
undying dingdonging of the Hun barrage could account for the
blotting out of the small voices of Canadian guns.
The line was out of danger from Hill 60 machineguns but the
shellfire did not noticeably slacken. Great gaps were being blown
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in the hedges in front by the incessant shelling, mostly from heavies,
and the number of Highlanders along the thin line was slowly
lessening. Getting out the wounded was almost an impossibility
under that ﬁre which was hampering all movement behind, as well
as the reorganization of the line by Capt. Acland, who was slightly
wounded in the hip but still carrying on. Lt. Chipman checked up
on the machineguns and men of his section who were still in action
and placed crews at points from which they could work as a defence.
They were to try and cover the advance and then to come on.
Communication, most of the time, was out entirely, except by
runner. The work of reorganization under the pummelling they
were getting required outright valour and as the morning wore on
the outlook for attack was black indeed. Movement along the
hedges, behind which the Highlanders crouched, was a hazardous
business as was simply “lying low” there. And there is no gain
saying the fact that veterans of all ranks’ were cursing with bitter
ness at the “damned crime of it” as they huddled in their holes
and waited for the word to attack in broad day. It looked like
regimental suicide. They had felt that hail of machineguns and
they knew of the weight of the massed Hun artillery. They knew
that nothing could cross that 700 yards to Mont Sorrel, and live.
So, while the stormy moments dragged along, a moving scene
was being enacted in Battalion H.Q. Lt. “Mike” Malone dared
the trip from the Ridge to the O.C.’s cellar at H.Q.: He said:
“Capt. Acland’s compliments, sir. He asks me to tell you the
impossibility of attempting the attack.” He explained, further, the
situation. The O.C., too, knew of the insurmountable difﬁculties
and of the hazard of another appearance over the Ridgebrow. He
was facing the bitter possibility of a wipedout battalion. But he
had his ordershe knew of the need of a “bluff,” of the necessity
to lead the Hun to believe reserves were up in force. The 15th
Battalion H.Q. was seldom strictly regimental when uptheline,
but now it was.
“My compliments to Capt. Acland. My orders are that the
15th Battalion will attack. I expect them to be carried out.”
Lt. Malone snapped his hand to the visor of his steel helmet, swung
on his heel, and went forward on the precarious passage to his men
—and to his death.
Five a.m. found the Hun gunners slackening and the stretcher
bearers still labouring valiantly to get out the wounded who had been
lying in the dubious shelter of shellholes since daylight. Still the
line waited for word from Brigade H.Q. About 7 o’clock, the
enemy’s mighty protective barrage opened with renewed frenzy and
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this time there was no let up. Then rockets went up from Brigade
in Zillebeke Village but they showed simply as streaks of whitish
smoke and were certainly not green. Six green rockets were to be
the signal and these did not even go up regularly. Fourteen rockets,
it turned out, had to be ignited before six rose into the day as the
signal for battle. Rockets in regular succession constitute a signal
and the irregular intervals plus the wrong shade only caused per
plexity. Everywhere was confusion and doubt. To add to this
the O.C. had expected a “heavy” barrage to fall in front of his
Battalion and although our guns opened ﬁre, there were so few and
the protection they offered the assaulting lines was so weak that it
seemed almost ridiculous to believe that this was the waited
“bombardment.” Result: more doubt.
8.30 a.m. Lt. Malone returned from his visit to the O.C. and
courageously passed along the line warning each man and each
group of men the attack would start in a few minutes. A message
had come through from Brigade by runner. Belts were tightened.
Riﬂes were loaded, “ten in the chamber and one up the spout,”
and they waited. Every man realized what he had to face and knew
the hopelessness of it. Lt. Botterell, who proved a tower of strength
that wild morning, was under the lee of a bank with Capt. Acland
when Lt. Malone reached them. Every time a head was raised a
machinegun was racketing, which tells of the courage it required
to move anywhere in the open. Near Capt. Acland there were
only 11 men who could stand on their feet. Most of them were
wounded. All were shocked. Lt. Malone thereupon went back to
bring up the scattered men immediately in the rear.
8.38 a.m. whistles sounded along the line and officers were on
their feet here and there, throwing arms forward in the infantry
signal of attack as practised in the days of training. Lt. Malone
came up with the men he could gather and all down the line little
knots and clusters of valiant men were on their feet to face death.
Only courage that deﬁes death could have been in the hearts of the
men as they rose from their shelter to face that blast of machine
guns and the maelstrom of the barrage they had already tasted.
Life seemed ended when they did it and only the brave and the
ﬁnely disciplined may do that. The indomitable, broken line was
upright in broad daylight, moving forward on a hopeless task.
A survivor said that which happened to them reminded him of
a paper bag being suddenly crumpled in a man’s hand. Another
said very earnestly: “It brought a lump to my throat to watch
’em.” The machineguns from the Snout and Hill 60 opened up
with their mowing blizzard the moment they topped the rise and
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in another instant the line was lost in the smoke of that terrible
gunﬁre and reeling as under a ﬂail. The diary says: “Cour
ageously, the men got up and formed line and rushed forward in the
face of a perfect HELL of artillery and machinegun ﬁre.” That
was all. But then no words can describe that ﬁre and the diarist
knew the uselessness of trying. It only lasted moments.
Mont Sorrel was 700 yards beyond and to reach it the attackers
had to cross ground that was under perfect observation and con
centrated and accurate ﬁre for the entire distance. The right ﬂank
was blocked by a thick hedge. The instant they reached it the
branches were quivering like aspen leaves from the deadly ﬂicker
of the machineguns. Men clawed at the brambled, tangled obstruc
tion. They died. In the chaotic uproar Capt. Acland shouted:
“Get down! Down!” He meant to go through in short rushes
if it could be done at all. Then Lt. Malone rushed at the hedge.
Capt. Acland screamed again: “Get down, Mike, get down!”
But Lt. Malone shouted back: “Anything’s better than this!” and
tore madly at the bulletswept thorns.
Two machinegun bullets, of the millions humming and crackling
like bees in the smoking sunlight, struck him in the heart. He
cried: “Stretcherbearers,” once. Then he said very quietly,
“Never mind, it doesn’t matter.” A private beside him looked up
with horror on his face and said: “Mike’s dead.”
Still others came up and attempted in mad bravery to go on.
They, too, went down, though some of them here and there broke
through and started across the bullet and shrapnelstinging open
and were shortly but still ﬁgures on the slope. They could not see
it, but observers saw the Hun in our old frontline pumping their
riﬂebolts; machineguns on the parapet and dozens of others
gibbering from Hill 60 and the Snout, the noseshaped German
trench well to the right, with a highbanked crater in front. They
were bitterly defending the little bit of trench they had won. The
casualties were again appalling and on the left Highlanders were
down and writhing on the bulletbeaten ground. Lt. Beck of No. 1
Company, was another officer to take but a few steps beyond the
Ridge top when he went down, mortally wounded. He had not
been with the Battalion long, having transferred from the 16th,
but he already had won the respect of his men, who in war are harsh
critics.
The open was strewn with Davidson kilts. The hedge on the
right was banked with them. It was plain that if something were
not done, and done swiftly, every man beyond the protection of
Observatory Ridge was certain to be lost. No man under

Falling back

MONT SORREL

141

that concentrated crash of ﬁre had one chance in a thousand of
ﬁghting his way over the parapet of the Hun.
Capt. Acland did the only thing possible to do. He ordered the
Battalion to fall back, as the 14th and 7th Battalions also had done,
or were doing, when they found themselves literally cut to pieces.
The right ﬂank never got beyond that hedge. Again there were
many instances of sheer bravery, as comrade helped comrade out
of the madhouse, as it will ever be in their memories. The marvel
was that those on the left and in full view—there weren’t many of
them—got back alive. Those who did so had taken shelter in
shellholes and went back in short spurts to comparative safety,
some 25 yards below the crest of the Ridge. And even under that
ﬁre, few wounded were left to mark their futile advance into
that little vale of death. Most of them were somehow taken
back.
There is no doubt that the toll would have been even greater
had the entire ﬁghting strength of the Battalion attacked. Several
parties of men were left in support along hedges running both
parallel and at an angle to the line, behind, but close to the top of
Observatory Ridge. To add to the desperation in the minds of
the attacking line was the fact that they seemed to be alone against
the Hun. As a matter of fact all the other attacking battalions
with the exception of detachments out of touch with their own units
in the confusion, and taking orders from the nearest 15th officer,
were already halted and forced to earth. This was in nowise to
their discredit. It was an impossible task. It is recorded that the
49th Battalion, supported by the 60th (3rd Div.), attacked at
7 a.m. The 60th were delayed and only one platoon got up to the
support of the 49th. The 7th Battalion jumped off at 7.37 a.m.,
the 14th at 8.17 a.m., and the 15th at 8.38 a.m. Doubtless the
uncertainty of the signals for attack and the difﬁculty in retaining
communication were the cause of the confusion and lack of concerted
assault.
By between noon and 1 pm. all three attacks of the 1st Division
(7th, 15th, 14th) had fallen back to the approximate line from which
they had started. Detachments of the 14th Battalion attacked and
held on immediately north of Rudkin House, as did small parties
of the 15th Battalion, around Rudkin House. The 14th advanced
about 300 yards, where 80 men dugin and held on until relieved
on the morning of the 4th. The 7th Battalion was around Armagh
House until Lt.Col. Rattray, 10th Battalion, in charge of their
attack, ordered them to withdraw to Battersea Farm, after 1 p.m.,
where they held X Trench with the 10th Battalion.
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All day long the Battalion hugged the ground behind the crest
of the Ridge with little let up from the pound of artillery ﬁre that at
times rose to tempestuous fury. Lt. Fuller was dead. Lt. Watson,
Lt. Stevenson and Lt. Brown were wounded, C.S.M. “Babe” Turner
of No. 1 Company was mortally wounded and countless other
N.C.O.’s and men had gone on the leave that has no ending. Sgt.
Haley, of the M. G. Section, who had served gallantly from the
start, had received the blast of a shell that roared in six feet on his
left as he moved forward with Lt. Chipman. The officer was
miraculously unhurt and aided in getting his sergeant into a dressing
station, where he died.
It was a long, long day and unbelievable escapes and brave
deeds became commonplace. A hand waved from a shellhole ﬁfty
yards in front. Three men of No. 4 Company dashed out and
carried a. wounded lancecorporal over the brow. There were many
instances told of men vacating a shellhole for one that seemed to
promise more shelter and of seeing the one they had just left blasted
into a larger one. Major Bent moved out of his ﬁrst H.Q. and
into another with a cellar. Just as he was out, the previous cottage
vanished in a cloud of brickdust and ﬂying timbers. The cellar
floor of the new one was covered with dung; it stank, but it was
shelter of a sort. Men uptheline were vanishing like the cottage
in the black, rushing smoke of coalboxes. Again and again whizz
bangs fell amongst men already writhing from the agony of
injuries. The work of getting out the wounded men was arduous
and extremely hazardous during the entire day. Communication
was almost impossible and at times Battalion H.Q. was isolated—in
connection with no one. The signallers, scouts and runners behaved
splendidly trying to keep up communication, and the stretcher
bearers and those in charge of the line rose to the heights of valour.
The attack had failed but there was no thought of withdrawing
from the Ridge position despite the terrible pounding the area was
getting. In the end, the line formed there was the jumpingoff
place for the attack which swept the Hun out of his newlywon
position ten days later. The attack could not be termed a success,
because the Hun still held his position, but now the road to Ypres
was blocked. All that men can do and perhaps more than was
expected of them had been done. It was not entirely a failure.
Many messages saying: “Well done,” were sent by the High
Command and, as the men felt: “It was not the fault of the splendid
fellows who fell that the Hun retained his line.”
The waves had not kept their position, as in the first attempt
to attack and subsequent withdrawal, there could be no thought
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of platoons or companies. So it was men from several companies
who reached well towards the Hun on the left, well forward from
Rudkin House. Others, rather than cross the open to return,
wisely took refuge in craters and the remains of old trenches at the
edge of Sanctuary Wood. With one such party in a kneedeep
trench close to the new Hun line, were ScoutCpI. J. Buick, Sgt.
H. Stone, Sgt. Willis (No. 4), Pte. White, Scout Sid. Hawkins and
several other men. A number were wounded. One man of No. 4
Company had his foot so badly smashed that it was merely pulp.
“It was just attached by threads and couldn’t be bandaged. If
it wasn’t, he was going to bleed to death and couldn’t be moved.
So Cpl. Buick did the job. He just cut off the foot with a trench
knife,” related one of them. The man who was lucky enough to
be near others with the courage to perform the urgent surgery later
died. Lt. Davison had been this far forward and crawled pre
cariously back to Valley Cottages for information and instructions
during the evening of June 3rd. He came back again unscathed
and warned the party that the Battalion would be relieved. They
got out after daylight next morning, taking the man with one foot
with them.
At 7.45 p.m., when relief was being looked for, and following a
lull which all ranks hoped meant a peaceful night, the Hun artillery
again opened with everything and the machineguns joined in. The
bombardment continued unabated for more than an hour, and then,
gradually, the intensity eased off. To the shocked Battalion this
pounding seemed even worse than those which had gone before.
At 1.30 a.m. the front grew comparatively quiet, with the Hun
putting up an incessant ring of ﬂare lights. The night began to
settle. As it did so the 2nd Canadian Battalion came up in relief,
carrying spades and sandbags to consolidate the line formed by the
15th. The weary remnants straggled back towards Transport
Farm just before day spread over the smoking shellbattered ﬁelds.
The Battalion limbers were waiting on the road and the first of the
Battalion to be relieved were saved the long walk back to Scottish
Lines. But most of them stayed to help out the wounded and in
the end the Battalion went out independently.
Shrapnel Corner was a shambles. G.S. wagons and ration
limbers were in the ditches. Mules, already bloated, lay on their
backs, stiff legs pointing to the sky. Ammunition limbers were
overturned; shellcases were scattered over the broken cobbles,
and the few standing treestumps had been more finely splintered.
All roads leading forward had been heavily strafed during the
night.
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Stretcher parties were still working beyond Transport Farm in
the ﬁelds forward and to the right from Zillebeke. A hastily dug
trench was ﬁlled for a hundred yards with stretchers endtoend
and a man of the 7th Battalion was beseeching the passing High
landers to help him carry his brother to the dressing station. He
found the aid he asked and many of the 15th Battalion who were
late getting out, weary as they were, helped clear the wounded in
the trench. It was then broad daylight but evidently the Hun
for the moment was tired of strife and they were left unmolested
Those who were not amongst the ﬁrst to be relieved found the
limbers gone, and had to trudge the long miles back to Scottish Lines.
It was a Regiment, numbed and scarcely comprehending what
had happened, as it had all occurred so swiftly, that began to stir
in the huts late in the afternoon of June 4th. It was different to
any other show they were to know. There had been no warning
and deﬁnite attack plans were impossible. A few stragglers who had
been isolated and did not know of the relief came in through the day,
but still the empty huts remained an awful reminder of those brief,
terrible hours up forward. The lines were strangely still though
supper was being served at 5.30 p.m.
In one hut of No. 1 Company which had previously held half a
platoon, but six men awoke to the realization that the friends of
many months of war had vanished. Many huts were the same and
at all doors were piles of parcels from home bearing names of men
who would answer “Here” to the rollcall no more. So the
survivors fed on cakes and other delicacies sent by mothers and
wives in faroff Canada. It was the unwritten law of the Army
that no parcel is sent on to a new address—a hospital can only mean
a life with more comforts than that of a private soldier of infantry.
No. 2 Company had but two sergeants, Gledhill and Marsden;
No. 4 was little better off, and all the companies looked like skeletons
of their old selves when the roll was called. Once more the
Highlanders stood in sick silence, their ranks broken and decimated
from defending the City of Ypres. Three officers had been killed
and one died of wounds and nine had been wounded. Nine senior
N.C.O.’s had been killed, including two C.S.M.’s; 39 noncoms.
were wounded and 35 men were already known to have been killed.
This number was to be almost doubled as those who were still
missing two weeks later were, in the main, added to the killed.
Many others died of their wounds. One hundred and sixtysix
other ranks were wounded. The total casualty list for the brief,
wild struggle was: 13 officers and 240 other ranks killed, wounded
and missing. Seventysix, all ranks, were killed.
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The three officers listed as killed were: Lts. M. E. Malone,
No. 2 Company; G. A. Ross, No. 4 Company, and H. H. Fuller,
No. 1 Company. Lt. M. Beck was wounded and later died. The
Battalion lost its secondincommand and two company com
manders by wounds: Major J. W. Forbes, Capt. A. J. Sinclair and
Capt. E. W. Bickle. Capt. H. Price and Lts. E. Hibbert. R. A.
“Bud” Brown and G. A. Watson were wounded. The Machine
Gun Section lost its sergeant and several men killed and wounded.
The other details fared little better. Amongst the senior N.C.O.’s
to be struck off the strength, in addition to the two C.S.M.’s, were:
Sgts. R. W. Rowell, No. 4; A. P. Hugget and J. Temple, No. 1;
T. Cunningham, No. 2, and D. Millar, No. 3, all wounded. Sgt.
G. G. O’Brien of No. 3 Company was killed as was Sgt. H. J. Miller
of No. 4.
Something of the loyalty of all ranks of the Regiment is seen in
the number who were wounded but remained on duty. Every
survivor might have pleaded shellshock. Amongst the wounded
were: Capt. P. P. Acland, Lt. R. W. Stevenson, Lt. E. S. Botterell,
Sgt. G. H. Patton, Cpl. J. C. Carroll and Ptes. J. Senning, A. C.
Wilson and L. G. Todd and many others who did not go out with
their “chips” though some were sufficiently serious to mean a week
or so in the clean bliss of hospital.
On the night of June 3rd every available man of the transport
had been forward under Lt. E. W. Brookfield, the Transport Officer,
on the bitter task of clearing the battleﬁeld of dead and wounded.
Before dawn most of the wounded were out. And on the night
of the 4th of June volunteers were called for, as another party was
wanted to search for any wounded not yet out and, if possible, to
recover the body of gallant Lt. M. E. Malone. Despite their
weariness, two men from each platoon volunteered to go up with
Lt. Brookﬁeld. No wounded were found but the party separated
into pairs and each couple brought back a dead comrade to Maple
Copse cottages, where a big grave was hastily dug. Others had
been buried behind the cottages at odd times during the show.
Then, Lt. Malone’s body with them, the party returned by limber
to Scottish Lines. They reached the huts just before dawn on the
5th and were treated by the R.S.M. to a double rum ration. It
was well deserved. Lt. Malone was later buried with full military
honours in Lijssenthoek Cemetery.
On the 6th the Battalion moved back to Connaught Lines where
they were given a chance to rest and recuperate. The G.O.C.,
1st Division, inspected them on the 7th of June and was unusually
warm in his praise and thanks for their gallant showing. He told
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them something of the desperate need for a swift “bluff.” They
were the means, and they had sacriﬁced themselves without falter
ing, that the purpose of the High Command should be carried out.
The next day the Brigadier inspected them.
Before the Battalion moved out of Connaught Lines, there
were many promotions. Sgt. W. W. Worthington was made
C.S.M. of No. 1 Company to take the place of popular “Babe”
Turner, and Sgt. J. M. Henderson stepped into the shoes of gallant
Harry Marshall as C.S.M. of No. 4. Many new sergeants were
also created. Cpl. D. Bell became Signal Sergeant and Cpl. J.
Buick, Scout Sergeant. Lt. J. P. Girvan, who had been on leave
and missed the show, now took over No. 1 Company; Lt. T. R.
Wheadon, No. 4 Company, and Lt. Botterell, No. 3. Other changes
to follow shortly after were the posting of Lt. Futcher to No. 1; Lt.
Chipman and Lt. W. Proudfoot to No. 4. The Battalion took on
a new appearance, old familiar faces were gone and strangers were
ﬁlling the gaps. Three hundred men, mostly of western Canada
units, were taken on the strength.
Ill luck seemed to be haunting the Battalion, for, on June 9th,
an unfortunate accident marred the balance of the rest in
Connaught Lines. Lt. Harold M. “Dutch” Wilson was accidentally
killed by a bomb while instructing near Abeele. He, too, was
buried in Lijssenthoek Cemetery beside Lt.Col. Marshall and
Lt. Malone, and the surviving officers of Observatory Ridge had one
more loss to mourn. It was a period of mourning, for now the news
of the death of Field Marshal Lord Kitchener came to the British
Army in France. It was a blow to the Army, especially to the
veterans of South Africa. Kitchener of Khartoum had been their
idol.
MONT SORREL RETAKEN
The 1st Canadian Division were not through with the Hun,
now resting conﬁdently in his new trenches on Mont Sorrel. At
7 o’clock on the night of June 12th the Battalion fellin in the rain
and marched to G.H.Q. 2nd line to be in support to the battalions
attacking before dawn of the 13th. Losses started at once and the
Battalion struck another officer from the rolls before midnight when
Lt. E. M. Connell was killed by a shell near Woodcote Farm.
Two new officers, Capt. J. F. Wandless and Lt. Hugh J. McLaughlin,
went in with the Battalion.
The two battalions of the 3rd Brigade which had been in reserve
on the 2nd and 3rd of June, the 13th and 16th, made up the actual
attacking force, together with the 3rd Battalion of the 1st Brigade
and the 58th Battalion of the 9th Canadian Infantry Brigade. The
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balance of the 1st Division were in support and reserve. At 1.30
on the morning of June 13th the attack was on. The weight
of our artillery, now mightily changed since ten days ago, roared
a conﬁdent song to the anxious ears of the Highlanders standingto
about Transport Farm, Woodcote Farm and behind, in the vicinity
of Café Belge and the Swan Château. The objectives were Mont
Sorrel, Hill 62 beside it, another rise on the landscape, and the
trenches still further to the north. There was not long to wait
and shortly a white ﬂare and then a red ﬂare rose triumphantly
out of the smoke of battle telling that all objectives had been taken.
At dawn, ﬁles of drab ﬁeldgray uniforms, with a Seaforth or Black
Watch kilt or 3rd Battalion khaki in the lead, were heading for the
rear. The backlines of the 13th of June, 1916, were elated, for
the 2nd of June was avenged, the old line reestablished, and a jolt
had been given to the pride of the arrogant Hun.
The Battalion supplied many parties to aid the 16th Battalion,
Canadian Scottish, before their attack and during the period of
holding and consolidating, but casualties had been slight. Men of
the 15th Battalion carried ammunition to the new frontline,
another party packed bombs and still others aided the stretcher
bearers and carried rations, wire, and entrenching materials. Every
available man was out on working party during the next few days,
under heavy shelling, with the weather still bad and the rain falling
steadily. There was consternation one evening when a gunpit
(which held no gun) caught ﬁre during a roughing of the district
by shellﬁre. It caused a ﬂare in the sky but was put out without
any increase in Hungunner activity.
No. 4 Company had the big share of the casualties throughout
this tour, with men wounded each day. The Battalion’s casualties
for the week spent in reserve were: 1 officer killed, 5 other ranks
killed, 12 wounded and 6 men missing. The missing were all of
No. 4 Company and later were recorded as killed.
On the 20th of June, the 2nd Canadian Battalion relieved the
Highlanders and this time billets were in Victoria Lines, behind
Reninghelst, which was reached before dawn though the march
was long. Lt. W. Mavor, M.C., who had left the Battalion at
Festubert, was now welcomed back. He had been to Canada in
the interval and returned to England as a company commander
with the 92nd Battalion. Other officers to be taken on the strength
were Major A. J. Ansley, Capt. A. Turnbull, Lt. L. D. Anderson,
an original corporal who had been commissioned, and Lts. C. B.
Henderson, R. M. Murray, M. T. Magladery and D. A. Guilford.
Sgt. E. M. Haldane returned from a course and became C.S.M.
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of No. 3 Company. C.S.M. Wm. Maybin was commissioned as a
Lieutenant and posted to No. 3 Company. Sig. Sgt. Winnifrith
was also commissioned at this time.
C.S.M. Fraser of No. 2 was mentioned in orders at Victoria
Camp as having been awarded the D.C.M. for devotion to duty on
Observatory Ridge, as was C.S.M. Harry Marshall, who was killed.
Also, at Victoria Camp, the Battalion lost its “Regimental” through
illness. R.S.M. J. Keith had served from the start and it was with
regret that the Battalion bade him farewell. C.S.M. Fraser,
D.C.M., took his place, and Sgt. Fred Gledhill became C.S.M. of
No. 2 Company.

Ch X. The Railway Cut

CHAPTER X.

THE RAILWAY CUT, THE BLUFF
and
NORDLEULINGHEM
The Loop is a ﬂame with the Evening Hate
Till Wrath is fed and the gamed guns wait.

were becoming thick in the sparkling blue void over
A IRCRAFT
Flanders and it was now that skybattle, always an enter
tainment for the footslogger, became a usual sight but never
failed to turn all faces cloudward. During the spell in Corps
Reserve, in Victoria Lines, behind Reninghelst, the men spent
hours lying lazily on their backs in the sun, watching the sky being
festooned with futile puffs of white smoke from barking Archies
as they nagged the blackcrossed ﬁghters. Now and then a dog
ﬁght would develop, and when a knight of the air would streak
down, a ﬂaming meteor, leaving a tall black plume in his wake,
the infantry who faced dirtier death, were ever generous in their
praise for the daring and high courage of the men who warred in
the sky. From this point onward the air forces were to play a
greater and greater part in the war and consequently in the lives
of the Highlanders.
The Regiment rested in Victoria Lines from the 21st of June
to the 25th, content that their comrades who had fallen in the hope
less attack had been avenged and that practically all the shelltorn
ground lost on the 2nd of June (a section near Hooge was still
Germanheld) was once again in Canadian hands. Kits were
inspected and new equipment issued where necessary. The
Battalion marched dirty to Poperinghe and came back carrying a
few less of the species pediculus candide tergo after a bath. Unfor
tunately it was not uncommon, after the sketchy shower bath, to
hear a disgusted exclamation: “What the hell!” as the introductory
remark to a rehearsal of a man’s complete vocabulary of revilings,
on discovering on his allegedly clean shirt “the largest louse the
Lord ever let live,”
During the stay the big draft began to be assimilated, to become
acquainted with the old men who told brave tales of past deeds
and saw to it that the draftees understood they belonged to a
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“ﬁghting outﬁt.” As always, the old men swiftly worked the new
into the spirit of the corps but for a time they were as far apart
as if of different regiments. A shell, or a salvo of them, would
shudder in, up the trench. “Stretcherbearers onthedouble!”
would come down the line. “Who is it? Who is it?” would be
asked everywhere—if the period were quiet. The answer, if by an
Old Timer, might be: “Only a New Draftee.” It was harsh but
unkindness wasn’t meant. It was simply that there was a deep
and sickening regret when an Old Timer who had shaved through
this and that and somehow lived through long, weary months was
killed. “If you get it quick, you’re lucky and thrice lucky if it’s
where it doesn’t hurt” was the creed of these fatalists. But it was
hard on the New Draftee, who was green and willing and not at
all arrogant, for nowhere did cocksureness ﬂee so swiftly as on ﬁrst
arrival uptheline. Old Timers were frequently called that widely
familiar synonym for an Old Soldier by the New Draftees, who,
nevertheless, pondered upon the length of time it would be before
they, too, were Old Timers. And before long they were swanking
it over newer men.
The weather was fine and warm and it was to dry trenches that
the Battalion went on the night of the 25th of June, leaving Victoria
Lines at 8 o’clock in the evening and going by bus part of the way.
To prove they were in great spirits they sang every song in the
trench and billet repertoire until the nearness of the front area
stilled them.
No man who has been in a frontline but remembers the uncon
scious habit of whispering as soon as the starshells appeared close
ahead. The frontline area in the day, especially in the Salient,
would be silent and still and lying “doggo” so that it was hard to
realize the number of men who would be coming up out of their
burrows as the shades of a sinister twilight thickened and hid all
movement. At night the front seemed to waken, dim ﬁgures
passed here and there, furtively, in a silent line, carrying rations,
bathmats, “A” frames, wire, and the countless other things
demanded by trench ﬁghting; parties of men would be digging in
nauseous places, wholeheartedly cursing the sergeant who detailed
them, the Brass Hat who had decided the particular job should be
done, and the noncom. or officer of the engineers who met them at
some stealthy, deepshadowed rendezvous. The Salient was a death
trap. as it had harshly proven many times. After dark they seemed
hemmed in, ringed with the ﬂares and livid horizons. It was
perhaps the nights which became the indelible memory; the stealth,
surrounded by sudden, furious bursts of fire and foaming smoke
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swirled by venomous red tongues; the nervous, incessant traceries
of rockets outlining the tortured silhouette of crumbling farm
buildings; tangled, splintered stumps and the colossal churning of
frontline areas, the high bursting shrapnel and the glare of HiEx,
made men pause to wonder if they were not living a nightmare.
It was then that Death ran rampant, though it woke at times in
the day to murderous outbursts and then relapsed into brooding
silence once more. As dawn came over the rims behind the German
barbs, working parties in the rear would ﬁle silently back beyond
the shelled area, the trench holders would take to their burrows,
and the silence of another day would hold the watching, waiting
world. But through these stressful days their billets were ever
places of laughter and the echo of their songs followed them on the
cobbles.
It was Hill 60 and The Cut again, which the 2nd Battalion had
been holding. Relief Complete from every company reached
Battalion H.Q. by 12.45 a.m. on June 26th. It was just another
ordinary, yet always extraordinary Salient tour, with sleep scarce,
alertness imperative and the crack, crack, crack of snipers making
so certain that life didn’t become monotonous that they themselves
did so. Here are the outstanding incidents of each day, similar
yet always different to most tours in that part of the line.
JUNE 26TH:
We retaliated to enemy grenades by two to one at 11.15
a.m. our machineguns ﬁred on enemy frontline all night and
practically stopped the sniping. Rain kept the night quiet but
the Hun used many ﬂares and bombed No. 5 Crater at odd
intervals. Smoke was seen coming from the enemy frontline
during the day and was ﬁred on by our 18pounders.

That is the official recording of the day’s events. But the
words tell nothing of its excitements, quick spasms of ﬁre, and
swift death in the Highlanders’ trenches. No. 3 Company had
just taken unto itself a new commanding officer, Lt. E. S. Botterell,
whom they loved for he had been an original and had served
long and gallantly and had especially distinguished himself in
the chaos on Mont Sorrel. Now they lost him, suddenly, without
warning, and another gallant officer was struck from the rolls.
With Major Ansley he was passing up the trench of his company
and had to show for an instant over the top to pass the junction of
two trenches where it had been knocked in. A sniper caught him.
Four men were killed by shell ﬁre in Bensham Road, a communi
cation trench, early in the evening. Five men were wounded, three
by snipers
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JUNE 27TH:
Our scouts patrolled the entire front at night without meet
ing enemy. Hun seen during the day wearing a bluegray cap
with blue band. Two green lights were thrown up to the left
of Maple Copse.

Sgt. C. W. Green, a valuable and popular N.C.O., and Pte. A. J.
Waddell, both of No. 3 Company, were killed and three other men
were wounded on this “quiet” day during one of the sector’s sudden
outbursts of fury. It was shellﬁre again.
JUNE 28TH:
Artillery activity of the early morning developed into 9.
lively strafe. A German machinegun, situated near the Bluff,
far to the right, began ﬁring on a straight enﬁlade up our front
line. There was a trenchmortar demonstration during the
day and an observer made the following report: “Forty heavies
thrown on German frontline, eighty light shells ﬁred on the
Snout. Stokes gun ﬁred thirty rounds, trenchmortars thirty
ﬁve rounds. The enemy came back heavily with everything.”

The tour, as usual, had its nasty hours and the ratio of men
killed to those wounded was high. Six men were killed in the front
line during the Hun’s comeback, as mentioned, and two men were
wounded. The days were warm and the men, who had to sleep
during the day, were bothered, in addition to the “cooties,” by the
hordes of ﬂies; fat, bloated creatures, green and iridescent, which
rose loathsomely in swarms on the least movement. Equipment
was never unbuckled in the frontline and no man could take off
his shoes. Rough khaki itched and tempers naturally were short
in the hot weather. The cool evenings, when the lice were less
active, were a relief. Two bayonets driven into the sandbags over
a ﬁrestep, plus one page of a monthold English newspaper
stretched across them, made a ﬁne awning over a warrior’s couch
on hot days. Sleep was at least possible beneath it.
JUNE 29TH:
Patrol reported Germans handling iron girders in the rear
of the Snout. Enemy shelled The Cut heavily with 4.1’s at
3.30 p.m. Germans still working in trench in frontline and
for a period of ﬁve minutes during the afternoon, water was
being thrown over the parapet, evidently baled from a sap.

Cpl. Faultless was killed and two men were wounded in the
evening while crossing The Cut on the way back from Ration Dump.
So a tour would go. The last day was again characterized as
“quiet” with ﬁve men wounded by 5.9’s shelling The Cut. The
Battalion was out of the line and wending its way towards Scottish
Lines once more by 1.30 a.m. on the last day of June, after a trip
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which occasioned just the average number of casualties. Yet, one
officer was killed, 13 other ranks were killed and 14 were wounded.
One incident which was not mentioned in orders was the fright given
to Pte. Bean, the No. 3 Company cook. He was sitting in a support
trench cutting meat for the “mulligan,” softly whistling “Burlington
Bertie.” He was a Cockney and had been heard to say: “Go’r
Blimey, the noo.” A Flying Pig whufﬂed high over, far beyond
its usual habitat, and dropped straight for the industrious chef.
It drove his butcherknife and bullybeef box deep into the ground,
but was a dud. His language was appalling.
In Dominion Day Battalion Orders appeared the following:
“The G.O.C. takes pleasure in publishing the following mentioned
in General Sir Douglas Haig’s dispatches for gallant and distin
guished conduct in the ﬁeld: Major C. E. Bent, C.S.M. W. Maybin
(now Lt.) and Sgt. W. J. Binny.
On July 6th the Regiment was once more in Corps Reserve in
Connaught Lines and, as orders were out for beaucoup parades,
there was the usual unanimous encouragement to the mythical
Davy when it started to rain. The weather interrupted the
training syllabus, as they had hoped, and everyone had enjoyed
all the sleep a healthy man can stand by 7 o’clock of the 10th when
it was again uptheline. This time they marched to Poperinghe
Station, reached at 7.45 in the evening, and proceeded to Ypres in
style—boxcar pullmans. The Regiment relieved the 3rd Battalion
at midnight without casualties, and settled down for another stay
at the Railway Cutting.
For the tour, Lt. W. Mavor was given command of No. 3
Company and Capt. A. Fraser, who had been Adjutant for some
months, was given command of No. 4 Company and Lt. J. Chipman
took his place as Adjutant. Lt. E. W. Haldenby, who had joined
while the Battalion was out of the line, went in with No. 1 Company.
The disposition of the companies for the tour was: No. 1
Company in Trenches 394041 with one platoon in support. No. 4
Company occupied Trenches 424344 and the Bombing Post in
Trench 45. No. 3 Company was in reserve in the “deep living
trench” and No. 2 Company had two platoons in Larch Wood
dugouts and two in Zillebeke Switch, a reserve position. The
signallers slept in the Infantry Tunnel off The Cut on the left.
Throughout this tour the post in Fosse Way, the trenches dubbed
Lovers Lane, Jackson St., Bensham Road, Henshal Rd., and
Metropolitan Trench, were treated to many packages of choice,
Kruppmade high explosive. Visibility was very clear and over
the parados the deﬁant rag of a tower of the Cloth Hall seemed but
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a step away against the dropping sun, and steeples and chimneys
could be observed miles behind the German line. The usual wide
awakeness continued but the viciousness of the sniping was not so
evident, though trenchmortar bothers were a daily occurrence, the
methodical Hun generally starting his playful strafe about 3 o’clock
in the afternoon. It was during this tour in the line that Capt.
R. J. Gardiner left the Battalion and the dressing station was now
to be presided over by Capt. R. M. Shaw. The tour, with less
accuracy on the part of the Hun’s 5.9’s, was not so severe in that
but four men were killed, which was lenient for the Salient.
Thirtyone men were wounded.
The 16th Battalion relieved the Battalion on the night of July
15th16th and this time they marched to Swan Château, where for
four nights the men groused and sweated up forward and dug holes
in Flemish soil “six feet deep and a spade’s length wide,” in which
telephone cable was buried. The morning of the 21st found them
back again in Scottish Lines, and four days later, the Battalion
marched to the parade square of the 1st Divisional Ammunition
Column and were inspected and complimented by the Corps
Commander, Sir Julian Byng. The dress was “battle order” and
it was the ﬁrst glimpse the men had had of their new Corps
Commander. They then moved to Connaught Lines. The men
of the Battalion will not forget the concerts held during these warm
July evenings in the Y.M.C.A. and in the ﬁelds. The night of
the 27th was an hilarious evening when free beer was issued
for everyone, thanks to canteen proﬁts, and a singsong was held
that could be heard in Poperinghe. Exclusive parties were also
staged amongst the hop vines and shocks of corn in nearby
ﬁelds, the men lighting small bonﬁres and sitting around them
with a pilfered dixie ﬁlled with French beer, while the elocutionists
rendered Gunga Din, Dangerous Dan McGrew, The Face on the
Barroom Floor, Me and My Pal Lou, and other light ballads.
July 30th was Sunday and the Battalion fellin for church
service, taken by the Rev. Capt. Moffitt. It was voluntary and
there was an excellent turnout. Holy Communion was held later
for the R.C.’s. The stress of life was such that religion had little
chance to enter into the round of their days. The wise warpadré
had realized long ago that care of the men’s bodies was the greatest
work he and their officers could do, and their souls would take care
of themselves. The spirit of the frontline was the spirit of sacriﬁce
and though men liked to appear unemotional, all of them uncon
sciously felt that daily about them were instances of sheer unselﬁsh
ness and a purer, more honest Christianity than that of civil life.
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There was a greatness about the spirit of the frontline such as they
had never sensed before and were never, perhaps, to feel again. It
was the spirit of sacriﬁce and comradeship, never spoken of, yet
always there and most surely found when Death and Dread strode
over the world.
The days were hot and the men went about very deshabillé,
and scratched with much purpose. Card games were legion in the
shade of Connaught Line trees. Nap was the Oldcountryman’s
favourite; bridge was swank in the ranks. Crown and anchor
served for a fast gamble. Hearts was common and listless. Black
Jack was popular, craps was almost nonexistent, cribbage was
played much by the “Herring Chokers,” “Blue Noses” and “Spud
Islanders,” but poker was the regimental pastime. Perhaps that
was because the greener you were the more welcome you were.
On Sunday evening a party of officers proceeded to reconnoitre
a new line of trenches and the next night the Battalion once more
jolted by train from Poperinghe to the Asylum in Ypres en route
to the line. This was to be the last trip in 1916 in the Salient for
the 15th Battalion, and, fortunately, they had quiet days at the
Bluff for the farewell tour. The Bluff, because of the nearness of
the St. Eloi craters, had anything but a quiet reputation and the
memory of the second trip in that area, near the same spot, was still
vividly fresh. No. 1 Company was in Trench 32, No. 2 in Crater
Post and Gordon Post with two platoons in support; No. 3
Company was distributed through the Pollock, Bean and New
International Trenches and the Forest Dugouts, while No. 4 was
in King St. and nearby support trenches. Pte. W. N. Bickle of
No. 4 Company returned with his commission during this trench
stay.
The enemy was very passive and the nights passed with surpris
ingly few disturbances, with our frontline serene and contented as
long as the Hun’s revealing ﬂares kept going up with the usual
“Windy” regularity. That was a sign of no mischief. Shelling
was, however, fairly stiff and casualties averaged three or four a
day. The only untoward incident occurred at 6 p.m. on August
5th, when the enemy blew a small mine at the edge of a new large
crater. Evidently something went awry for the post in the crater
suffered but two casualties and there was very little damage done.
Five men of No. 2 Company were killed in the resultant shelling.
Seven men were wounded and Lt. Wm. Maybin was hit but
remained in the line. Retaliation was made by a bombing party
on his listening post and on one of his bombing posts—both that
night and the following evening, when the 5th Battalion relieved
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the Battalion. The Highlanders reached Scottish Lines by dawn
on the 7th with but one casualty going out.
Latrinerumour had been saying for some time that the
Canadians were moving to hotter climes, a quieter sector, also to
Turkey, Mesopotamia, Italy and Verdun. For once rumour did
not lie altogether and on August 9th the Regiment marched to
Connaught Lines and two days later continued the march, their
backs to the Bloody Salient, with all ranks agreed in the hope that
they would never again hold a trench in the pounded, battered and
deathaccursed world between the Hun and the stricken, dead City
of Ypres.
The march to the training area of the Second Army, which was
further back than the most cheerful optimist had hoped to be until
the war was over, was carried out in blistering hot weather, the
Brigade marching as a body and the whole Division swinging
steadily away from the rumbling guns on the eastern horizon. The
first night the Highlanders slept at Steenvoorde, the next at
Lederzeele and then came Nordleulinghem and green grass, clean
billets and long, gay summer days of training for battle, over ﬁelds
that had never known a shell. The march to this farback village
which the Battalion was to call home for 15 days, had been the
longest they had experienced for many months but the men were
fit and despite the August heat, could undoubtedly have carried
on day after day. Never before had they sung on the march as
they sang on this and on the route marches around Nordleulinghem.
The first company in the column would be lustily bellowing:
My name is MacNamara,
I’m the leader of the band,
We’re very few in numbers
But the best in all the land.
Behind them, another company, being original and independent,
would be whistling Tipperary or The Midnight Fusiliers, or all
singing a song, the chorus of which went something like this:
He shall d—i—eee,
He shall d—i—eee,
Oh, I’ll put a bunion
On his Spanish onion,
When I catch him bending tonight.
BOWWOW.
What the “Bowwow” meant no one knew, or cared. It was
like their “Have a banana,” given as an “amen” to almost every
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song. They had many other favourites during these days. No. 3
Company would howl the chorus of Frankie and Johnnie:
“He was the maan what done her wrong,
Gol darn his sooul!”
while No. 4 Company would be singing a verse they had added to
Mademoiselle from Armentières, one with a jeer in it, but, which all
knew, was kindly meant:
“The major got the CroixdeGuerre,
Parlezvous;
The major got the CroixdeGuerre,
Parlezvous;
The major got the CroixdeGuerre
But the sawedoff runt wasn’t even there:
Hinkydinky, parlezvous.
It must be admitted that some of their songs were spicy enough
to make Lt.Col. Bent, recently conﬁrmed in that rank as O.C.,
shrug his shoulders helplessly, like a father over an obstreperous
brood, and remark, “Thank God, the padré’s riding on the mess
cart.” But all of them helped in putting the weary miles behind.
During this stay at Nordleulinghem, and en route south, coloured
shoulder patches were sewn on the tunics of all ranks. They did,
as intended, aid in quick identiﬁcation of troops in the vast con
glomeration of units on the Somme. The 1st Canadian Division
was identiﬁed by a rectangular red patch—the Old Red Patch of
which they were to become so proud. These were sewn on both
arms of the tunic, near the shoulder. The 3rd Brigade distinctive
colour was blue placed above the red rectangle and cut in varied
shapes to distinguish the battalion. The 15th Battalion’s blue
patch was a triangle. It was at Nordleulinghem also that another
protection against gas begun to make its appearance. It was a
box respirator, more effective, if more bulky, than the “P.H.”, and
could be adjusted in an instant. There were many gas drills
while in Army Reserve to familiarize all ranks with their use,
pending their issue.
Never before had the Canadian Corps gone through such
Intensive and varied training for action. This was the start of
wise and thorough attack preparation that was to improve with
experience until barrages and the advancing infantry moved like
clockwork on a time schedule. That time was still in the
future, however. Miles of ﬁelds were laid out to represent enemy
positions. Battle training was by platoon, company, battalion
and brigade, with airplanes from St. Omer pool working with the
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infantry in gigantic assault operations. The men were drilled in
machinegunnery, in the use of the Lewis gun, in musketry, bayonet
exercises, open order assault, and the Signal, MachineGun and
Bombing Sections were never so busy in their lives relearning what
they disgustedly and pithily declared they already knew. They
were playing at war in the goldengreen ﬁelds and they enjoyed it,
for “we’d been so long in the Salient we’d begun to look like the
stumps in Sanctuary Wood.”
Gen. Sir Sam Hughes was an interested observer of the kilted
waves of the 3rd Brigade advancing in battle array over the green,
peaceful ﬁelds. Sometimes the outposts became lost and it was
not until the bugles blew fallin for the return to billets that they
emerged from cool, brickﬂoored estaminets, everywhere along the
roads, where they had “taken cover.” However, such little inci
dents were of small consequence, and the good humoured grousing
over the blare of the insolent bugle at early Reveille and at the
constant daily activity, failed to lessen the worth of the training,
if only in making every man as ﬁt as open air and hard work could
make him with the brief time available. The inhabitants of
Nordleulinghem and the little towns a kilometre or so down roads in
three directions were reserved but friendly and when the day came
to move the Battalion marched out with regret, taking with them
the memories of peaceful, happy days.
During the stay in the quiet of that serene countryside there
were many promotions amongst the senior noncoms. to ﬁll the
vacancies and the establishment of officers was brought up to
strength. The officers who joined during August were: Lts. D. R.
Morton, who became Transport Officer; Geoffrey Machell (No. 4),
Craddock Ramsay (No. 1), D. A. McIntosh (No. 3), and B. H.
Landels, who went to No. 3 Company. The practice of granting
commissions to deserving senior N.C.O.’s was now almost the
rule and about this time four longservice noncoms. received
theirs. They were C.S.M. W. W. Worthington, of No. 1
Company, whose place was taken by Sgt. R. Lomas Smith;
C.S.M. E. M. Haldane; C.S.M. J. M. Henderson and Cpl. Norman
Cosby. Lt. H. O’Leary transferred to the 3rd T.M. Battery;
Lt. G. S. Winnifrith and Lt. H. G. Pepall exchanged posts, the
former becoming MachineGun Officer and Lt. Pepall going to No. 4
Company as its O.C., as Capt. A. Fraser had left the Battalion for
hospital before leaving the Salient.
On August the 27th the Battalion fellin at 10 a.m. and proceeded
to St. Omer, where all ranks hoped they would stay the night.
St. Omer was a large town far back of the line and it was in high
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dudgeon that they boarded a train that evening at the station.
They had hoped to spend the evening (and their surplus francs)
amid the few pleasures of the city. They disembarked at Conte
ville at 11.30 p.m. and marched until 3 o’clock in the morning,
when they reached Maison Rolland. At this place orders were
issued granting the acting rank of major to officers commanding
companies, while so employed. A pleasant two days were spent
here and then the 3rd Brigade marched as a unit to Pernois, con
tinuing the move eastwards to La Vicogne on the 30th and to
Vadencourt on the 31st. Here it was that a working party was
supplied to the engineers to labour at the railhead. They unloaded
huge caterpillar machines, well covered with canvas, which caused
considerable speculation and wonderment. On September 1st the
Battalion marched independently through heavy rain to the sodden
Brickﬁelds outside of Albert and obtained their ﬁrst distant sight
of the farfamed Leaning Virgin. The entire Brigade was dismissed
in standing water and the men were told as the rain cascaded from
helmet brims that here were their billets. There was bitter cursing
by all ranks and vivid expostulation by the battalion commanders.
But that night the 15th Battalion bivouacked in the mud in the
downpour under their rubber sheets, cold, miserable and soaked,
with the comfortless patter of rain and the sullen voice of a thousand
guns, speaking deep from Thiepval to Gommecourt to lull them to
sleep. It was the Somme.

Ch XI. The Somme

CHAPTER XI.

THE SOMME

back the long, changing trails of the months behind,
L OOKING
the Highlanders are seen living a “holding” existence, a life
in which casualties had never been too heavy for a swift
recovery and a prompt welding of new men into the Regiment.
They had been a contented family, doing their job and doing it
well and accepting what might befall with a soldier's philosophy.
Ploegsteert, Messines and the Salient had been homes of various
temper and only the sudden nastiness of Mont Sorrel had inter
rupted the even tenor of their ways since early 1915. Now things
were to change. They were “On the Somme,” a region where was
relentlessly practised a ceaseless war of attrition, where the muttering
guns would not be still, where their toll was unending and where
there was mud, dread and heartbreaking labour always. From the
Somme to the end, veteran officers and men were frequently to
know a vague regret that nothing would remain the same; there
was too much change—battalions, companies and platoons—but
through it all, the 48th Highlanders, being what they were, remained
“The Regiment,” though half their ﬁghting strength was cut off
at a breath.
The Somme has been, and perhaps will remain, a point of
controversy, but Sir Douglas Haig in his ﬁnal despatches of the war
defended the Somme by the statement that the operation—the
main idea of which was to kill Germans—was one of the factors
which brought victory in 1918. Ludendorff conﬁrms this, for in
his war memoirs he admits that the end of this terriﬁc series of
smashes left the German Army in front “completely exhausted.”
Three things the British High Command considered in the spring
of 1916. To prevent transfer of troops to Russia; to take the
weight from the German blows at Verdun, where the French
tenaciously faced terriﬁc pressure; and, also, to threaten the enemy
communications along the line CambraiLe CateauMaubeuge.
So the region identiﬁed by the placid stream that had ﬂowed lazily
through slumbering valleys and past the cozy hamlets of Picardy
for untold centuries was chosen for the scene of the operations.
From Dominion Day, 1916, when the line went overthetop on a
22mile front, until the weather of late Fall stopped all aggression,
the menatarms of the British Empire gathered here to do battle.
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It was battle on battle with brief lulls between to bring up the guns
and fresh battalions. Miles of landscape reverberated to the song
of hundreds of iron jaws, and for weeks men fought and died in
dust and din or in the wallowing morass of wet weather. The
Australians were leaving, their turn done, in and about the dead
banked trenches of Mouquet Farm and Pozières; the South Africans
laughed and died but held “Devil’s Wood,” which they won; the
Newfoundlanders, too, knew the Somme, and almost every battalion
of the British Army took their turn somewhere along the tumultuous
line of assault.
Now, on September 1st, the Canadian Corps were arriving on
the ground where a continuous clamour of strife smote their ears
with the vicious persistence of a shock they had not yet known.
The Somme can only be remembered as a place to shun—a sea of
mud, misery, dread and weariness; but it marks a period of high
devotion to the tartan and to the cause, of men’s splendid gallantry
and of courageous perseverance that deﬁes description.
MOUQUET FARM
On the evening of September 2nd, the 15th Battalion marched
out of the soggy Brickﬁelds and moved into billets in houses in the
City of Albert. Above the square, where all eyes inevitably turned,
hung the Leaning Virgin—La Vierge d’Or—on top of the cathedral,
which had been struck by a German shell in January, 1915.
Engineers had wired and bolstered it, so that, though quite secure,
it hung down as though about to dive into the square or as if seeking
to peer in mute supplication upon the regiments forming there.
The superstitious peasant said that when the ﬁgure fell the war
would end, and all the British Army knew the saying and watched,
half believing, cogitating upon the chances of its being soon, and
gave their own expressive opinion upon “the bloody duration.”
Albert was all but deserted of civilians but troops were plentiful
—mudcaked, greyfaced men straight from the line and clean
uniformed Canadians. The next day was Sunday and the Battalion
held a church parade near Albert Square in the morning, and then
in the afternoon orders arrived for the next step forward. This
was the first time in their history that all the riﬂe strength of the
Battalion did not go into the line. It had been sternly taught that
it was wisdom to leave in billets the nucleus of a new unit—the
Secondincommand, a number of officers, N.C.O.’s and men to
form the backbone of the Battalion should disaster befall beneath
the guns.
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They moved out of Albert early in the afternoon, marched up
the AlbertBapaume Road and spent their ﬁrst night on the Somme,
close to the heavies, at La Boisselle and Tara Hill, names that ring
with the great deeds of early July. Nearby were the deep craters,
stupendous holes in the chalky ground that had been blasted by
mines on the 34th Division front at the start of the battle. The
men of the Battalion wandered about the desolate region as inter
ested as tourists. Along the road, south of La Boisselle, lay
Contalmaison, a razed rubble of white mortar, chalk and red brick
dust. In the heart of Sausage Valley and Happy Valley, the latter
so dubbed by some embittered cynic, not a green thing survived
the harrowing of the shells and the incessant barraging had churned
and tumbled and battered the land until crater merged into crater
—the pockmarkings of the disease of war. There was movement
in the valleys. Artillerymen unloaded limbers, a far ﬁle of men
shuffled dustily along the road and here and there parties half
heartedly dug. Everywhere was the mark of advance and on a
far ridge from whence came the familiar jabber of gunﬁre the
tortured earth was spouting without ceasing. Pozières was fantas
tically obliterated, a scrambled mound of red bricks, bristling
timbers and torn fragments of homes, the whole halfburied under
the mud sprayed everywhere by the shells.
The night passed quietly so far as the Battalion was concerned,
though they knew that others were getting a bouncing up front.
There was the crash of ﬁerce action over Thiepval, and a deeptoned
roll drifting from Bapaume. The gunﬁre was heavy and incessant,
and when it began to rain the voice of it only swelled and grew.
The day in supports was uneventful with but desultory and harmless
shelling near the Battalion’s position. At 7 p.m. on the 4th the
platoons began fallingin, to proceed forward by companies to the
relief of the 3rd Canadian Battalion, who had reprieved a unit of
Australians from the welter of the Somme in the frontline north
of Pozières a day or so before. The Battalion stopped for awhile
in the great chalk pits, well south of Pozières, and waited for dark.
As chill twilight fell, and with it a cold, steady rain, the guns began
to stir to the night’s work, after a peaceful afternoon, and the move
forward was continued under ﬁre which occasionally caught them.
On the Somme the hours of darkness were hours of barraging.
Always the guns began to bray their deepthroated curfew with
the onrush of dark.
They passed through Pozières, gloomy and forbidding in the
shadows, and the rim of war along the long restless line of the
Somme battlefront came into view, marked by the unceasing
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rising and falling of the trench lights. But they were among the
rolling uplands and there were times when they were never sure in
which direction they were heading, for the ﬁghts would drop behind
the ridges. Guides for each company had been met before reaching
Pozières and the move forward to their frontline positions in that
jet night was a ﬁtting introduction to the Somme, where unutterable
weariness was, if anything, worse than the shells.
The route was up Centre Way, a trench battered and caved
from many direct hits, cluttered with old phone wire and the dead,
and a communication that they were to remember long. They
started early in the evening and it was just short of daylight before
all were in. Long ago they had experienced travelling in ﬁle by
night—“Go slow in front—Where the hell’s 8 Platoon?” Then,
frantically—“Lost connection in the rear. Who’s the bloody fool
leading?—Why the hell don’t he double ALL the way?” They
would halt then and lean against the side of the trench and the
strayed tail of the weaving line would close up like a cursing concer
tina, slung riﬂes hitting the jaws of those behind as they joined
in the dark. They would slip and fall into holes in the inky black
ness. It was raining steadily now. They would halt and start
and stop again and the night would resound with the profanity of
weary men bursting into childish ﬁts of rage. The monotonous
yards seemed miles with the guide passing back “wire overhead”
or “wire underfoot” as they travelled the trench that seemed to
twist and turn and angle with aimless perversity. By the time they
got in that night the entire Battalion was tired, wet, miserable and
irascible.
No. 1 Company’s guides became hopelessly lost. They travelled
trenches and went overland until it seemed that daylight must be
upon them and at the halts would sit uncaring in the mud and
curse. The ﬂares no longer marked the frontline and after stern
questioning the guides admitted, a bit tearfully, for they were very
young, that they hadn’t the foggiest idea where they were. Major
Girvan went back to the rear, turned the company about and by
good luck and night sense, found Brigade H.Q. A fresh start
brought them at last to the H.Q. of the 3rd Battalion in Centre
Way and the Scout Officer of that unit obligingly led them to the
frontline. No. 2 Company suddenly appeared walking along the
parapet of the frontline. They didn’t know where they were,
they were so tired they didn’t care, and their guide and those in
front, including Major Acland, whom they greatly admired, had
taken many insults that night from the harassed rear, doubling to
keep up. To be lost and to feel blindly for hours through the
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impenetrable walls of a dripping Somme night was one of the most
common occurrences. It came almost to be an expectation, though
this time it was no fault of the Battalion’s. But at last, after one
of the weariest nights of wandering in memory, they were all in
their places. The shelling, and it was continuous, had missed none
of the companies.
Numbers 1 and 2 Companies were in O.G. 2 (frontline), with
the others in O.G. 1 (support) and in reserve. The frontline was
old, the end of some attack, had no bathmats, but was in fair shape.
The 3rd Battalion men said they would have been “willing to make
a gift of it to anyone,” only they weren’t getting out. They had
to take up another position on the right. Battalion H.Q. was in
a Hun sap off Centre Way, in the ruins of Pozières, its situation
marked by the old church bell. It was on top of the south side of
the trench and made a good landmark for night travellers. The
Battalion aid post was here also and long before Lt.Col. Bent had
received all reports of “Relief Complete” the doctor and his staff
had their hands full looking after the 28 casualties the relief had
suffered. Centre Way was jammed with Highlanders, going up,
so that the stretchers had to wait until nearly dawn before starting
their tedious journey to the dressing station near the cemetery at
Pozières.
No. 1 Company, under Major Girvan, was on the right with
No. 2, under Major Acland, on the left, and by midafternoon they
were weary and nervefrayed from crouching against the low
parapet under the pound of the heavies. The Battalion never did
understand their good fortune beside Mouquet Farm, for they were
under an incessant ﬁre of barrage fury, but by some twist of their
warluck, the greater number of shells—practically all of them of
the heavy, black, crunching variety—passed, screaming, over their
heads or roared into the soft earth in front of them. But casualties
were heavy enough, so they needed that small bit of good fortune.
Their equipment and riﬂes were clogged with mud on arrival but
in a lull during the morning, clips were inspected and riﬂebolts
looked over.
Day broke with some cessation from the ﬁre and our own gunners
also eased up. Just before coming in there had been much bombing
and several minor attacks, both ways, around the Farm, once the
foursided farm buildings and home of a wealthy gentleman of
Picardy. Now it was utterly obliterated, the mound that marked
its site honeycombed with saps and trenches. All morning the
area about Battalion H.Q. was shelled but the frontline until noon
was more or less unmolested and the men attempted to deepen
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their trench and to cut through the blocked points where shells had
thundered in during the night. There was no riﬂe or machinegun
ﬁre; a riﬂe crack seemed too ineffectual in the midst of that artillery
row. Throughout the morning stretcher parties of Germans, led
by men with white ﬂags, were strolling over the area of their front
line 500 yards away and even searching No Man’s Land well in front
of their line. We, also, had parties out looking for wounded down
on our left. They were Australians. Neither molested the other
and it seemed a strange humaneness in that forlorn place of bitter
strife. An Australian doctor passed through our frontline. He
was in charge of the bearers looking for the last of their wounded
from the ﬁghting in and beside Mouquet Farm. Many of them were
still lying in the craters of the pitted landscape. They found a
wounded Anzac who had been lying there for four days. Later
more care was taken regarding Huns working under the white ﬂag
as the Australians believed the German was abusing the privilege
and carrying on working parties under its protection.
In the first night’s strafing No. 1 Company lost Sgt. Appleton,
a veteran of other campaigns, who became numbed by concussion
and lost behind our trench. He was found and sent out, wounded
as well as shocked. He had been a splendid soldier and a pillar to
his company. A year ago the men in the ranks jeered when some
one went down the line with shellshock. It looked like lead
swinging. But they did no more. They had seen what they had
seen.
During the 4th, the day before the relief, the Battalion also lost
Lt. J. A. Davison, the Intelligence Officer, wounded; C.S.M.
Bernard of H.Q., and many other valuable noncoms. and men by
wounds. By the second night the casualties had reached well over
the 50 mark with 8 killed. The night of the 5th6th was quieter,
although the afternoon of the 5th had seen a continued and blasting
ﬁre ripping down on all the area with most of the shells going over
the frontline. Dawn of the 6th found the enemy guns still hammer
ing away but our gunners evidently wanted a rest. It grew so stiff
that it was decided retaliation should be asked for. Men stand
such shelling with a better heart when they know the Hun is also
getting it. His wires were out so Major Girvan went to Battalion
HQ. to report the situation. Wires were out there also but after
considerable trouble in lighting wet or inferior rockets, the guns
were persuaded to give him a strafe.
On the night of the 6th there was an exchange of company
positions, the support companies, No. 3 under Major Mavor and
No. 4 under Major Pepall trading with the frontline. Immediately
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afterwards, at about 1.10 a.m., the constant shelling that already
had every man of the Battalion ﬁghting ﬁercely with his nerves,
became a storm and the casualties mounted swiftly. The fire did
not ease up until 8 a.m. and then in another hour, with the entire
sector blasted and churned and rolled over once more, it quieted.
No. 3 and No. 4 Companies had taken a terriﬁc pounding. Lt.
R. W. Stevenson, who had been Bombing Officer and at the time
was attached to No. 4 Company, was so badly hit that he died of
his wounds. Lt. Stevenson came from Ancaster, Ont., and lies now
in the cemetery in Albert. Lt. J. M. Henderson and Major Harry
G. Pepall of the same Company were carried out, wounded. Major
Pepall was badly hit just after getting into the frontline. C.S.M.
B. J. Brigden and Sgt. B. Lang of No. 3 Company, Cpl. P. Sinclair
of No. 4 Company, and 10 men were killed, and 33 other N.C.O.’s
and men were wounded. Amongst them were Sgts. E. M. Tessier,
J. Allies, J. B. Wykes, and J. Gallagher and Cpl. F. A. Smith.
So it was with vast and understandable relief, that the High
landers started the long and precarious passage out of the line and
back to the AlbertBapaume Road. The 5th Canadian Battalion
came up in relief in the early evening of the next night and all the
Battalion were on their way out by 1.45 a.m. of September 8th.
Our guides for the occasion did not fail.
Every man of the Battalion had spent hours huddled against a
quaking parapet and learned, if he had never learned it before, how
to still shaking limbs with ﬁerce concentration on other things, by
forcing his mind apart from the present, the horror and the dread,
to peaceful things in other climes. The ordeal of remaining still
under that pound, pound, pound of the heavies, until the Great War,
was thought more than human control could stand. In other
campaigns men could break under a fire not nearly so intense and
not be disgraced. They discovered for themselves that war can
suddenly and without warning force man’s courage to rise many
times the usual, and ﬁfty times greater than he had thought possible.
They reached that height under the Mouquet Farm heavies, all of
them. And now the man who had joined since Mont Sorrel became
an Old Timer. He suddenly begot that which the veteran already
had, a certain personal pride on having been “through it,” of having
proven to himself, the unfoolable judge, that he could stand the gaff.
But he’d not forget Mouquet Farm.
The 8th was a day of rest in the bivouacs of the Brickﬁelds and
then started the strange round of marches and change of billets
that characterized the back areas of the Somme. The map shows
that each battalion, when it came out, started on the Brickﬁelds
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and marched in a rough circle—a day spent here, and a day or two
there, until they were due to go in again, when they would ﬁnd
themselves back in the muddy bivouacs near Albert once more.
So at 3.20 p.m. on the 9th they moved back to Warloy and went
into billets, the ofﬁcers in houses and the companies in not too
lousy barns and sheds. It was a Brigade march next day and the
Highlanders billetted before noon in Rubempré, and then the next
day it was the rest area at Fieffes, reached before supper. The
marching was pulling them together and in addition the men would
rather route march than drill, so everyone was satisﬁed with this
method of recuperation.
The cost of that ﬁrst brief trip under Somme artillery ﬁre—for
three days only—was over 100. Seventy men were wounded, many
of whom died, and 15 were killed; 15 noncoms. were wounded and
3 killed; 3 officers were wounded and Lt. Stevenson died of his
injuries. Reinforcements were practically nil before going in again,
but 19 men were taken on the strength from the Entrenching
Battalion during the stay at Fieffes. Capt. L. B. M. Loudon and
Capt. J. S. Laycock joined the Battalion, Sgt. W. Cowie became
C.S.M. of No. 3 Company and Cpls. W. H. Ball, C. Royall and
P. W. Berne became Sergeants of the same Company, as did Cpls.
G. L. Ormsby and A. Salter of the MachineGun Section. Cpl.
J. Matthew of No. 4 Company was likewise promoted.
Discipline was tightened during the fourday stay at Fieffes
and through the rest of their period out. It was especially so as
regards dress and all ranks were told it would be considered a heinous
crime to appear out of billets without belts. Training was mostly
of the company variety, which bored them, and on the 15th they
marched to La Vicogne and billetted. It was a fourhour march
and then the next day they had a ﬁvehour plod to Vadencourt
Wood on the hill above Vadencourt. Here it was that they learned
what the Hush Brigade meant and heard of the great engines of
war that rolled over everything in their path and caused the
Tommies in the battle of September 15th to exclaim “Gawstrikeme
pink” and the FrenchCanadians at Courcelette to blurt an
awestruck “Sacré," and then to become suddenly and unnaturally
dumb. What the Hun said when he saw the tanks coming is not
recorded.
On the 18th they ﬁnished their circular march around the back
area of the Somme, in heavy rain, and bedded down again on the
Brickﬁelds with the water seeping down their necks, up their sleeves
and oozing over the edge of their rubber sheets. An ammunition
dump provided shellboxes, kindly presented by an artillery ofﬁcer,
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and the men started bonﬁres, vainly trying to get their clothes dry
in the rain. The Brickﬁelds, which covered hundreds of ﬂat acres,
was a sea of canvas bivvies where thousands of Canadians spent
miserable nights. The 19th was so wet that no training could be
carried out and they sat out the day in discomfort under the down
pour. On the night of the 20th, practically the entire Battalion
went forward and dug in the mud until the engineers decided the
ditch was deep enough to bury their cable. Mess orderlies only
were left behind and these jeered noisily when the workers moved
off but it was shortlived, for within an hour, they had joined a
Brigade burial party under Capt. Laycock and were on their way
forward for four days’ distasteful and heartbreaking work over
the ground before Courcelette, where 2nd Division dead still lay
after their attack on September 15th, when they captured the Sugar
Factory and Courcelette. Twelve bodies of Australians were found
close to Courcelette, lying in a. row, and the men cursed for it
appeared to them like a massacre of prisoners. The Anzacs had
never been near the point.
On the 21st the companies trained in attack with their Lewis
gunners and then, after moving into Albert the next day, marched
back and had more practice walking behind a slow, imaginary
barrage. Several men returned during this period from hospital
and courses. Lt. Ian M. Cameron went to No. 4 Company. A
draft of 70 men, mostly from the 92nd Battalion, had joined.
(172 other ranks from the 92nd were taken on the strength during
September.) Lt.Col. Bent proceeded on leave after the Mouquet
Farm tour but was recalled before the Battalion went up again.
Lt. E. W. Brookﬁeld was also back on the 23rd, and Major B. E.
Wallace and Lt. Graham came up from the Entrenching Battalion
for duty.
THE ATTACK
On September 24th, the Staff had things prepared for another
assault which would wrench more miles of spouting uplands of the
Somme from the Hun. At 4.30 p.m. of that threatening day, with
the autumn sky dark and twilight already beginning to fall, the
Highlanders formed in Albert Square under the Virgin and swung
up the road towards the white mound on the horizon that marked
La Boisselle and the craters. The pipers played them to La
Boisselle cemetery and then turned out and the Battalion went
jauntily past to the skirl. It was as cheerful a march as any Somme
march could be, despite the fact that all ranks knew they were
“going over.” They relieved the 14th Battalion in the support
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trenches 500 yards east of Pozières and the night passed without
event. The day passed as easily and all had a good rest as the rain
stopped.
Early the next evening the burial party which had left four days
before reported back and Capt. Laycock, in charge, asked that his
men be left out of the line. They had been living under frontline
conditions for the whole period, without hot tea, on iron rations,
and without rum—something always had happened to it. And
their job had not been enviable. The O.C. told them he was sorry,
but men were short, and there was a big job ahead. He gave them
a drink of Scotch to prove his regret. The R.S.M., not knowing
about the Scotch, gave them a tot of rum, and then their C.S.M.’s,
not knowing about either the Scotch or rum, gave them another
tot, so that the party were the happiest in the Battalion on the
way in. They sang most of it, while the rest ﬂoundered and
stumbled and cursed in inky blackness through battered Centre
Way on the long trip forward.
The movein started at 7 p.m. on the 25th with the Zero Hour
set for 6 o'clock next morning. The one way in was through
Centre Way, extended since their last trip for nearly a mile, the
assaulting Canadians having battered their way forward for that
distance. Dead Germans lay in the sides of the trench and in places
clusters of dead topped it on both sides, showing that here and there
had been bitter ﬁghting as the line went forward. It rained and
the going became slippery, and as every man was loaded with a
full S.A.A. supply in his pouches, four bombs, sandbags, and some
in addition were carrying shovels and picks, it was a weary
Battalion that relieved part of the 14th Battalion and crowded
into their jumpoff line well before dawn.
It was necessary that the men be as fresh as possible for their
stern task of the morrow, and to prevent any recurrence of the
aimless wanderings of the previous trip, Lt. Eric Haldenby had been
sent forward to arrange for the relief. He saw to it that his guides
knew their job and none of them failed. The relief was awkward
but the advance party had everything running smoothly. It saved
strength, tempers and casualties. Lt. Haldenby, on reaching
Courcelette, reported to the doomed Battalion H.Q. of the 13th
Battalion, Royal Highlanders. It was in a dugout on the edge of
the town, entrance to which was gained by sliding down a chute.
The shelling was heavy and Lt.Col. Buchanan and his H.Q. were
startled when Lt. Haldenby arrived with a rush, feet first, on their
table. There was an air of taut nerves about the dugout as though
of premonition of the disaster to come. On the night of the 26th
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a shell burst in the walls, ignited a supply of gasoline and Lt.Col.
Buchanan, Major Peterman and Capt. Green were killed. Eight
others were killed and 83 were injured in that one blast.
The Battalion now settled down to wait for their luck at dawn,
not knowing that the hour had been postponed until noon instead
of being at 6 a.m. It was a relief to have that extra period of rest
after a hard march and when the day broke, bright, warm and
clear, they took it as a good omen and were cheered. During the
night a brisk artillery barrage fell on the frontline and there was
momentary anxiety that the Hun knew of those crowded trenches.
Casualties were light considering the amount of stuff thrown over
and at the time no signiﬁcance was attached to this artillery display.
The attack of September 26th, in which the 15th Battalion were
to take part, was on a long line and meant to break the defences
of bloodguilty Thiepval. They were two miles east of Thiepval,
holding a 500yard front, and facing the low ridge northwest of
Courcelette. The 16th and 13th Battalions were in support to the
Brigade. In operation orders of the day before Lt.Col. Bent
notiﬁed the officers and men of his Battalion of their duties and of
the task that lay ahead of them. Generally, they were to the
following effect:
The 15th Battalion, 48th Highlanders, will take by assault
the first objective, the German frontline; the second objective,
a support position, and any other position to and including
Regina Trench.
The boundary on the left ﬂank will be the western boundary
of squares R29a, R23c and R23a, and on the right it will be
the N. & S. line through R23 central. The boundaries are
precisely deﬁned as the two N. & S. gridlines 500 yards apart.
ASSEMBLY:
No. 1 Company on the right, under Major Girvan.
No. 2 Company in the centre, under Major Acland.
No. 3 Company on the left, under Major Mavor.
No. 4 Company in support, under Major Turnbull.
CONNECTING UNITS:
On the right—14th Battalion (R.M.R.).
On the left—2nd Canadian Infantry Brigade.
METHOD OF ASSAULT:
The attack will be on a threecompany frontage, No. 1 on
the right, No. 2 in the centre and No. 3 on the left. No. 4
Company will mop up.
ARTILLERY:
The bombardment is now on and will continue until Zero
Hour—6 a.m. September 26th. At Zero, the heavy artillery
will barrage in succession Hessian, Kenora, Courcelette, North
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and South Practice, Regina Trenches and Communications in
front of 3rd Brigade. Later they will lift to the Sunken Road
and Ravines leading south from the Valley of the Ancre and on
to the Grande Court Trench.
At Zero an intense shrapnel barrage will be laid down, one
hundred yards short of the German frontline on the whole front
of the attack. At Zero plus one minute this rolling barrage will
lift to the German frontline for seven minutes. Barrage will
then lift back 150 yards, The rate of advance is calculated at
100 yards to 2 minutes.
ASSEMBLY:
All units will be ready three hours before Zero without fail.
CONTACT PATROL:
No. 7 Squadron, R.F.C., will ﬂy at Zero, at Zero plus one
hour and fortyﬁve minutes and again at Zero plus two hours
and ﬁfteen minutes.
Flares at these hours will be lighted by the most advanced
line when the machines sound a klaxon or ﬁre a. Very light.
Machines will be marked with a black band under right wing.
If the sun is shining, ﬂash mirrors will be used as well as ﬂares.
EQUIPMENT:
Light marching order, haversacks on back, 48 hours’ iron
rations, water bottles ﬁlled, 4 grenades, 120 rounds S.A.A.,
6 sandbags, shovels and picks.
MEDICAL:
Dressing Station will remain where now situated, near
Battalion H.Q., at junction of Sunken Road and Centre Way.
All men going to the rear must be tagged by the M.O. or they
will be stopped by battle patrols.
Walking cases will proceed out Centre Way to the Dressing
Station in the Quarry on the PozièresAlbert Road. During
the attack no one is to remain behind with wounded officers or
other ranks. The stretcherbearers will attend to this duty.

Throughout the night the Battalion, as has been said, tensed
itself to go over at 6 a.m. but at 5.30 a second Operation Order was
issued, giving changed instructions. In effect these were:
Zero hour will be at 12.35 p.m.
This time will be communicated only to those whom it directly
concerns. The telephone will not be used for this purpose.
Watches will be synchronized at 6 a.m. and at 9 a.m. at
Battalion H.Q.
The Assembly will be concealed with all care, Bayonets will
not be ﬁxed until Zero Hour and no movement will be made
until the barrage opens.

The change from dark dawn to a daylight assault gave all ranks
an excellent chance to observe the ground over which they would
presently be moving, for good or for ill. The frontline in which
they were situated was on the lip of the Canadian side of what
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the Canadians were to know, at least those who had experience on
the right later, as Death Valley. On the Hun side of the valley
the bank rose gently so that the most of the Highlanders’ advance
would be uphill to the top of the ridge, behind which lay Regina
Trench. There was little sniping during the morning as it was
necessary that our snipers remain quiet. That packed frontline
must be kept hidden. The constant drone of British ﬁghting craft
overhead showed that the secret was being carefully guarded.
Now and then a party of Huns would be seen on the slopes in front,
moving in the open on some unknown task, and the metallic
toctoctocing of a Vickers would send them ludicrously scurrying
for shelter as a chuckle ran along our line.
Directly in front of the Battalion was an old trench known as
Fabeck Graben, used by the Hun in his backward career. This
section of it started from our frontline near the right ﬂank of No. 1
Company’s front, proceeded towards the German frontline for
approximately 100 yards and then swung to the left and ran parallel
to our line for 200 feet or more, where it seemed to peter out. It
was reported as unoccupied. The enemy frontline was supposed
to be a long trench on the side of the slope several hundred yards
away. The Hun was reported as holding the front by short trenches,
groups and posts, but how numerous they were the indeﬁnite infor
mation did not say.
No. 4 Company in support were in a newly dug trench behind
the frontline. They came under heavy shelling, both there and
when they moved forward to mop up, as the German barrage
roared down with the promptness that told of excellent communi
cation. They had a tough day and at the end mingled with the rest
of the new line. Dawn had found No. 3 Company, on the left,
out of the frontline and situated in shellcraters. They were well
to the left of Fabeck Graben. Major Mavor’s purpose was to miss
the comeback of the Hun at Zero, but he went out before the hour
had been changed and he and his men lay out there for seven hours,
wondering what had happened to the attack.
At 10 a.m. the tenseness of the standto hour for attack began
to grip the line. But a little later the rum came up and promptly
eased the strain, so that men squatted on the bottom of the trench
to chat, or moved along for a few words with friends situated near
them. There was restrained excitement but plenty of conﬁdence
and if the officers worried, with their added responsibility, the men
were surprisingly free from it and none showed it. Twelve noon
neared and still the morning stayed quiet, the area in front
apparently sleeping in the sun. It was hard to realize that in a
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few moments it would be spouting and leaping and smothered under
the wild maelstrom of our barrage. Officers and N.C.O.’s moved
quietly amongst their men with a cheering word here and a grin
there and the warning: “Don’t bunch, men, keep well spread.”
12.20 p.m. It was close, and men looked once more to see that
riﬂes were loaded, that bombs were easy to get at and had pins easy
to jerk. Nearing 12.30, with 5 minutes to go, the ofﬁcers had the
flaps back from their holsters and along the line everyone was
taking last, furious gulps from cigarettes and kicking holes for steps
in the parapet where necessary. “Get over fast and form in front,”
was the word.
Lt.Col. Bent and Lt. Chipman had moved up from their H.Q.
in the Sunken Road and established Advance H.Q. in No. 1
Company’s dugout. It was little better than a funkhole, being
but a few steps down from the ﬂoor of the frontline. It was an
uncomfortable and precarious place a few moments later for the
Hun barrage fell dead on our parapet. Signallers and runners were
with them, with the balance of the Communication Section,
including Cpl. C. R. Tait and a wickercage holding several homing
pigeons, remaining in the Sunken Road.
“Fix Bayonets!” came quietly along the line and the numbing
tautness of the last few instants can only be understood by those
who know. Major Girvan and a number of N.C.O.’s took up a
position at the mouth of the old trench running into No Man’s
Land. The latter were to direct which way the men would turn
as they emerged into No Man’s Land here. Major Acland was
near the centre of his company’s line, and Major Mavor still lay out
in front.
12.34 p.m. The machineguns opened with a storm of ﬁre that
utterly smothered a shout at arm’s length—and it was on! It had
been unexpected, that machinegun racketing, and for an awful
instant seemed to be the Hun’s. A long moment to wait and then
they were going over the parapet in the glare of noon for miles, as
the barrage opened with a crash that blotted the German frontline,
the shrapnel breaking above it in rolling funnels of smoke and the
H.E. sending it spouting in geysers of black earth. It was cracking
down well beyond Fabeck Graben. The Highlanders were lining
in No Man’s Land under a terriﬁc, unbelievable din that shut out
thought. Faces were masks and men moved as they do when facing
a hail of ﬁre, like automatons, appearing unafraid but with a white,
strained look of waiting for something.
The right ﬂank men of No. 1 Company were out of the old
communication trench and angling a little to the right under
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Lt. Haldenby. They were well away. But something was wrong.
Too many of those coming out at the junction of the old trench and
our frontline were spinning and dropping though the Hun barrage
had not yet locked down. And Highlanders fell just after leaping
over the parapet, white knees showing and riﬂes held high. Then
trouble was met in a breath, as it was always met in action. Fabeck
Graben was alive with Germans. Their bucket helmets were thick
along the parapet of the trench which had been ignored as but a
blind ditch. We had thought to simply jump it and go on. Major
Acland, coming up at the middle of this suddenly narrowed No
Man’s Land, and the early waves of his Company, for the moment
were stopped, and part of No. 1 was caught, surprised, straight in
front of bucket helmets and riﬂes that were pumping over the
parapet beyond a mass of wire.
A bomber screamed to Major Girvan: “There’s a block—
THERE!” pointing. Where the old trench turned there was a
Sandbag wall—German riﬂemen were taking swift toll from No. 1
Company as they emerged from the frontline. One bomber’s
riﬂeman was killed. He was lying just under the lip of the block.
Quickly, then, with the advance threatening to be held up before
it started, Major Girvan and Bombers Frank Bradley and Charles
Duffy ran a little to the right to where part of No. 1 Company
were going on, unaware, and came in on the post from the side.
They killed the two riﬂemen with bombs.
The three Highlanders were now looking down the trench which
was well crowded with Huns untouched by the barrage, laid down
beyond them. They were working their riﬂes frantically. They
were fresh, in clean uniforms, and had undoubtedly come in during
the night, likely under cover of that sudden artillery strafe. They
were a sacriﬁce and were dying game. No. 3 Company on the other
side had gone on, Major Mavor leading, also unaware of the check
in the centre of the Battalion’s advance. Major Girvan was
shooting down the trench, each jump of his revolver skinning his
nose. The cord was caught and he had to hold the butt against
his face. Bradley threw another bomb, which burst and killed a
man just as a German N.C.O. had directed his attention to the
Highlanders behind. His riﬂe was levelling as he went down.
There were 40 or 50 Huns at the point, 20 feet or so along from the
block. It was a wild moment and all was happening in a frantic
period of time that cannot be estimated in minutes. In front of
the balance of No. 1 Company there was wire, unbroken. Potato
mashers and hairbrush bombs were coming out. One of them
lobbed, dropped between a sergeant and a man. Both went down
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from concussion, and then were up again, ﬁring from the hip.
Men were falling throughout the length of No. 2 Company’s front
in serious numbers. A sergeant crashed backwards, his hands to
his face and blood spurting from between his ﬁngers. Another
laughed, then gushing blood choked him as he fell, slowly with
unutterable surprise on his face. Then along behind the Hun
frontline came the officer and the two blackheaded Highlanders
and the situation was saved. The men had bombs in their steel
helmets held in the crooks of their left arms, while their right hands
dropped Mills from a few feet upon the unsuspecting Huns, ﬁring
and throwing bombs at the Highlanders beyond the wire.
No. 2 Company was still held to the ground, principally by a
wildly
traversing
but
bravelymanned
machinegun.
Major
Acland’s early waves were already badly cut up. He, with the man
or two next him, headed for the stub of an old communication
trench. The Major ﬁred up this with his Colt and a signaller near
him heaved a bomb. It was a dud. A potatomasher dropped at
the Major’s feet. Another dud. Then along behind the trench
came Major Girvan and the pair of blackheaded, ﬁghting bombers.
They worked on down to the left, behind the trench, being joined
by a dozen or so others, and had a wild few minutes picking off
the Hun leaders. A hundred or so Huns were still ﬁghting. But
now it was over. A burly German officer or N.C.O. was ordering
his men to retreat from the extreme left, where the trench ended.
A few seconds more and the Highlanders in front swarmed over
the stubborn trench and it was ours. It was nasty while it lasted
for it hadn’t been counted upon and but for the prompt action of
the O.C. of No. 1 Company, and the skill and ﬁghting spirit of the
two bombers, it would have been serious, perhaps disastrous.
Major Acland said afterwards: “Major Girvan was truly magniﬁ
cent.” It was bad enough, for the space between the trench and
our frontline was dotted with kilted ﬁgures. The Hun had fought
well and had taken a toll that had not been counted on. For a
time the whole centre of the line was stopped dead. Bradley and
Duffy, the two staunch bombers, were wounded later in the day,
and returned to the Battalion only to be killed—Bradley on Vimy
and Duffy on Hill 70.
Meanwhile, No. 1 Company platoons on the right and No. 3
Company on the left were meeting with stiffer opposition than
expected but were well ahead of the centre of the line. Small
support positions and unmarked and unshelled posts were dotted
over the ridge up which they pressed. No. 2 Company and the
balance of No. 1 now came on. At one of these suddenlycomeupon
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posts a number of Huns popped out of the ground, after ﬁring until
the line was close, and either surrendered or ﬂed. One Hun,
standing up, ﬁred directly at Major Girvan, who with Major Acland
was getting the right ﬂank of the delayed line up with Major Mavor
on the left. The Hun, after ﬁring the shot, dropped his riﬂe and
skyward went his arms. The Major grabbed the scruff of his neck
and kicked him mightily in the rear. The Hun landed feet away,
then got up painfully and limped back, arms high and knees bent in
pain. He was lucky to get back alive. The line was laughing
hysterically and shouting inanities to one another. Major Girvan
didn’t get far beyond Fabeck Graben. He went down shortly, hit
in the chest, and those near him knew he was “in a bad way.”
Major Acland shook hands with him and went on. Lt. B. H.
Landels’ platoon was leaderless and Lt. R. M. Murray, with No. 2
Company, was out of it, wounded, before the show opened. Lt.
Denton of No. 1 Company was wounded with a piece in his shoulder,
while Lt. Haldenby was hit in the heel but carrying on. Lt. Geof.
Snow’s men were now also led by their sergeant, with word of their
officer indeﬁnite.
At 12.55 p.m. Battalion H.Q. had reported 50 or so prisoners
with more still coming, aiding wounded Highlanders. At least 50
had been taken in the overrun of Fabeck Graben. The barrage
lifted perfectly from the Hun’s ﬁrst series of defences and the whole
line, together now, were in on them. He had poor protection from
our barrage in his main unﬂanked trench and line of posts, and the
defence was cut in half. The bayonet was again shunned by the
Hun, although a Serbian member of the Battalion, a No. 3 Company
man, whose family had been massacred in Serbia, was one of the
ﬁrst among them. He made them ﬁght. He passed out of the
Battalion shortly afterwards on a stretcher, covered with more
Hun blood than his own, and grinning gaily—his revenge complete.
Just after breasting the slope, and away from the surprise of
Fabeck Graben, there had been a rightincline which was carried
through in perfect paradeground style, officers well in front of the
line, blowing whistles which weren’t heard. Major Acland gave the
ﬁeldtraining rightincline motion with his arm and the entire left
section of the line turned halfright as if on manoeuvres. It was
well done and brought them over towards Lt. Haldenby, now in
command of No. 1 Company, and closed the gap.
There was only a short pause at the Hun frontline, where our
casualties were seen to have been heavy, and the line was away again,
heading up the slow grasscovered slope. The Hun had laid down
a barrage in front of this ﬁrst line of defence but in the mad chaos
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and stupendous, sustained roar of the ﬁght it had been passed
through unnoticed, excepting for the sudden spouting of the earth
and the men who dropped out silently and suddenly. No shell
could be heard, even the explosion, unless it was big and close, and
then couldn’t be heard arriving. There were only stunning shocks.
The bright sunlight was singing hot with metal and it was useless
to duck, futile even to crawl.
There was exhilaration in the advance, a mingled feeling of wild
excitement and elation when men have little consciousness of their
actions. It began when the strain of the start was gone, and when
men are keyedup with the excitement of assault, they will storm
over anything. But all ranks were winded now from the long
advance, especially the centre men who had to hurry to conform
with the ﬂanks. Things were getting serious because of casualties
and the going became hard. The barrage was clamorous, though
no doubt mostly ours, yet over every foot of ground men were
twisting suddenly and queerly and going down with a crash of
equipment as men do when hit hard. The machineguns were
mowing. There were isolated posts everywhere which grew thicker
and more bothersome as the line worked its way forward. At one
point a number of Huns started advancing towards the centre of the
Battalion’s line, ﬁring as they came. They dared to within 20 feet
or so, then threw up their arms or tried to run. Some of them got
what they, perhaps, deserved. Some were taken prisoners, the rest
escaped. It appeared that they had meant to close with the
Highlanders in the open but hadn’t the heart to face the steel.
The lolloping gait of one very fat Boche was so funny that aim was
spoiled by laughing at him. He got away, trailing the others, with
the Highlanders dropping on one knee to pick him off.
The advance was slowing. At 1.30 p.m. Major Acland was
wounded, and so badly that no one expected him to recover. The
line went on and he lay in a shellhole all afternoon and evening and
at midnight recovered enough to move. Stretcherbearers had
done what they could for him. Then he was hit again, in the face,
by a whizzbang, a piece lodging over his eye, which was later
found in the back of his brain. He was an invalid for many months,
but miraculously lived. Major Acland had been with the Battalion
in France since May, 1915, and had always been one of its most
dependable and outstanding officers.
Everything seemed to be going splendidly but the casualties
were now a deﬁnite source of anxiety for the line was thinning
dangerously. The frontage, too, seemed to be widening and each
post was harder to rush as men became fewer. Enemy machine
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gunners were enﬁlading from the right, which is always deadly,
and were causing casualties, while a strong ﬁre came incessantly
from in front, from the general direction of Regina Trench. The
posts were also taking a bitter toll. These machinegun and
bombing strongpoints and short support trenches formed the new
method of the Hun in his desperate attempt to save men and slow
the Somme advance. Our artillery, using the “rolling” barrage
which was developed on the Somme, dealt with but a few of them.
Lt.Col. Bent reported the barrage perfect and lifting in good order
100 yards to 2 minutes. So it was not the fault of the gunners but
rather because of the indeﬁnite nature of the Hun’s defence. At
one place a man all but disappeared from sight in view of two
others near him. He had stepped into a hole over which a German
trench sheet had been placed with grass strewn on top. It was
well concealed and the earth which had been dug from the hole
had been carried away so that no sign of new earth would mark the
“hide.” On the knees of three men sitting below was the shiny
black barrel of a machinegun, ready for mounting. They were
killed. The same thing was tried elsewhere on the Battalion’s
front—an old trick to get an enemy in the rear. The Highlanders
had expected to take deﬁnite lines of trenches, but, starting with
the surprise trench directly in front of them at the jumpoff, they
had run into countless little clashes; considering that they were
dealing with a new and unexpected method of defence, they were
making excellent progress.
Time passed swiftly but before 3 p.m. the line was beginning to
be established close to Regina Trench. A message timed 5.25 p.m.
reported right and left companies in Regina Trench, but a later
message timed 7.45 p.m. stated that a line had been dug 150 yards
short of Regina Trench. Shellholes were being connected and the
trench was deepening, with German prisoners sweating and digging
as they had never done before, with bayonets jabbing their rears
to spur them on when they tired. The Battalion had changed in
appearance beyond belief in that long advance of a mile or so of
constant, isolated ﬁghts. But the task was ﬁnished and the day
won, and all ranks were elated. The last hundred yards had found
men moving gallantly forward, ten yards between neighbours,
which is not comfortable in daylight, especially with those defence
posts springing up here and there. Lt. Haldenby’s section of line
was dug in about a hundred yards in advance of the rest of the
Battalion on the crest of the slope and close to Regina Trench.
C.S.M. LomasSmith and a man of his Company (No. 1) had
gone beyond the stopping point and had taken shelter in a shell
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hole. A patrol of the 14th Battalion entered Kenora Trench on
the right and they angled over to investigate, machineguns whipping
under their feet. They stayed until night and had an afternoon of
bomb excitements as well as being able to snipe gunners at work
in the ravine running northwards into the Valley of the Ancre,
2,000 yards distant. The sergeantmajor went out to advise H.Q.
of the situation and was later wounded. That night Lt. Haldenby,
leading a carrying party, missed the frontline and also entered
Kenora Trench, coming upon it at the point held by this party.
He also sent back a report on the situation. Our guns were shelling
the position as well as the Hun’s batteries in the Ancre Valley. It
seemed possible that Regina Trench could be taken if reinforcements
could be rushed up during the night, but it was beyond the power
of the thin attacking line now facing it. Nothing was done,
although later in the night an attack was ordered and then cancelled
when reinforcements failed to reach their assembly positions.
The backlines were wild that black night. Guides failed, and men
of both the 16th and 13th Battalions spent hours wandering about
in the shelltorn area where even the contour of the ridges and
trenches was changed—blasted out of existence. Operations on
both the 14th and 15th Battalion fronts were planned and cancelled
before dawn.
Kenora Trench was one of the deepest and strongest trenches
the men had ever seen. During the evening strong bombing patrols
of the Battalion went forward and entered this line without much
difficulty. They found it heavily manned in spots but bombed
their way along for a considerable distance, stayed in it for some
time and accounted for a number of Huns. They believed they
were in Regina Trench but it is likely that there was a mistaken
identity of trenches. They were yards short of Regina. From
the line, swiftly being strengthened, further patrols and posts were
pushed forward to guard against a counter attack. They saw the
enemy digging in on the low ground about 500 yards northeast
of our front but there was no sign of a concerted counterstroke.
At 6 p.m. Major Mavor, M.C., had sent a message to Battalion
H.Q. that all was going well and that shelling was as yet light on
the newly won front. He was in charge of the line following the
attack. Machinegun positions had been established at effective
points and he was getting his line into shape to withstand a night
attack if it came. The Highlanders were holding a semicircular
line. Night fell with the men bracing themselves to take the
terriﬁc barrage that always came down on a newly won line on the
Somme. During the night, after a consultation, Major Mavor
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instructed Lt. Haldenby to retire and conform with the balance
of the Battalion in the dead ground behind the brow. This was
wise, for it developed that the Highlanders’ hastily dug trench
below the crest had not been located and the barrage, fortunately,
never came. The wounded were being taken out as quickly as
possible and early in the night everything was reported by the
O.C. Line to be entirely favourable. Relief was expected that
night but it was cancelled, no doubt because of the proposed con
tinuance of attack, and the Highlanders were ordered to remain in
the line for another 24 hours. They were in good shape and obeyed
with only the usual grouse.
Straﬁng by the artillery on the old Hum position, our old front
line, around Battalion H.Q. in the Sunken Road, and throughout
the length of Centre Way was severe during the night. The work
of communication was hazardous and the runners and signallers
put in a rough afternoon and night. Runner J. L. Maitland was
buried three times in one passage through Centre Way and the
signallers worked valiantly, if sometimes vainly, to keep their wires
in. The stretcherbearers had a dangerous job seeking wounded
in shellholes over the area of the Battalion’s advance. They were
still ﬁnding wounded at daylight. Cavalry units assisted in clearing
the battleﬁeld. A bitter end came to many of the walking
wounded; anxious to get out, they reached the regimental aid post,
but insisted upon going out at once—out through Centre Way—
despite the barrage of heavies playing on it. Many of them were
killed, and for a time were marked wounded and missing. Stretcher
cases, during the congested hours, were thick in the Sunken Road,
with shells falling amongst them, causing pitiful and unavoidable
carnage. The Sunken Road was a shambles. It held the aid post
and rear Battalion H.Q. Against the leeward wall there was some
safety, but ten feet out there was not, and many men were killed
at the very door of the dugout occupied by the M.O. and Battalion
H.Q. Lt.Col. Bent and Lt. Chipman remained in their Advance
H.Q. in the jumpingoff trench.
During the night water was the most insistently wanted thing.
All bottles were empty and the water party sent forward never
reached the Highlanders through the back barrage which did not
slacken to any great degree throughout the hours of darkness.
Many men crawled the open to ﬁnd bottles of men who would need
water no more. Checking up on the casualties, so far as was
possible, it was recorded towards midnight that Lts. Geoffrey Snow
and B. H. Landels were missing and believed killed. They were
later recorded killed although nothing deﬁnite was learned of their
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fate. Lt. Snow was a popular Toronto officer and Lt. Landels
had transferred from the P.P.C.L.I. Lt. Eric Haldenby, No. 1
Company, Capt. J. F. Wandless and Major Mavor, were all hit but
carrying on. The following nine officers were out of it with wounds:
Major J. P. Girvan, O.C., of No. 1 Company; Major P. P. Acland,
O.C. of No. 2 Company; Major A. Turnbull, O.C. of No. 4 Company
(wounded on the 27th); Lt. E. W. Brookﬁeld, No. 2 Company;
Capt. J. S. Laycock, No. 4 Company; Capt. L. B. Louden, No. 3
Company; Lt. W. N. Bickle, No. 2 Company; Lt. W. H. Denton,
No. 1 Company; and Lt. R. M. Murray, No. 2 Company. That
meant a total of 14 officers casualties for the show and again demon
strated the high rate of risk taken by those who must lead in action.
Lt. Wilf. Bickle dragged himself into Battalion H.Q., where Lt.
Chipman made a makeshift splint with a riﬂe. His knee was
badly shattered. Sgt. T. Wood, No. 4; Sgt. P. A. MacDonald,
No. 2; T. Holmes, No. 2; and 27 other N.C.O.’s and men were
already listed as killed. This number, it was known, would grow
from the ranks of the missing.
At dawn it was again evident that our position was excellent—
on a back slope but with observation from some points over a great
distance of the Hun’s back lines. The artillery ﬁre throughout
that day was again mainly on our supports and the old positions and
the greatest discomfort of the line was lack of drink of any kind.
The men, however, cheerfully groused and waited for the relief in
the evening. At 3 p.m. trouble seemed to be in the air when the
Hun opened a terriﬁc barrage on our old frontline and the back
areas and continued it until 5 o’clock, when peace again began to
fall over the sector. At 10.50 p.m. on the 27th the ﬁrst of the 24th
Battalion ﬁltered up in relief and all of the 15th Battalion were
out and wending their way towards the rear, somewhere in the dark,
by 2.45 a.m. of the 28th. Many of the parties going out inde
pendently, without guides, became lost, for the night was utterly
black and the deadhorseatthecorner type of landmark had
vanished during the past few hours. They came upon the Pozières
Bapaume Road and safety towards dawn, and thirst was quenched
from the watercarts stationed there before going on down the road.
Those with money were able to obtain coffee in a Y.M.C.A. dugout
situated there; those without were not. Soup was also obtained in
a sandbagged hovel, ﬁnanced by the Soldier’s Church Institute
and presided over by one of our own, Pte. George Leacock, the bass
singer. Billets in Albert were reached in time for a late breakfast
and then the entire Battalion bedded down in Albert Opera House
and in the adjacent houses. They were crusted with mud, bearded
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and dirty, but they slept as they were, the blissful sleep of the
victorious and the just.
The casualties for the attack can only be described as heavy,
even considering that long ﬁght up the slope. The total list as
now computed for the period between September 25th and 28th,
inclusive, stands at 2 officers and 115 other ranks killed, 10 officers
and 213 other ranks wounded, 1 man gassed and 2 taken prisoner.
This means that the 15th Battalion had already lost almost half
the usual strength of a battalion, in carrying on battle upon the
grim Somme, when the 100 and more casualties at Mouquet Farm
are considered. Amongst the sergeants who were wounded were
J. Buick of the Scouts; F. B. Dennison, No. 1, shot in the jaw at
the Hun frontline; N. Harbalister, No. 4; J. McRobert of No. 1;
C. Ryall, No. 3; G. N. Patton, No. 3 (later died); A. Ratcliffe,
No. 2; J. Marsland, No. 2; J. Tindall, No. 4; W. Keele, No. 4;
D. R. Matheson, No. 1; G. L. Ormsby, M.G.; G. McKenzie,
No. 2; and C.S.M. LomasSmith. Three sergeants have already
been mentioned as killed, which placed the total loss in senior
N.C.O.’s at 18. Of junior noncoms. there were losses of 4 killed,
5 missing and 24 wounded.
It had been a rough “do,” though victorious, but an action which
had none of the dread and doubt of night attack. Later horror,
and some of the things they had seen, the vision of a friend going
down, smashed and broken, the swift retribution on the hiding and
treacherous Hun, were to come back to them. But they had to
gird themselves now to the job of refreshing themselves and of
workingin the rush of new men with all possible speed. There
was no time on the Somme or anywhere else in the war to pause to
brood. The old soldier appeared to forget most quickly for he long
ago had learned the wisdom of pretending to himself that he had
forgotten.
THE LAST OF IT
The ﬁrst day, the 28th, was spent cleaning up until 4 p.m.,
when, polished, shaven and clean, though still weary, the Battalion
swung out of Albert towards Warloy. The road through the
Brickﬁelds was lined with men of other Canadian regiments, calling
questions and anxiously searching for friends. They gave the
Highlanders an ovation such as was given to few battalions after
action. Warloy was reached in the early evening after an easy
march, and at once desultory training started. There was a photo
grapher in the town who did a thriving trade after pay parade, as
many of the platoons, sadly depleted, obtained a record of those
who had so far survived the Somme.
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The new drafts started coming at once and the host of promo
tions to take the place of the N.C.O.’s and officers knocked out were
made with all speed. The noncoms. are never more valuable to
a ﬁghting battalion than in times of breaking in new men to the
ways of war. This time it was easy, for the majority of the 200
men who came up on draft were again men of the 92nd Battalion,
already imbued with the pride of the tartan. On September 30th,
the G.O.C. of the 1st Division inspected the Battalion near their
billets and complimented them on their gallant ﬁght. The stay
in Warloy was only until the night of the 5th of October, when an
abrupt order arrived sending the Highlanders back up the line to
the support of the 16th and 13th Battalions, who were about to
assault Regina Trench. Before leaving, Capt. Chipman, the
Adjutant, was granted leave to England and Lts. T. McGee, and
A. Samuel reported for duty before the trenches were reached.
Lt. E. W. Haldenby went in as Adjutant.
It was raining again, and a miserable night, but they reached
Brigade Supports and relieved the 58th Battalion in the battered,
dugoutless and waterbottomed trenches near the Sugar Reﬁnery
and behind Courcelette shortly after midnight. Old London buses
carried them to the end of safe travel by road. The area was well
spattered with shells which burst sullenly in the mud and to add
to the discomfort of the men two companies were moved up to the
frontline on the night of the 6th and the other two were sent forward
to help dig an advanced line, a jumpoff trench, across the Brigade
area, a dirty job at any time, and in the rain and mud, and hard
chalk subsoil on a nervous front, no language of a private soldier
can do justice to his feelings, no matter how versed in epithets he
may be. Doggedly a man can face bitter shellﬁre and the misery
of trench life in general, but he breaks into tearing spasms of rage
when he trips over a wire strand, falls into a shellhole in the black
night or some little thing goes wrong to irritate his aching limbs
and break down his control, already cracking from awful weariness
and unbelievable fatigue.
However, they got it done without undue casualties and were
back to their burrows in the mud before dawn, the holding companies
coming back the next night when relieved by the 16th Battalion,
who were to jumpoff at dawn on the 8th. It was the turn of the
14th and 15th Battalions to rest easy, if that were possible under
the conditions of existence on the Somme. Zero was 4.50 am.
and with the 15th Battalion standing on top of the ground to watch,
the dawn ﬂashed into a leaping red cauldron as with one voice the
guns of the Somme were bellowing. The attack did not go well.
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Uncut wire was responsible for appalling losses and long before
noon it was seen that the 13th Battalion, though ﬁghting gallantly,
had been cut to pieces and that the 16th, though they fought
bitterly to hold the ground they had won, and they took more
than most of the attacking battalions that day, had to fall back
eventually because their ﬂanks were in the air and they were in
imminent danger of being cut off. It was a wild morning, with our
area being heavily shelled by the Hun’s protective barrage, but
casualties remained light.
Lacking information, two 15th Battalion runners were sent across
the dangerous passage of Death Valley to the H.Q. of the 16th
Battalion. There was a terriﬁc shrapnel barrage breaking overhead
along the Valley, and every phone wire across it was cut. The
runners made it and brought back a written report to the 15th
H.Q. from Major C. W. Peck who had been in the 16th Battalion
H.Q. when they arrived, breathless, and marvelling at the luck
which had allowed them to do so. Bombs and ammunition were
urgently and desperately needed and so the 15th bombers were
called upon and gave daring and splendid aid to the harassed 16th,
running the gauntlet of the barrage to do so. In the words of one
of them:
“There was hell to pay in the Valley, about 9 o’clock it was,
when
the
SergeantMajor
yelled:
‘Bombersonthedouble.’
The Colonel and a runner were outside and the 8 of us, Cpl.
Seaton, French, Shepherd, Shaw, Robertson, Shirley, Gordon,
and McIlroy were soon loaded with bags of bombs, 54 pounds
each and following the runner for the brink of Death Valley.
We crossed, went up the other side where the 16th were to meet
us—we crossed it fast, too—but the 16th weren’t there, so we
went into a huddle and ﬁnally decided to go on up. It was a
long dogtrot and then a sprint, and four got near enough,
before he started with everything, to make Regina Trench. A
bullet hit Freddie French’s bombs and split one. He’d a’ been
the size of a dime if it had gone off. A bullet touched Shaw’s
helmet, another went through Gordon’s kilt. God, it was hot,
I’m telling you. The last four, Gordon leading, went to a
shellhole with the rest falling on top. Shirley crawled in—
he’d been hit. We advised him to crawl for home and we
never saw him again but he got out. When we put a head up,
there was a hell of a row, but when we got our wind, we jumped
from crater to crater. When we couldn’t do that any more,
Shaw said to make a dash altogether and some of us might
make it. So we got set like sprinters, digging our toes in, and
somebody said “Go.” There were a hundred machineguns
rattling and crackling but we made it by some miracle.
Returning, McIlroy got hit and we had to leave him with
Shaw’s
pullthrough
for
a
tourniquet
round
his
leg.
A
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stretcherbearer told us he got hit again and killed, Gordon
got badly hit in the Valley and so did Robertson. A swell trip
that was.”

The bombers were decorated for their devotion to duty on
recommendation of Major Peck. Their orders had been to meet
16th men at the far edge of Death Valley but when no one turned
up at the rendezvous, they exceeded their orders and on their own
initiative carried the desperately needed bombs the entire distance
to Regina Trench.
There was expectation during the afternoon that the 15th: would
be called up to aid the other two battered Highland battalions of
the Brigade, but by late afternoon the artillery on both sides
slackened and the checked line had a chance to fall back and
reorganize. The companies of the 15th had moved into a new
forward position before the attack. Battalion H.Q. was situated
in a good dugout in the Sunken Road at Courcelette. It was a
sound dugout inside, but generally there was a heavy coming
earthwards somewhere near the door. One shell all but wiped out
a platoon passing along the road to go forward to relieve the 16th
Battalion on the night of the 9th. The Sunken Road had been a
place of evil from the start. Taking it had cost many men of the
2nd Division and every night men were killed blundering along its
shellholed bottom.
On the night following the attack the Bapaume Road had been
pounded as it seldom had been before. Ration limbers of 1st and
3rd Division battalions were smashed and overturned and bags of
rations were littered along it for a mile. As there was no likelihood
of the attacking battalions getting rations that day, men in the back
areas fared well, rightly or wrongly, upon choice food, chocolates,
grapes and fancy cigarettes, sent up at much personal expense for
officers somewhere in the chaos of things up forward. A quarter
of beef disappeared on the back of a husky Highlander, heading for
Courcelette despite shellﬁre, with half a dozen hungry friends at
his heels. They had steak for the ﬁrst time in a long while, deep
under the town, in an old Hun dugout boasting a stove.
At 1 o’clock on the morning of the 10th, the Battalion got out
of the mud that had every man in the companies worn beyond
weariness. It clung at every step and tired a man so that he was
aching within a mile. The casualties for the tour had been heavy
enough considering the toll the Somme had already taken and the
fact that, except for two nights, the Battalion had been in
support. But they were inured now to casualties. Lts. C. S.
Scott and W. S. Graham had been wounded and 14 N.C.O.’s and
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men had been killed, including C.S.M. L. Bernard, who had returned
from hospital after a slight wound suffered at Mouquet Farm, only
a day before going in the line. Sgt. O. Seear was also killed. Sgts.
J. W. P. Clark and W. H. Hall had been wounded as had more than
40 other noncoms. and men. Pte. “Jersey” Baldwin, a famous
character of the original Battalion, who had just returned after a
long stay in England from wounds, was one of those killed.
Billets in Albert were reached at dawn and after the day’s rest
and cleanup they marched back to the Brickﬁelds, bivouacking
again. For this one occasion it wasn’t raining on the Brickﬁelds
and a concert party was much enjoyed that night. There was to
be little billet life between trips, however, and at two hours’ notice
on the 12th, the Highlanders packed up and went back to Courcelette
to the relief of the 8th Battalion in Brigade support. Then the
eternal and infernal fatigues started again. Burial and trench
digging parties were supplied to all and sundry, the men working
all night. Battalion H.Q. again situated itself in the old dugout
in the Sunken Road at Courcelette but had to move. The O.C.
was homeless except for a muddy, crumbling trench to the right
of the road. Corrugated iron was found and a shelter eventually
made “almost rainproof.” But all records and papers were well
soaked before the Battalion came out. On the last day in, the 15th
of October, the Germans decided to give the 15th Battalion one more
taste of the weight of his guns. Courcelette, the Sunken Road and
the entire back area were pounded and repounded but fortunately
he missed as a rule the shallow mudholes where crouched the
Highlanders, trying to ﬁnd solace by sucking wet “fags,” and all
fervently hoping that this was the last day for them and that now
they were “through with the bloody Somme.” The night of the
13th14th had been the costliest, for Major A. J. Ansley, attached to
Battalion H.Q., and who had been but a short time on the strength,
was killed instantly by a shell. He had been in charge of a burial
party. Lt. Proudfoot, the Intelligence Officer, was slightly wounded
and a corporal and ﬁve men on a working party this same rough
night were reported wounded and missing. Two of these turned
up in hospital, having crawled into some haven, but the others were
marked killedinaction. Nine additional men were wounded.
On the 14th, at 7 p.m.—it was getting dark early now—the
Battalion was relieved for the last time in this evil area, and turned
over their Somme trenches and their Somme dead to a stranger.
They went out by the old route, along the PozièresBapaume
Road, past the stranded tank at Pozières and the Chalk pit, and on
clown the road to Albert and billets. On the way some hopeful soul
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started the word going: “That ﬁnishes the Somme for us !” It
went through the Battalion and feet lightened, the weary started
smoking and general cheerfulness spread with it. On no battle
line did the lurking dread, the horror, the vague anxiety, and above
all the dead weight of fatigue, age men and weary them as did the
blasted, riven desolation and crimson hours upon the Somme. But,
again, as selfsacriﬁce is the shining attribute of war, no place had
seen such a noble, wholehearted ﬂood of it. Every man had met
with some evidence of it on the Somme, had received it or unselﬁshly
dispensed it, and to them no one could ever again argue that:
“Damn you, Jack, I’m alright,” was the creed of the Army.

Ch XII. Gouy Servins

CHAPTER XII.

GOUY SERVINS CHATEAU
and the
CHRISTMAS BILLETS OF HAILLICOURT

the Leaning Virgin again peering down upon them, the
W ITH
Battalion formed in Albert Square at 10 o’clock on the morning
of October 16th. Their ranks were worn and many faces
were missing that had gazed curiously upward toward the stricken
ﬁgure for the first time but six brief weeks before. In the eyes of
the veterans the still, trench look had grown more grim. Black
nights of rain, the dead that cluttered Centre Way and lay grotes
quely in the open, and the ﬁerce ﬁght of a man to “keep up his guts”
in endless hours under the heavies, had all added to the strain deep
behind those eyes. But the worst had been the fatigues and the
clinging, stinking octopus—MUD.
As Lt.Col. Bent’s voice rang: “Quick——March !” the drums
boomed on the word. and, to the Regiment, seemed to echo some
thing of their own feelings in turning their backs upon the rubble
heap of La Boisselle and the gaping craters in the chalk, on blotted
Pozières and shattered Courcelette, on shrapnellined Death Valley
and on that mud, the miles of hampering, hindering mud that had
clogged their feet and caked their bodies until it seemed to have
eaten into their Very souls. It was mud which caused them to
remember the Somme as a place of weariness rather than one where
the guns ringed the world in a circle of red terror always.
That was the Somme. They were done with it. They had
wrenched their mile or so of shelltorn terrain from the Hun.
Gallantly they had carried on through their turn with the rest of
the regiments of the Empire in the Blood Bath, as the German had
dubbed it. A casualty list of well over 500 was the grim testimony
of their share. But now they were done with it. There was vast
relief in that realization, which all honest men of all the regiments
that took a turn there will admit with a soldier’s emphasis. As
they swung beyond the last red roof of Albert, the sun came out
and the irrepressible good humour, the saving grace of the front
line ﬁghting man, began to rise and by the time they reached the
Brickﬁelds they were singing.
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The average soldier in France naturally became something of a
gypsy. His bivouac would just become secure, his barn roof would
just become rainproof, or he would just be getting to the point
where mademoiselle in the corner estaminet could safely be called
Marie when he was on the move again. Sometimes they left an
area with a certain amount of justiﬁable relief and they seldom
moved off for parts unknown with regret, for there was always a
vast curiosity about the next sector, a curiosity in which optimism
usually predominated. Sometimes they found “cushy” times and
sometimes they stepped into the ﬁrst cousin to a violently erupting
volcano, but the curiosity helped to keep spirits high. So now they
were gay. They didn’t know where they were going, neither did
they particularly care. For they had long ago taken on the attitude
of men in war: “What does it matter?”—expressed in soldier jargon
by the cryptic phrase, “Well, what the hell, Bill, what the hell?”
The Somme was behind and ever present rumour whispered that
the winter would be peaceful. If it were not—“Well, what the hell,
Bill?”—they’d handle it. They never lost that superb conﬁdence.
The Battalion reached Warloy’s familiar billets at 2 o’clock and
rested for the balance of the day. It was raining when they fellin
the next morning at 9 o’clock, and there was something wonderful
about their cheeriness, as there always will be about a body of war
wise and warweary troops, tramping, singing, through the rain.
Good spirits weren’t quenched and though the drums were kept in
their covers, there was an abundance of whistled choruses to ease
the miles to the camp at ValdeMaison. The next morning the
14th Battalion made the march a twobattalion column and at 2.30
in the afternoon packs were dumped on the floors of the huts at
HalloylesPernois. There was a rest of a day here and grousing
reached its highest known pitch when a fatigue party was detailed
to assist the townmajor in cleaning up the roads. The balance of
the Battalion added to the party’s irritation by carrolling Dan, Dan,
the Sanitary Man from a safe distance.
Here, at HalloylesPernois, Lt.Col. J. E. Leckie, D.S.O., com
manding the 16th Canadian Scottish, wrote Lt.Col. Bent, warmly
thanking him and his Highlanders for the aid given the 16th in their
desperate struggle to gain a foothold beyond Death Valley on
October 8th and 9th. It was only in such communications that the
human side of ofﬁcers and “Powers” on the Staff became plain.
The stilted phrasing of official epistles was eased for such occasions
unless it was spoken and not written, when it was more likely to
be a repetition of the “Fine body of troops” and “Discipline does
it” type of before or afterbattle oration. Certain it was, in a show,
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the stiffest of stiffbacked sergeantmajors became human and were
looked upon thereafter with a kindly eye by the ranks, perhaps for
the ﬁrst time since acquaintance had been made on a Canadian
parade ground. Men shared the same risks together, took pot
luck in a little corner of hell, and together stared death stark in the
eye. The chumship between men who have huddled against a
quaking parapet of mud or shared a funkhole where there was
only room for one, supersedes all other brotherhoods known to the
human race. There is a feeling of kinship thereafter that lasts long.
In part, Lt.Col. Leckie said:
“I wish to let you know how much we appreciate the way in
which you and your Battalion assisted us in the last ﬁghting. There
seemed to be such a keen desire from you all to do all in your power
for us and it helped and cheered us tremendously. Please convey
to your officers and men the grateful thanks of the 16th. If we
are ever in a position to reciprocate, count on us,
Faithfully yours,
J. E. LECKIE,
Commanding 16th Canadian Scottish

In the letter, also, can be seen something of the unfailing
cooperation, attaining unto sacriﬁce, that existed between the four
battalions of the 3rd Brigade. No matter what the changes in
command, through the exigencies of war, that spirit remained fast,
and it was a comfort to know that behind was a brother regiment
standing ready to come up and get into it on the asking.
Capt. J. H. Chipman now resumed the adjutantcy and Lt. E. W.
Haldenby returned to No. 1 Company. On the 20th, the 3rd
Brigade marched as a unit via St. LegerlesDomart, Domart to
Ribeaucourt, where the Battalion billeted. Still the march went on.
On the 21st they slept in Fortel, on the 22nd in Buneville, which
was promptly called “Bumville,” and on the 23rd they arrived in
BailleulauxCornailles, where Major W. P. Malone rejoined the
Battalion after leave and Major Mavor, who had been acting
secondincommand, returned to his company. It was in Bailleul
auxCornailles, where the second meeting of officers was held, (the
other occurring on the Brickfields) which had a signiﬁcant bearing
on the future of the Regiment. They were assembled for the
purpose of deciding whether or not the 15th Battalion was to
continue to bear the title “48th Highlanders.” If they didn’t they
would simply become the 15th Canadian Infantry Battalion. There
were memories of officers and men in Germany, and of officers and
men sleeping forever in this land of strife. The vote was practi
cally unanimous that the Battalion should remain “48th High
landers.” Later, Lt.Col. Bent stated that, had the vote by any
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possible chance gone the other way, he would have resigned the
command.
The next day it was Hermin with the weather still depressing
and dull and rain falling steadily. At noon of October 26th they
came at last to the squalid, muddy streets, the slatternly houses and
the draughty, downatheel château of Gouy Servins, which the
Battalion was to know many times in the months to come. Along
the march north slightly wounded men continued to drift back,
some order began to come out of the doubt as to what had happened
to many of the men of the Battalion through the Somme tours,
and generally, life began to come back to normal. On the 25th
of October, Sgt. S. McPherson and Ptes. H. Biggs and E. E. Rogers,
all of the stretcherbearing staff, were advised that they had been
awarded the Military Medal. In November still further Military
Medals were awarded for gallantry. They were to C.S.M. William
Maybin (now Lieutenant) and Sgts. W. J. Binny and W. G. Pavey.
Still it rained, but the big château which held the entire
Battalion, exclusive of officers, who were billeted with the scant
populace and in Nissen huts, was warm enough, provided sufficient
coke could be rustled to keep the braziers going. By morning of
the 27th every one had contrived somehow to get clothes and
equipment dried out. It was made easy by an issue of trousers,
mostly cut into shorts by the men, for winter wear. But at 10
am. they were drenched once more when they began moving off
at ﬁveminute intervals between platoons, en route to Villersau
Bois. The 9th Royal Sussex Regiment had guides waiting there
and by 4.20 in the afternoon the relief of this unit, in the close
support position at Cabaret Rouge, had been completed without
casualties. The report to Brigade H.Q. for that ﬁrst night on the
new front read: “No enemy activity. Night passed quietly.” As
they had hoped, the new sector was quiet and for a little space, at
least, the lifeblood of the Battalion was to drip but slowly into the
soil of France.
The Regiment was in support to the 13th and 16th Battalions,
who were holding the line at the left end of Vimy Ridge. Still and
silent Souchez was in the valley on the left enclosed in barbed wire,
which rumour falsely said was because a deadly gas that obliterated
all life, even to the roots of the grass, still lurked in the cellars.
Rumour also lied in saying that a secret arsenal was established
there. The Souchez River—another rivulet that would have been
an unnamed creek in Canada—ran through the valley which was
held by a series of strongpoints and by patrols. Cabaret Rouge
was a long row of dugouts built into the sheer fall of the ridge on
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the British side. It made perfect shelter and the men could sit in
their dugouts in blissful security facing across the drab, autumn
dead ﬁelds towards VillersauBois. A light railway ran along this
bluff in front of the dugouts. Battalion H.Q. and the Company
H.Q.’s were likewise comfortable, the walls being tastefully adorned
as usual with ladies from the pages of La Vie Parisienne. The
eternal working party again became a nightly habit but casualties
were nil and, as there was nothing to do during the day but sleep
or hunt for souvenirs in the ﬁelds, across which 20,000 poilus had
died for France in gallant but futile assaults on the impregnable
Ridge, the men were well rested after their long march from the
Somme by the time they moved into the frontline on the morning
of November 3rd. The hobby here was sculpting, as the chalk
was soft, and many creditable crests were carved.
The frontline for this ﬁrst tour on the Ridge was held by three
companies, one company being held in close support. The trenches
were high and for the most part well built and the ﬁrst night passed
without a casualty, although Mrs. Minnie was a frequent visitor
and there was also considerable riﬂe grenading. The second day
was also quiet, the only casualties occurring when a German trench
mortar made a dead hit on a saphead and wounded two men.
Throughout the tour Lascelle Trench, the C.T. leading to the front
line, was shelled by whizzbangs but the dull weather held down
any serious aggressiveness—winter had shut down.
During the early morning of the 8th, Lt.Col. Bent asked the
T.M. Battery, behind the centre company, to retaliate for the
constant nagging of new Pineapple trenchmortars recently installed
by the Hun opposite. They had killed Bomber J. D. Welsh,
wounded another of the grenade company and two other men.
Sgt. Fred Wade, who had led a patrol on a prowl through No Man’s
Land, just at this hour, reported a large party working on the
German frontline. It seemed like an opportune time and 100
sixtypound Toc Emmas were pumped over in quick succession.
In the morning it was seen that the German frontline was badly
battered. The O.C. enjoyed the little show, which was a sort of
farewell demonstration, as he left for England on leave after viewing
the damage. At the same time, Capt. R. M. Shaw, the gallant
M.O., strode down the road en route to the boulevards of Paris
and Lt. G. S. Winnifrith went to England. Major Malone took
command.
Aircraft throughout the tour were exceptionally active despite
the weather and on the morning of the 9th when the sun broke
through the clouds, ten dog ﬁghts were counted before noon and
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closely watched by the Battalion, with the honours appearing about
even. The whizz of falling shrapnel from the yapping, futile Archie
ﬁlled the air all morning. Four men were wounded during the night.
The 4th Battalion relieved the Battalion during the afternoon of
November 10th and the marchout in daylight was completed and
the Highlanders settled in Gouy Servins Château before dark.
A large draft was waiting for the Battalion at the château—206
men from the 134th Battalion had arrived and the Regiment now
took on something of the appearance of its old, fullrank ﬁghting
strength. With them were nine subalterns who were posted as
follows: E. L. Fielding to No. 1 Company; A. C. H. Andrews and
S. J. Reeves to No. 2 Company; J. H. Creighton, C. E. Read and
H. P. A. Edge to No. 3 Company; R. S. C. Webber and M. F.
Newman to No. 4 Company.
It was now learned that the O.C. of the 16th Canadian Scottish
had recommended for honours the men who had carried those
precious Mills bombs on the hazardous road to his frontline on
October 9th. As a result Military Medals were awarded to the
following bombers: Cpl. T. Seaton, and Ptes. J. R. “Tiny” Shaw,
W. Gordon, F. C. S. French, O. D. Sheppard, F. Shirley and D.
Robertson. In addition four others received the same decoration:
Ptes. A. Fraser, A. Carter, G. North and Cpl. J. E. King.
Many amusing instances occurred while the Battalion lived in
the château throughout the winter, some of them printable, some
of them not. Pilfering of armyowned equipment was never con
sidered “stealing” in any service. Chickens were dangerous things
to “lift” no matter how hungry the soldier and no man touched
another’s rations. But you could “trade” your dirty riﬂe for a
clean one just before inspection and not be ostracised. An ugly
tempered horse could even be “exchanged” for a milder steed and
the runners, who were allowed bicycles—if they could get them—
were adept at the art of always having a good supply. And so,
during this period at the château, Runner J. L. (Yank) Maitland,
famous for his escapades, noticed that the Post Office Sergeant had
“acquired” a new and shiny wheel. It was suddenly stolen and the
sergeant offered any runner 25 francs for a new one. That night
the following conversation occurred from two sides of the large doors
of the château stable:
“Hi, let me in.—Where’s that ——! ——!——Maitland?”
“He’s not here,” obligingly lied a friend, as Maitland vanished
into the rain and the night in his shirt tail, via another door.
“I’ll kill him!” railed the sergeant. “I’ll kill him! He sold me
my own ——!—— ! bicycle.” And Maitland was kept in the rain

Carency

GOUY SERVINS CHATEAU

195

with nothing on but his shirt for most of the night as punishment.
The entire syllabus of infantry training was touched upon on
the company parade grounds and at the Divisional School at
Maisnil Bouche during this rest period. Before going into the line
again, Lt. Walter Proctor joined the Battalion and Capt. Shaw
again took over the duties of M.O. from Capt. Gardiner on his
return from Paris. Lt.Col. Bent was back from leave in time to
lead the Battalion into the line, when, at 11 a.m. of the 18th of
November, another daylight relief was started.
The Regiment took the place of the 10th Canadian Battalion
in the frontline in the Carency Sector, without casualties, before
night fell. The incessant rain had played havoc with trench walls
and dugouts. Caveins were general and once more ﬁles of men,
grousing about being damn coolies, wended their way to the
Engineers Dump and sloshed back to the C.T.’s, packing corrugated
iron, bathmats and “A” frames. Other parties laboured with the
hated shovel, throwing muck and water on top of the parapet,
from whence it promptly ran back in again while they cursed whole
heartedly at the futility of it. But they were used to mud and it
was philosophically accepted as part of the game. Consolation was
that the Hun was busy keeping himself dry also. The one unusual
bit of excitement on these quiet evenings occurred when a Lewis
gunner caught a party of Huns between the lines at 2.45 a.m. on
November 21st, and got a bag of five. “They went down like
bloody ninepins,” explained the man behind the butt, while a
friend bellowed into the night a pet exclamation of the Colonel’s
in time of shellﬁre: “Set ’em up in the other alley!”
On the 22nd the 16th Battalion traded places with the 15th
and early in the afternoon the Highlanders were again comfortable
in reserve positions at Cabaret Rouge, Carency and Hospital
Corner. They had suffered less than half a dozen casualties in
the frontline. Showers fell only at intervals during this spell in
reserve but the size and frequency of the working parties increased,
so that all ranks threw the packs on with genuine relief when they
changed places once more with the 16th Battalion on the 26th. A
vote would have given the frontline here a high standing in popu
larity as working parties utterly ruined the pleasures of supports.
It was listless ﬁghting, one side starting trouble with light guns and
the other promptly retaliating with trenchmortars or some other
weapon, and then there would be retaliation for retaliation until
one side became bored. The Hun did little more than help to keep
his munition factories busy. So it was an interested rather than a
tense Battalion that waited for 7.50 p.m. on the night of November
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28th for a mine to be blown on the right, in front of the 14th
Battalion. It was an exciting and noisy evening with the frontline
coming in for a heavy barrage. One man was killed and ﬁve others
were wounded.
Then the tour ended. The 16th Battalion took over during the
afternoon of the last day of November and this time the march was
short, billets being in VillersauBois which was reached in time for
supper. The stay here was for four days with nightly working
parties and two casualties, and then the Highlanders, after being
relieved by the 2nd Canadian Battalion, marched once more to the
château in Gouy Servins in the ﬁrst thin snow ﬂurry of the winter
of 191617.
Christmas was in the air. Even G.H.Q. knew it, for an order
was issued saying that “A Happy New Year” or “A Merry
Christmas” might be written on post cards. Then, evidently feeling
guilty over this untoward ﬁt of generosity, a. further order was
added that all ranks must cease advertising in the Lonely Soldier
Column of newspapers to obtain long distance acquaintance with
members of the fair sex. It was a hard blow for the wanglers of
boxesfromhome.
Leave continued to be available and many more officers and
men were away for the longawaited but brief stay in civilization
during November and December. On December 4th, Lts. Evan
Ryrie and R. A. Brown and 12 men arrived from the 1st Entrenching
Battalion and a further draft of 101 men of the 134th Battalion was
taken on the strength. On the 9th another draft of 39 men dropped
in to wonder about la guerre, to ask many questions and to be told
many lies by the veterans, who as usual drank the new draft’s
French beer and obligingly related how went the war. Before
leaving the château Sgts. J. A. MacKinnon and J. S. Wilson marched
forth to the parade ground wearing highly polished Sam Browne
belts, their commissions having been granted.
The Regiment relieved the 10th Battalion in the Berthonval
Sector, along the Ridge to the right of the areas previously
occupied, on the early evening of December 12th. There was much
anxious discussion now as to whether this date would bring them
out of the line for Christmas. The pessimists said: “Outofthe
line, hell, it’ll be Minenwerfer pudding and a slice off a ﬁvenine
for our Santa Claus.” But the Battalion hoped. That’s the one
thing a private soldier, fed up with discipline, will explain “they
can’t prevent you from doing.”
Sniping was only desultory and the activity of the Hun consisted
of occasional shelling of Cavalier, Lombard, Tottenham and Central
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Trenches. They were well registered and passage along them during
a strafe was a risky and unpleasant affair. Lt. T. McGee of No. 3
Company was slightly wounded on December 15th but remained
at his post. The weather had turned colder, the rain stopped and
life was easier. The tour was uneventful until the last night in
when the frontline stoodto with a rush at 1 am. weird noises,
scuffling, grunting, the clink of metal and tinkle of barbedwire
told of nocturnal activity in No Man’s Land. It was plainly
combat of some kind and the superstitious for a moment thought
that the spirits that prowled the eerie wastes had fallen out over
some piece of choice devilment. The usual word had been passed
from bay to bay, down the line, that the patrol was going out and
luckily there was no nervous sentry to blaze blindly into the night.
Shortly, two scouts slid over the parapet bringing with them a
frightened and subdued Hun, from whom was obtained valuable
information. The elated scouts were Monkman and Petros.
Before daylight a bombing squad raided an enemy listening post
just to further harass the Bavarian. So passed that tour.
The 16th Battalion came up in relief and the 15th moved out
to Brigade Support on the right ﬂank of Cabaret Rouge for four
days. Then the Battalion, being relieved on the 21st by the 102nd
Battalion of the 4th Division, which had also ﬁnished with the
Somme, marched once again to Gouy Servins Château. Mr.
Douglas Robertson, correspondent of the Toronto Telegram, visited
the officers that evening. That night the billets were long awake
for the impossible had happened. Months they had waited for it.
A hundred times they had heard that it was imminent and now it
had arrived. The 1st Canadian Division were to start on the
morrow for peaceful days and far back areas on a month’s rest.
Christmas out of the line after all.’ A proper Scottish New Year!
THE CHRISTMAS BILLETS OF HAILLICOURT
It was true. Reveillé echoed through the gray, dripping winter
dawn at 5.30, on the morning of December 22nd. But to the men
there was nothing depressing anywhere, even about the weather.
The fallin sounded an hour later and presently they were swinging
out of the château courtyard and away from the line. It was a
ﬁvehour march but the miles slipped behind unnoticed and the
exuberance of the occasion seemed worth all the weary months of
war since that last Christmas at “Plugstreet” which, in the minds
of the veterans, seemed a decade past.
The Christmas billets of Haillicourt will never be forgotten by
the men who were there. No effort was spared to assure the men a
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memorable time. And they got it. Discipline naturally eased off,
there was an extra 20 francs for every man on the pay parade, but
there was a tinge of homesickness running through the hilarity.
This was intensiﬁed by the thoughtfulness of faroff Toronto. The
home city sent $1,500 and the Highlanders’ home unit sent an
additional $500 to ensure the Battalion as ﬁne a Christmas as
conditions would allow. A beautiful Regimental Christmas Card
had been printed, bearing the Regimental crest, and these were
sent home by hundreds. The sergeants of each company had their
own cards as did the ofﬁcers. Lt.Col. Bent’s message to his
Regiment was:
“The Commanding Officer extends heartiest greetings to all
members of the Battalion and hopes that the New Year will bring
us fresh laurels and victory so that next Christmas may be spent
at Our Ain Fireside.”

His Majesty sent his good wishes, concluding with: “May God
bless and protect you” and there were countless messages of good
cheer from the High Command, from members of the Dominion
Government, from Lt.Col. C. W. Darling, commanding the 48th
in Toronto, and from Mrs. W. R. Marshall, widow of the Battalion’s
late commander.
The remaining days before Christmas were busy ones, preparing
for the feast. The bickering and conniving of the purchasing parties
in Bruay matched the shrewd thriftiness of the tradesmen and by
the time the various dinners were ready the menu was ﬁt, as one
man put it, “for a ruddy king.”
Each company and detail dined separately and joyously. A
marquee had been wangled from somewhere and was erected in a
nearby ﬁeld. In it the sergeants’ dinner was held with the officers’
dinner following a day or so later. There was even an ancient and
asthmatic piano, obtained at great cost and trouble, on the platform
which had been erected for the entertainers. The company officers
also dined with their companies and so were exceedingly well fed
during the festive season and the Colonel and Adjutant visited each
banquet in turn and waxed fat.
The officers’ dinner, with Lt.Col. Bent presiding, went off
splendidly. What mattered it if a certain Staff Captain who had
previously served with the Regiment, insulted swordandbaton,
and that a man accidentally sat down in the huge bowl of jelly and
utterly ruined the dessert? Or even that “Snowball” of the
transport and a pioneer staged a oneround battle outside the tent
while a very important speech was being made within? All things
could be forgiven. It was Christmas.

New Year
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Among the guests at the officers’ dinner were the 3rd Brigade
Staff and senior officers from the other battalions of the Brigade.
R.S.M. Fraser presided at the sergeants’ dinner, with the Ofﬁcer
Commanding as the guest of honour.
The period between Christmas Day and the New Year was
taken up with independent training of the companies and details:
it was not strenuous drilling, and the O.C. granted several half
holidays. Lt.Col. Bent stated later that he was greatly pleased
with the splendid behaviour of the Battalion during the “let up.”
The only sign of slackness was in the number of men reported as
having overstayed their leave. But as they knew the Regiment
was outoftheline, they were rightly (in the private soldier’s
view) quite unashamed, and most of them were leniently dealt
with.
But it couldn’t all be beerandskittles and with New Year’s Day
over, a carefully planned syllabus of training was ordered for each
day and painstakingly carried out. Reveillé was early and the
companies were on their parade grounds by 8 a.m. There were
route marches, short and long; lectures, special instruction in signal
ling, bombing, machinegunnery and musketry; as well as several
sham battles with the other units of the Brigade. No matter what
was doing in the war, the Army must go on acquiring knowledge
of new things, so that many men were sent on courses, much to their
deep and blasphemous disgust.
Church parade for the ﬁrst time in a long while took place two
Sundays in a row, and the entire Battalion was inoculated against
typhoid during the week of January 13th. New kit and clothing
was issued where necessary and swiftly the Regiment was put
through the process of complete renovation. The relief of comfort
able quarters, of being more or less settled, at least for a little while,
of going to sleep night after night without the drum of the front to
remind them that there was a war, plus the fresh air and vigourous
training, brought new strength to the nervefrayed and warweary.
During this period the Battalion’s strength was 1,071, all ranks,
the highest it had been for months.
On January 6th, the entire personnel was congratulating Lt.Col.
Bent and Major Forbes on being awarded the Distinguished Service
Order. C.S.M. Fred Gledhill was awarded the Distinguished
Conduct Medal in orders of the 7th. Later Lt.Col. Bent, Major
G. D. Archibald (on command) Major Forbes, Major W. P. Malone,
L/Cpl. Ellins of the Signals and Sgt. C. S. Jones appeared in orders
as having been Mentioned in Despatches. Major J. P. Girvan
was awarded the CroixdeGuerre for his ﬁne work in overcoming
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the Hun in Fabeck Graben, and Major P. P. Acland was
“mentioned.”
In that last week in Haillicourt there was much reorganization
within the Battalion. The Lewis gun and bombing sections were
broken up and posted to the companies under a new arrangement
of handling these details. There were several promotions and
transfers. Capts. D. M. Grant and A. C. Futcher had their ranks
conﬁrmed and were promoted to be acting majors. Lts. Hugh J.
McLaughlin and T. Magladery were made acting captains. ' Major
A. Fraser returned to the Battalion, and Capt. O. H. Mabee, the
Paymaster, left to become Field Cashier for the 1st Division. Lt.
T. R. Wheadon was appointed Paymaster. The Battalion had
been generously dealt with as regards leave throughout this stay
and special leave was granted to Ptes. Petros and Monkman of
the Scouts for capturing the prisoner on that last night in the line.
So it was a new unit that fellin at 9 a.m. on January 18th to
turn their backs on the Christmas billets of Haillicourt and to go
once more uptheline with the bestofluck. It had been a
memorable stay, but it was over. Now to get on with the war.

Ch XIII. Bully Grenay

CHAPTER XIII.

BULLY GRENAY and THE CALONNE RAID

snow
D RIFTING
15th Battalion

was in their faces on January 18th when the
entered the cobbled street between the ﬁrst
houses of Bully Grenay, well to the left of their previous
sector. In front was Cité St. Pierre, in German hands, Calonne
and Maroc—all of them suburbs to the north of Lens. Left of
Maroc was the spot where once stood the village of Loos, already
famous in history for grim battle. It was now but a mound of
splintered timbers and pummelled bricks. The Battalion was
settled in the unoccupied houses of Bully before lunch, and as shell
ﬁre was practically unknown in the village, the men spent the
balance of the day sitting on the front doorsteps gossiping like
the French wives who had done the same thing there for a century
past. There were few civilians in Bully Grenay, a typical red brick
village of miners’ homes. This was another spot where daylight
relief could be carried out and at 8 a.m. the following day they
relieved the 19th Battalion in the frontline, which at this point
ran across the forward edge of Calonne and faced Cité St. Pierre.
The two shellripped mining villages sat, therefore, on opposite
sides of the war, their empty windows glaring at each other and
their soldiermanned cellars and ditches exchanging explosive
unpleasantries.
Here, too, was another area promptly dubbed a “rest camp.”
For a time casualties were light, days quiet and nights compara
tively peaceful, until someone decided the war was too genteel
and no doubt after much profound thought, considered that raids
were the things to stir the atmosphere up a bit. The Intelligence
Section had ﬁne hunting, ensconsed in the upper floors of the still
standing houses looking out over a snowblanketed world. Tracks
and paths stood out clearly and the snow made an excellent back
ground for a shot at a buckethelmet. The trenches were dry and
comfortable and the strong cellars made ﬁne dugouts. The crisp
winter air was invigorating and to add to the comfort there was
plenty of wood and even coal from the slag heaps for the braziers.
A dry canteen and a soup kitchen were established off the square of
Calonne. All of which goes to relate that the temper of the sector
was serene.
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The Battalion was in until January 25th when the 16th Battalion
came up during the morning in relief. It had been almost an
enjoyable frontline tour and the men did not scorn daily despatches
to London of “all quiet.” Each side was content for the moment
to let well enough alone and could see no reason to start things.
The rolling and demoralizing crunch of Flying Pigs and Minnies
had been fairly constant but did little damage in comparison with
the threat in their shuddering burst, although two men were killed
and
two
others
wounded
by
them
during
the
tour.
Back to Bully Grenay again. C.S.M. LomasSmith and 16
other N.C.O.’S and men, wounded in the Somme ﬁghting, were
waiting when the Battalion came out for a short stay. Working
parties in the evening took two men off the strength with wounds,
but things remained generally quiet. Life was pleasant, the weather
brisk, and all ranks were enjoying the war. It was snowing lightly
on January 30th when it was uptheline again to the same spot.
Once more peace reigned and the snow gave the scouts a rest as
the white cover on the shelltorn ground made roaming unwise
and unsafe between the two lanes of wires. In front of the right
company, however, these nocturnal adventurers discovered a level
piece of ground which had once been a bowling green and, strangely,
there was but one shellhole in this reminder of days of peaceful
sport in what was now the Gutter of War. When the patrols were
able to work at all it was after the moon dropped low, on towards
morning. There were occasional bomb excitements, quickly over,
and most of the officers of the Battalion tested the hardness of their
knees and the ﬂatness of their bellies out in front. Lt.Col. Bent,
who could not see normally at night, browsed about for awhile one
black dawn during one tour here, just to add spice to things. The
slow days made the O.C. nervous.
For this tour Major W. P. Malone was in command as the O.C.
was acting Brigadier. The tour was one of the least offensive the
Battalion had experienced in the frontline. Only one man had been
slightly wounded when the 16th came up in relief on February 5th.
Aircraft, blackcrossed or marked with the British circle, droned
incessantly in the sparkling blue overhead and there was sharp
aerial combat for the entertainment of the sentries during the quiet
days. Men sat on the ﬁresteps, necks craning skywards, admiring
the skill and daring of airmen and marvelling as usual at the colossal
uselessness of Archie. One afternoon during this trip a British
Camel ﬂopped and spiralled out of the cloudbanks, thin wisps of
smoke pumping out of his nose. With the skill of desperation the
pilot landed right side up, but buckled his undercarriage, in a small
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ﬁeld just to the left of the last houses of Calonne. In an instant
the Camel was being whizzbanged and the hundreds of friendly
eyes watching were astounded to see the pilot climb out, revolver
in hand, and, stooping low and running, head for a row of houses
built parallel with the frontline. Confused, he imagined he was
in the German lines or in No Man’s Land and was intent upon selling
out as dearly as possible. It was a relieved youth who was shortly
in Battalion H.Q. chatting with the O.C.
The Battalion now went into the cellars of Calonne and Maroc
in Brigade reserve for six days. It was: “You’re for working party,”
every night, and the men were again heartily fed up with the
engineers who so conscientiously sought to strengthen the wire, to
bolster Essex Trench and to dig machinegun emplacements and
communications, by the time they moved into the frontline again.
They wondered as they dug or ﬁlled sandbags if the day would ever
arrive when they would no more hear someone saying in the dark:
“Every third man, a pick.”
At this time the Officer Commanding was in England to attend
the investiture at Buckingham Palace and to be decorated with
the D.S.O. by His Majesty. Major Malone was still in command.
During the tour sniping grew more active, especially in the vicinity
of the Burning Bing—a slag heap of the Calonne mine that
smouldered from some inward and deepdown conﬂagration. There
were many visitors to the slag heap with sandbags to pick coal
around the base of the towering black pile. One night R.S.M.
Fraser gave a tot of rum to a man in exchange for a supply for his
dugout, and the next night eight bags were ingratiatingly offered
at his dugout door. Each one got a more highly ﬂavoured refusal
than the wangler before him, so that the last went wrathfully away
with his opinion of sergeantmajors conﬁrmed.
There was little of interest during the tour. A Hun, wearing
a pickelhaube covered with pale blue cloth, foolishly got his head in
line with one of our snipers’ telescopic sights. A dog wandered
about in No Man’s Land during the afternoon of February 14th,
apparently lost. It vanished on the dead run to the eastward but
unwisely returned, was decided to be German because it wouldn’t
answer to “Rover” and was “disposed of.” So passed those peaceful
days. Sgt. Cooligan had been wounded, Pte. H. Davis killed,
Major Mavor returned from hospital and took over command of
No. 3 Company and Major Wallace and Lt. Brookﬁeld returned
from courses, but otherwise the Battalion was unchanged when
they threw off their equipment in Bully houses again on the after
noon of February 17th.

The Calonne Raid
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The 18th was a Sunday and a voluntary church parade was held
in the cinema in the town while the R.C.’s paraded to the parish
church. Major J. W. Forbes came up from the base and took over
command during the absence of Lt.Col. Bent and the Battalion
took a new interpreter on the strength in the person of Sgt.Major
C. Verillon. A few parades were held and then it was the front
line again on February 22nd.
Casualties were heavier this trip. The sector was waking up
and the peaceful times were nearly over. On the 24th, Runners
R. Walkinshaw and Geo. Thoburn were hit by the same shell, the
latter seriously, while travelling in Stafford Trench near the mine.
Another was wounded in the evening and several men of No. 1
Company were sent out slightly gassed. The next day six men
were wounded by Minnies along the frontline and on the 27th
L/Sgt. Fellows and Pte. Moorhead were hit and Capt. H. J.
McLaughlin was wounded but remained on duty.
Then occurred the incident which transformed all kind thoughts
towards the Hun opposite into a deep desire for revenge on the part
of the Battalion. It also instantly changed the blissful atmosphere
of the entire Divisional area. In a swift surprise raid about 4 a.m.,
February 25th, Sgt. J. E. King of No. 1 Company was captured
by the Germans. So quickly was it done that the N.C.O. was on
his way to a prisoners’ cage in Germany before the frontline was
aware what had happened, though the heavy bombardment on the
right warned them of trouble afoot. In a statement made later
Sgt. King related that after being told by a bomber that “Fritz is
over,” he led some men along the frontline, warning each dugout
to standto. He encountered the Germans in our frontline, lightly
held at the point, and climbed on the top of the parapet. An
ofﬁcer shot three times at him and he shammed dead but was struck
on the head with a potatomasher, club fashion, and jumped on by
half a dozen Huns. He said that the raiders were a storming party
from behind the line, 50 to 70 strong, and that they lost 5 men
in their retreat across No Man’s Land. Sgt. King was our only loss.
THE CALONNE RAID
Then the “lid blew off”, in the sergeant’s Company H.Q., in
Battalion H.Q. and in no one knows how many other H.Q.’s up to
Army. There must be reprisals. So on the night of 27th28th the
first attempt was made to get our own back and an indignant little
body of raiders went over the parapet at the heels of Lt. Macklin
with a covering party behind under Lt. Chisholm. It was a black,
still night with only an occasional crack of a blindﬁring sniper and
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a deep growl far to the north to mark the war. The party snaked
its way forward, the objective being an advance bombing post.
A Mills bomb, held for an instant after the lever was sprung, was
dropped amongst three Huns. The bomb blew one of them literally
to pieces; but there was still no prisoner, excepting the dead one,
for the two other occupants of the post escaped despite a shower of
Mills. It was a daring manoeuvre and deserved success, if only in
honour of the audacious bomb thrower. He dropped the Mills
when he was within two yards of the Huns, and the stalking ability
of the Highlanders had been so good that the Germans were
oblivious to prowlers under their nose until the bomb dropped with
a soft “plop.” Before they returned, the enemy machinegun
emplacements and frontline were strafed at short range by a Lewis
gun ﬁred from the hip. The party suffered three casualties and
retired after expending several pans of ammunition.
But there wasn’t a prisoner and there had to be one before the
Battalion went out of the line. So plans were laid, ambitious ones
this time, to even the score with the active enemy opposite. The
14th Battalion, holding the line to the left of the Highlanders, had
also been raided in the early morning of February 25th. Evidently
there were raid specialists on the line in front of Cite St. Pierre
for this one had been as swift and well planned as the one on the
15th Battalion. The 14th lost two men by the prisoner route;
two men were killed and six wounded in the clash. So Brigade
decided that the left company of the 15th Battalion and the right
company of the 14th would raid together and exact revenge in one
operation.
The 14th Battalion’s plan included 3 officers, 77 other ranks
and 6 scouts. The 15th decided to send 2 officers over with 75
men and most of the Scout Section working with them. In brief,
the operation orders were for a Zero hour at 2 o’clock on the morning
of March 1st. This was, however, postponed until the same hour
next morning. Fifteen minutes was all that the raiders were to
have after Zero, so at 2.15 a.m. all men were to be out of the enemy’s
position. Strict orders were issued that wounded and dead must
be brought back; company commanders were asked to do every
thing possible to avoid casualties from mortar and artillery retalia
tion and the entire raiding party were stripped of all badges,
numerals, sleeve patches, identity discs, paybooks, buttons, letters
and anything which would aid identiﬁcation.
Lt. S. J. Reeves and Lt. M. P. Neilly were O.C. raiders. Their
plans included a tape to mark the boundary between the two
Battalions as a precaution against confusion and mistaken identity
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in No Man’s Land. The recall signals were to be the strident
voices of Strombos horns and a bugle from our frontline, as well as
the burning of ground ﬂares on the enemy parapet. In the services
cooperating were the 3rd Brigade MachineGun Company,
reinforced by guns of the 9th Cavalry Brigade, who were to open
barrage ﬁre before Zero to keep Hun heads down, the Canadian
Corps heavy artillery, four batteries of eighteen pounders, Stokes
guns and trenchmortars.
The completed plans showed that the operation was a minor
attack rather than a retaliatory raid, excepting that the ground
won would not be held. After midnight our scouts went out and
at 1.35 a.m., returned with the encouraging advice that No Man’s
Land was clear. Swiftly, then, tapes were laid as guides to wire
gaps blown by trenchmortar ﬁre. The raiders, who were crowded
into the left frontline, ﬁled silently over the parapet and spread out
in No Man’s Land. Then bedlam broke. Hun lights were jumping
up in frightened succession everywhere, the crash of our barrage
added its ﬁtful glare and at once there was no more use for caution.
A green light followed a red from the German line as he appealed
with an SOS but any comeback straddled the raiders. The
barrage had clanged down dead on the Hun frontline and was so
accurately placed that Lt. Neilly’s party as well as that of Lt.
Reeves were able to advance and lie “doggo” within 75 or 100
yards of the enemy frontline. This was one of the reasons for the
few casualties as the Hun’s “stuff” was going over them and they
did not have far to jump when the barrage lifted to the Hun supports
on the tick of Zero. The wiregaps were found at most points where
expected and in a moment the Highlanders were in on him. He
had been given a lacing under that barrage and was slow to get out
from shelter and to man the ﬁresteps of the wellbuilt, wellbath
matted trenches.
The Highlanders who wormed through the wire and slithered
over the sandbags, like Kidd’s cutthroats boarding a merchantman,
were armed with Stokes shells with a fourinch fuse, which were to
be rolled down the sap steps when the Hun refused to come up on
their hail. In addition they had the usual raid equipment—riﬂes,
Mills, wirecutters, cogwheels on entrenching tool handles to be
used as persuaders, and various private inventions to be used at
close quarters. These were anything from captured German
ﬁstdaggers to policemen’s billies. They were a fearsome and
determined crew.
The operation had been cleanly planned and it was just as
cleanly executed. There wasn’t a hitch. The Hun was coming
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back on our frontline with venom before the Strombos horns snored
in the night above the hubbub with their order “Come back!” to
the piratical Highlanders. Casualties by retaliation were inconse
quential. The two parties worked away from each other, blocked
communications and, whether the enemy liked it or not, were in
complete charge of his frontline for ten minutes or so. The
damage caused by Stokes shells rolling down dugouts was
“complete” and many trapped Germans were killed when they did
not come up to submit to capture when ordered. The dugout
entrances collapsed from the shock of the explosion. There were
several sharp tussles. A big German rounded a traverse, bayonet
at the point, but had his head crushed by a riﬂebutt wielded club
fashion.
The first prisoner popped out of a saphead and surrendered to
Lt. Reeves’ party and was promptly and proudly escorted back with
all speed by two men who turned him over to the covering parties
who had remained in No Man’s Land to hustle the prisoners back
and aid in evacuating the wounded, with an elated shout of: “One
squarehead coming up!”
Mills bombs cleaned out a bay in which three Boche stoodto
and refused to surrender and several others were shot trying to
escape over their parados. The sharp crunch of the Mills was
being answered at several points by the lighter twang of Potato
mashers, for these were not the “Kamerady” type depicted by war
time cartoonists, with arms permanently skywards. The din was
so terriﬁc at recall time that the horns were only faintly heard,
but the watchfulness of the officers and N.C.O.’s prevented any
delay and they had their men gathered and out, practically within
the time limit. Before reinforcements were rushed by the Hun
from his supports the Highlanders came, grinning and triumphant,
back across ﬂare and shelllit No Man’s Land with three prisoners.
A sergeant who was on the raid said: “I wouldn’t have missed
it for ten days’ leave plus exclusive CrownandAnchor privileges
at the base.” There was elation everywhere for a raid is ticklish
work with the thrill of close combat. To most of them it was a
lark, a grim lark perhaps, but all in the game.
By 2.25 a.m. the three prisoners were en route down communi
cation trenches, under mortar ﬁre, to Battalion H.Q. A little later
the O.C. of the 14th Battalion reported to Brigade on their operation
and by 2.40 a.m. the Hun’s resentful fire on our frontline began to
slacken and then ceased altogether. By 3 a.m. the night fell still
over the world, where chuckled the 15th Battalion, because of their
successful attempt to pay the Boche return compliments.
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All our parties were reported safely in by 2.30 a.m. with the
exception of a number of stretcher bearers who left the German
frontline with the bodies of two men who were killed. They
lost their way in the mist and the fog of the bombardment and did
not reach our lines until nearly 4 a.m. They had placed the two
bodies in a shell hole and repeated attempts were made later to
locate them but without success.
The raiders proved that the holders of the line opposite; were
the 261st Reserve Regiment, characterized by a prisoner as “ﬁrst
class ﬁghting troops.” They had carried on several raids along the
front during the past few days, the same prisoner informed. It
was a curious scene in Battalion H.Q. The three Huns sat dejected
and scared, or grinned abjectly at everyone, while the personnel
of H.Q. crowded the dugout to have, as an exImperial demanded,
a “dekko.” One prisoner was a stretcherbearer and claimed to
be a Silesian. The second was a husky corporal of the 10th
Regiment. Both these totally ignored the third as if he were a
deadly enemy. This third specimen of Hun claimed to be a Pole
and related that working parties close behind the German frontline
were carried out by Russian prisonersofwar from the eastern front.
He returned scowl for scowl with the other two.
The raid added one more successful nocturnal enterprise to the
score of the Canadian Corps and added to their reputation of being
outstanding troops in operations of this kind. Raids had been
introduced in trench ﬁghting by Canadians and the Battalion felt
they had well upheld the record. Our casualties were: one officer
wounded, 14 other ranks wounded, and ﬁve other ranks killed and
died of wounds. Sgt. F. A. Smith and Pte. J. Gordon were wounded
badly and brought back by their comrades, only to die later. Lt.
Reeves and Lt. Neilly were shortly awarded the Military Cross for
the enterprise and the following N.C.O.’s and men were awarded
Military Medals for their part: L/Sgt. J. T. Wright; Sgt. F. A.
Smith (died of wounds); L/Cpl. Mosley, No. 2 Company, and Pte.
Thornber, Intelligence Section.
During the night of March 2nd, the 9th East Surreys relieved
the Battalion in the frontline and the next night they got out of
supports in Calonne and Maroc cellars, when the 8th Queen’s
(Royal West Surrey) Regiment came up to take their place. They
were settled in Bully Grenay billets shortly after dark. The
next morning a draft of 53 men joined the Battalion and then,
with their front in the hands of Imperial units, they marched to
a change of scenery, the first move taking them to billets in
Ruitz.

Vimy to come
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VIMY TO COME
During the four days’ stay in Ruitz a draft of 49 men arrived and
it was noted that the training was entirely one thing—company in
attack. It was now that it became increasingly evident that
something, and something big, was in the air. There was this
rumour and that rumour but this time there was backing for the
tales that The Big Push, that fabulous thing which was always going
to happen to break the trench deadlock, was about to occur. For,
daily, the trafﬁc on the roads increased. The gunpits grew in
number though there were no guns in many of them. Ammunition
dumps and engineers’ dumps began to spring up here and there.
This unmistakable sign of preparation became even more noticeable
when the Battalion moved to Camblain l’Abbé on March 8th, where
one day was spent, and then marched to billets in the Boisdes
Alleux, a wood on a hill near the crumbling tower of Mont St. Eloi.
On March 12th the Highlanders began moving forward with
halfhour intervals between companies, to relieve the 13th Battalion,
Royal Highlanders of Canada, in a new section facing the Vimy
Ridge. The 3rd C.I.B. was now placed on the right of the Canadian
Corps and near the right of the Ridge. The route was not long, so
that it was a fresh unit which relieved the 13th in support in the
great chalk caves of Maison Blanche near Neuville St. Vaast. The
misfortune of the relief, a thing liable to happen at any time when
travelling the back roads, was that No.’s 1 and 2 Companies ran into
severe shellﬁre and had eight casualties, three men of No. 2
Co. being killed. Casualties while “holding” were accepted without
comment, but casualties while moving in or out were resented.
During this period in supports Lt. W. B. Venner returned to
the Battalion from the 1st Army Wireless Company and again
took over his signallers and Hon. Capt. L. W. Moffit, the Chaplain,
had been promoted to the rank of Major. He left the 15th Battalion
to take over the appointment of senior Chaplain, 2nd Canadian
Division. Before leaving BoisdesAlleux another draft of 49 men
was taken on the strength. The entire stay was quiet. Most of
the men were on working parties each night, labouring in the front
line, supports, and in tunnels being built behind the frontline.
These, in later days, saved hundreds of men who sat deep and
laughed as concussions shook the shoring and earth trickled down.
They slept in the bad air of the Maison Blanche Caves during the
day. There were many strange tales told about those caves. One
of them would hold an entire Battalion and, certainly, they were
very old and, perhaps, as the tales went once sheltered fugitives
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of the French Revolution and women and children of Arras during
the war of 1870.
On the 18th of March the Battalion again relieved the 13th
Battalion, this time in the frontline, to the rightfront of Neuville
St.Vaast, a badly shattered village on the Arras road. Well in front
of the village, but behind the frontline, was a stillstanding tree
trunk, about thirty feet high, which was the object of much
curiosity. It proved to be an observation and sniper’s post, a
barkcovered pillar of steel with a ladder inside and a trench leading
to its base. The relief was without casualties and was completed
before dark.
The first day in the frontline cost but one man wounded and it
appeared that the growing touchiness along the frontline had not
yet infected this sector. But the quiet didn’t last. Strong battle
patrols prowled No Man’s Land every night and reported the Hun
“very quiet” and his line strongly held. Then, towards the end of
the tour, the shelling on both sides grew in intensity and things
began to waken. On March 20th, Sgt. Gray of No. 1 Company
reported that at 9.30 a.m. he had been out in front and stayed ﬁve
minutes in the German frontline, 300 yards across from Bentata
Sap, and had found no one there. He believed that the Hun had
retreated on the front and for an hour or so there was great excite
ment, though the N.C.O.’s report was accepted with a certain
amount of skepticism. No Man’s Land was cut and crisscrossed
with a maze of old French trenches and it was doubtless these which
confused him. Persistent rumours of the German evacuating his
line in the south, however, made a raid seem feasible to determine
whether or not the Hun had actually moved back. So, in daylight,
Major A. C. Futcher sent Sgt. Gray and several men of No. 1
Company over the top. There was an instant burst of ﬁre from the
Hun, showing that he was very much present and very much alert.
The N.C.O. and 3 men were wounded and another man was killed
before the party reached the shelter of the frontline.
While in the line C.S.M. LomasSmith of No. 1 Company
appeared in orders as having been granted a commission and Pte.
G. H. Whitefore was awarded the D.C.M. At the same time Capt.
R. O. MacKenzie of the C.A.M.C. was appointed Regimental
Medical Officer, replacing Capt. Shaw who had been wounded
outside the dressing station, in Elbe Trench, The gallant “Doc”
Shaw did not leave the Battalion without giving one more demon
stration of his courage and resource. His ministering hands had
cared for many wounded and shattered Highlanders throughout his
long and splendid service with the Battalion and it was his
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everpresent desire to look after others that caused him to he
wounded. A battery of ﬁvepointnine’s had the perverse habit of
straﬁng Elbe Trench, in which Battalion H.Q. was situated, at
frequent intervals. On this day an unlucky howitzer smashed in a
saphead, entombing seven men. Off came the doctor’s tunic and
with shovel and pick the Medical Officer led a little party of rescuers
under heavy shell ﬁre. He succeeded, by his frantic efforts, in saving
the lives of six men, one being smothered to death. The big
shells had been hurtling down throughout the labour of the rescuers
and the M.O. had just succeeded in bandaging the wounded, when
another crashed into the mouth of the aid post, wounding him
severely. The Battalion bid him farewell with vast regret.
The slow run of casualties continued throughout the tour—they
averaged two a day—and then the Battalion reached Boisdes
Alleux huts during the night of March 24th, having been relieved
by the 14th Battalion. It began to rain heavily, which few regretted
as all training was cancelled, and who enjoys the parade square?
So was the O.C.’s inspection, which was not held until the Battalion
billeted in Estrée Cauchie on the 28th. The next day Major W. P.
Malone departed for a Senior Officers’ course in England.
It was here at Estrée Cauchie that horse lovers were glad their
service was P.B.I. Hundreds of horses were mercifully killed in an
orchard after having been worked into such exhaustion that they
were beyond taking oats. It was pitiable, for the labour of prepara
tion fell heavily on the horse, as it did on the army mule, but the
latter proved his superior stamina under the stress. The spring
weather gave them mud roads, bogged ﬁelds and heartbreaking
paths over which to haul their loads, and no dry standing on the
horselines when their awful night’s labour was done.
It was certain now that the big show was near and it was also
certain that the 15th Battalion was slated to be one of the units to
jumpoff. Everywhere in the backlines of the Ridge there was the
hustle and rumble of prebattle times the moment darkness cloaked
activity. The roads were jammed with traffic going up laden and
coming back light. The appearance of the back areas was unmis
takable writing on the wall to be read by the prying eyes of Hun
airmen. The front was drumming with apprehension and uncer
tainty. The only thing unknown was the hour and the immensity
of the imminent assault. High above the ﬂeecy spring clouds the
eyes of the Army looped and spun and fought to hide what was
below. The success or failure of a dogﬁght had a vast inﬂuence
on the infantryman’s morale and his optimism went up and down
like a thermometer, according to the domination of the air. The
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Hun was desperate to see, and a redbellied squadron of his ﬁghting
planes, moved recently to the sector, were for a while more than
holding their own in the Vimy skies. There was always the resultant
depression when a British pilot, trying to chase a “red belly” off,
died gallantly, and dropped in his ﬂaming coffin out of the blue.
Before the Zero hour of Vimy, however, the British took the sky
from the Hun and the aerial ﬁghting receded back of the Ridge,
over Hun territory.

Ch XIV. Vimy

CHAPTER XIV.

VIMY
How sleep you, soldier, where you fell
Upon yon Easter Morning?
Dost know old comrades love you well
And ken your heart’s still scorning?
Dost hear an old familiar tongue
Tell how you came to leave us,
When you strode forth so fine and young
And stormed the slope to Thélus?
spring again. The trees were breaking into leaf and the
I Tlarkswassang
more rapturously overhead, unmindful of the columns
of dusty or muddy men moving along the roads below, or of
the snarling bursts of hate from the ﬁghting lines that ran like
brown, snaking scars across the green countryside of France. The
peaceful days were over for the Battalion. It had been an easy
winter. The long stay at Haillicourt had worked marvels with the
condition of all ranks and trench work since had been light, so it
was with uncaring cheeriness that battle practice was carried out
over the tapes laid out near Estrée Cauchie. They were in the
humour that said quickly, their “Well, what the hell, Bill, what the
hell?” on the word of action.
The training was more complete than that for the Somme; the
German lines which each unit would assault were laid out exactly,
even to the jumpingoff trenches. The ﬁnely laid plan of battle
was being steadily improved. The Battalion was walking and
dog—trotting over the ﬁelds, an exact replica of that which each
company, and even platoon, would assault. Every trench in that
scrambled maze up yonder was laid out as it was. Each platoon
commander knew what machinegun nests he could expect. Even
the larger dugouts were there and contour maps gave him an
indelible impression of the line of advance he would follow. It
was drilled into ofﬁcer and N.C.O. alike. Craters, dugouts, strong
posts and trenches were memorized from ﬁne aerial photographs.
It was well done, that training, a forecast of the coordinated move
ments in assaults to come. The Somme was a haphazard, hammer
ing affair. This was a well rehearsed triumph, and to the Corps
Commander must go much of the credit.
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Zero was seen to be near on April 1st, for that was Sunday and
church parade was cancelled. Instead, they put in a vigourous day
on the tapes. Then on Thursday, April 5th, with plans to storm
the Ridge completed, three companies moved forward, taking over
the area occupied by the 14th Battalion near the right of the
Canadian Line. One Company, No. 3, was left temporarily in
BoisdesAlleux. Now began a brief period of strain, of alertness
on both sides, with a growing thunder of our guns as the methodical
destruction of trenches proceeded with grim, deliberate purpose.
A watchful tenseness spread over all that trench world.
The Battalion’s frontline, if you dared stand on top, looked
down a gentle slope, then up the gradual rise of Vimy Ridge where
the ruins of Thélus and the tips of the green thicket of Farbus Wood
showed on the skyline. Just beyond the sandbag rims, over which
the straining eyes of the 15th Battalion peered into the gloom, were
several old craters in No Man’s Land which was pocked and pitted
and tumbled from months of war and crossed and recrossed by
abandoned trenches. The craters were known officially as the
Paris Group. The wire between the craters was strong and the
German’s protection at his frontline was reported impassable by
the patrols. There was worry in that.
On the 6th a patrol of one N.C.O. and eight men attempted to
gain entrance to the enemy trench beyond the far lip of crater
No. 4. There seemed to be a gap in the wire there. They got
through the old, high wire without being observed but discovered
a new maze of barbs, known as “gooseberry,” six feet broad and
two and a half feet high, close to his parapet. It was impenetrable.
The party had a bomb fuss with ﬁve or six of the enemy and
“disposed of” two of them, having one slight casualty themselves.
The German was alert and his attitude determined, though no
machinegun ﬁre was encountered. A ﬂurry of shellﬁre followed
them back, however, and from now on the Hun gunners awoke in
instant answer to the frontline’s ﬂarelight appeals. Again and
again the nights became resonant with action and the German
rockets searched the front with nervous frequency, only minutes
between lights. The Hun opposite acquired a bad case of windup
and hourly grew more jumpy.
On the morning of the 7th, Nos. 1 and 4 Companies supplied
men for a patrol. Two scouts were supplied to accompany them
and a covering party was placed well beyond our wire. The patrol
established themselves on the rear lip of a crater. The nervousness
of their job is seen when it is realized that this was broad day on a
front as touchy at the moment as any sector on the western line.
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A sergeant of No. 1 Company went forward with a scout. They
worked across No Man’s Land and the sergeant reported he got into
their frontline and moved down it to the right. He heard voices
of German sentries. He came back and met C.S.M. Willis, in
charge of No. 4 Company’s patrol. The two of them decided to
attack the Hun frontline sentries. They were exceeding orders
as they were only to observe the wire. The tale of their escapade
was exciting, even in cold words. They threw Mills bombs, C.S.M.
“Taffy” Willis crept on top, then, and emptied his Colt, and when
the trigger clicked uselessly, he shied his steel hat at them. They
ﬁnally worked their way back, the only casualty being the loss of
a rubber boot which the sergeant left in No Man’s Land. The bad
luck of Vimy for the Battalion scouts started this night, when
Scout J. Dubie was killed. During the day and night four men
were killed and six wounded.
Still Zero hour was held back. The rest of that night and all
of Easter Sunday saw the activity of the artillery growing, although
the real strength of the British guns remained hidden. The wire
was pounded and repounded and during the morning of Sunday an
intense bombardment was directed upon the German barbedwire.
Nothing was being left undone to destroy that hindering, hampering
cover which, unsmashed, balks assault and leaves valour dead before
it. At 3 p.m. two patrols bellied out and, keeping under cover of
the old French trenches, observed the damage. They reported that
the Hun wire was completely destroyed and the O.C. in Battalion
H.Q., thirty feet underground in Douai Tunnel, a great sap running
for 500 yards at right angles to the frontline, grinned his relief.
All was ready. His battalion was ﬁt, eager to go, and the last
worry of preparation was over.
Some of the High Command had been taken aback by the
audacious idea that the Canadians could take formidable Vimy
Ridge. The enemy boasted no troops could take it, Ludendorff
conﬁdently said so and General Nivelle, in command of the French
Armies, was outspoken against the attempt. But, judging by the
feeling pervading the area where now all was ready, there never
was any doubt in the minds of the Canadians. As the hours wore
along with that awful, exasperating slowness of before Zero times,
there was noticeable everywhere a conﬁdence that eased the nerves
of the frontline and took some of the strain from Company and
Battalion H.Q., where officers looked often at their wristwatches
and prayed that nothing had been forgotten. To envision the
15th Battalion, then, on the eve of the great battle which was to
shine in the annals of British arms as one of the most tactically
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brilliant and striking incidents of the entire war, is to see a battalion
of men in crowded trenches, weary, most of them, from constant
shelling and from plodding trenches kneedeep in slime; nervous,
as all men are who wait for the momentous hour, but sure that their
objective would be taken and unafraid of their destiny at dawn.
Lt. Eric Haldenby, the Adjutant. had issued the operation orders
of the O.C. for the battle at the time the Battalion moved into the
frontline. They started with the simple and historic statement
that:
“The Canadian Corps will take the Vimy Ridge.”
The general operation orders for the show placed the 3rd Brigade
toward the right ﬂank of the Corps, attacking on a 900yard front
with three battalions jumping off and the fourth acting in support.
The disposition of the Brigade, therefore, was:
15th Battalion on right.
14th Battalion in centre.
16th Battalion on left.
13th Battalion in support.

“The Brigade will take the following,” said the orders:
(a) First Objective—Black Line or Zwolfer Weg.
(b) Second Objective—Red Line or Swischen Stellung.

There were deﬁnite instructions as to the number of bombs each
man would carry, ammunition, communication and ration orders,
and, as the training had been, the action was worked out in hairline
detail. Further orders covered the consolidation and reorganization
at the Black Line and the Red Line.
During the period from Thursday night, when they came into
the line, to Sunday night, the eve of the attack, there had been
intercompany reliefs to ensure that each man had as much sleep
and as much nerverest as conditions would allow. The frontline
was taut, ugly, and prone to break into trouble and there was little
sleep for the garrison. The main communication trench—Douai
Avenue—was deep with mud and was under the steady pound of
5.9’s which hammered at it incessantly, so that in spots it was 15
feet wide, a gaping ditch with the bottom a clinging quagmire.
On coming in, No. 2 Company had taken over the frontline and
it was a relief when two platoons of No. 1 and two of No. 4 gave
them a chance for a brief rest from the strain. During this same
period No. 1 Company had occupied Elbe Trench—a support
position; No. 4 Company were at Maison Blanche on the Arms
Road and No. 3 had remained in the huts at BoisdesAlleux. The
strength of the Battalion on April 5th was 21 officers and 839 other
ranks and casualties were not heavy up to the jumpingoff hour.

Plan of battle
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Now, in the last hours of that cheerless Easter Sunday, along
the length of the Ridge, ﬁles of men were weaving forward in the
thick, wet blackness, loaded with battle equipment, tense with what
awaited, and by midnight had started to line their jumpoff positions,
in battle array. Capt. Maybin led No. 3 Company forward from
BoisdesAlleux after dark. They had been issued a new large
bomb for their moppingup adventures. The entire backlines were
astir, but the Hun, though sensing the attack was near, remained
unaware of what was to happen to him before daylight. Lt.Col.
Bent had decided that he would attack on a twocompany frontage,
the entire Battalion front stretching for about 300 yards. His plan
of battle was:
No. 4 Company (Major A. Fraser) on the right.
No. 1 Company (Capt. Alan Turnbull) on the left.
No. 2 Company (Capt. D. Grant) in support.
No. 3 Company (Capt. W. Maybin) in reserve.

Shallow ditches had been dug in No Man’s Land to serve as
jumpoff trenches, where the craters afforded insufficient cover,
and the entire attacking force were out of the frontline and
crouching with their nerves and their old dead long before 4 a.m.,
when all movement had to cease. Major Mavor, acting secondin
command, with a runner, aided in the stealthy assembly beyond
our wire and Lt. Macklin guided the platoons of No. 1 Company
on the touchy passage through our wire and into No Man’s Land.
“All Ready” was reported before 3.30 a.m. It was cold, awful
waiting for that historic Zero. The guns rumbled their threat far
down by Arras and nearer, where crouched the kilted, waiting waves
of the 51st (Highland) Division. The 2nd Canadian Infantry
Brigade were on the Battalion’s right and beyond them were the
Imperial Highland Battalions.
To the left, along the entire length of the mighty Ridge, Canadian
menatarms waited in that same, fearful suspense. The infantry
of the entire Canadian Army Corps were lying there in the drizzling
dark, waiting for the moment when they would make the ﬁrst
concerted attack of the war as a Corps, the four divisions side by
side. The minutes dragged in interminable, nervous perversity
from 4 o’clock to 5. It was raining, a thin, cold, driving rain, and
the entire Battalion waited out the time in acute discomfort. Down
in Douai Tunnel, the O.C. and H.Q. fumed in an agony of inaction
and along the line the Highlanders cursed softly into the mud as
nerves cried for the relief of a smoke they couldn’t have. Ofﬁcers
moved like shadowed ghosts along their platoon or company lines.
A sergeant peered at the luminous dial of a watch that in twenty
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minutes was to dangle redly on the wire. Everywhere watches
which had been carefully synchronized were looked at again and
again in suspense as the seconds ticked relentlessly on—5.25 a.m.
Five minutes to go, and the belts came tight; for miles men
were tensing for the spring as a Hun machinegun coldly chattered
over the prone line of No. 4 Company and a lazy starshell went up
and over, misted and beautiful, and sizzled out in the evil water
of a crater.
Two minutes; one minute; thirty seconds; men gasped—
perhaps a brief prayer. A mighty roar shook Douai Tunnel and
all that trench world, and the stupendous, stunning barrage of April
9th crashed down before the Highland line. In a ﬂicker of time the
dawn was raving. It was glorious and it was terrible. A frantic
shower of coloured lights sprayed up through the fog from the
German line. The area in front of the Battalion was a leaping
chaos, winking and ﬂashing and glaring to the burst of shells that
ripped and tore and made easy the work of the infantry.
Now they were up and moving like automatons towards the
inferno and the luck that waited there. Throats were parched and
men were weak from nerves. But now they could move, there
was action. The doubt, the dread, the visions were wiped out.
There was no waiting for the barrage to lift. It was to play on the
Hun frontline for but three minutes and so would creep on by the
time they were up to the black barbs of his wire.
At once it was noted that the German artillery positions had
been smothered by the well laid ﬁre of the British gunners detailed
to look after them. So there were few casualties in the Battalion
from shells but the sting of machineguns was still there. By Zero
hour the dawn was blustering with weather as well as shells, and the
Highlanders pressed forward against a thin rain in which now and
then were traces of snow, strange in April.
Facing the advancing line was the Hun frontline, then Eisener
Kreuz Weg, the German support line, then Zwolfer Weg (the
Black Line) and then a thousand yards of pocked and tumbled
ground to Swischen Stellung (the Red Line). They were over and
into the frontline on the very heels of the barrage. It was a
blasted ditch now, in places obliterated. Sgt. Fred Wade of the
Scouts was one of the ﬁrst to go down, killed by machinegun ﬁre
on the Hun wire. Maxims were spurting here and there all along
the line, though the infantry defence was broken by the barrage as
it never before had been for the Battalion. Lt. Ian Cameron was
killed as he drove for one of them, and Sgt. Monaghan fell beside
him, and men were going down in clusters in the livid blackness.
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The song of the machineguns grew with the passing minutes.
There were countless clashes and many instances of gallantry unseen
in the ﬁtful light as trenchpockets, and machinegun nests were
bombed out. Then they were “in” throughout the Battalion’s
front and the advance to the Black Line, far forward and down a
slow slope, was started with little delay. The training had stood
them in good stead. The stiff places found determined leaders
smothering them, and though casualties had been severe enough,
the first defence was swiftly overcome.
Capt. Turnbull, on the left, decided not to travel in the centre
of his company, but to take the left ﬂank and to follow the Grab
Nitz Weg, a long communication trench which was the boundary
between the 14th and 15th, as in this way he could hold his direction
and thus keep touch with the 14th Battalion. It was stumbling,
blind and laborious progress. The entire area was harrowed,
rowelled and blasted, and smoking from the roll of our barrage.
Ahead, it was still vomiting redly, bursting deep, wellbuilt trenches
into mere gullies in the earth. Only short sections of the frontline,
from which came the few prisoners taken, had stood up under that
battering. Now the prisoners were going back, arms high, in
greater numbers as they were rooted out. They were taken by the
dugoutful. The Battalion line of advance was roughly to the left
of the Nine Elms after passing the Black Line and, if the 15th had
been intended to go beyond the Red Line, would have topped the
Ridge a short distance to the right of Farbus Wood. They crossed
without knowing it, owing to the tumbled earth, the ArrasLens
Road as they advanced to the Black Line.
Major “Al” Fraser was down, wounded, just after passing the
German frontline. He had a nasty section of trench to overcome
where squads of the garrison held out. So was Lt. Proudfoot, the
Intelligence Officer, who was hit simultaneously with two scouts,
F. Olsen and Parkin, not far to the right of Grab Nitz Weg. Blasts
of machinegun ﬁre were ripping into the line here and there but
the Hun gunners, some of whom clung tenaciously to their posts,
were still unable to line their sights, though the dark was lit with
the glare of the action and the murky light of growing day that
struggled against the low hanging clouds and the smoke of battle.
Capt. Turnbull and his ﬂank had comparatively easy going along
Grab Nitz Weg, though posts might be expected anywhere. Progress
was good and the entire line came up to the Black Line on time.
A bullet cracked Capt. Maybin’s ankle as he led his Company into
the frontline to mop it up. Somewhere between the frontline and
the rush into the Black Line, Major Wallace of No. 2 Company fell,
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mortally wounded, as his Company followed the victorious,
advancing Highlanders. Lt. Lisle Ramsay was killed at the German
frontline.
The Black Line was likewise battered and pummelled by the
barrage and the garrison, after a comparatively feeble resistance,
gave it up. The few defenders who still lived were shocked and
beaten, though they had not been in the line for many hours.
Many prisoners were taken who were too dazed to realize what was
happening to them. Some instinctively fought and were killed.
It was not the usual buckethelmeted, grayclad regiment which
the Battalion defeated on Vimy, but a fresh unit of Marines. Some
of their officers were clad in the blue of the navy and the entire
garrison of Vimy Ridge, from the frontline to Zwolfer Weg, was
killed or taken prisoner. They had no time to get back.
Now began reorganization. There was a fortyminute pause at
the Black Line and full advantage was taken of every minute of it.
Day was coming slowly, dull and grey, as the moppersup joined
the attacking line. The entire Brigade and the right ﬂank battalion
came up to the Zwolfer Weg with ﬁne precision. The Division
added greatly to its strength by this unity of attack and touch
between units was never in doubt. Swiftly the Black Line was
temporarily consolidated while the barrage arced over their heads
with a weight that could only spell success. It roared down for
38 minutes in a monotonous welter of sound 200 yards beyond them,
as easy to mark and follow with the eye as rain on a calm sea.
Already the Battalion stretcherbearers were busy and long ago
Battalion H.Q., in Douai Tunnel, knew that the day had so far gone
well. There was still no effective artillery reply, for the ﬁerce
accuracy of our gun ﬁre had played as disastrously on the gunpits
of his artillery as it did on the trenches of his broken infantry.
machinegun posts were pushed forward and the next phase of the
advance of the Battalion’s attack prepared.
At 6.55 a.m. they were going on. The Black Line was left
behind. The resistance at the Zwolfer Weg had been less formidable
than expected and the going continued comparatively easy,
considering the much vaunted tales of the impregnable Ridge.
They were now over the stiffest area of defence. Capt. Turnbull
now followed Hapsburger Weg, the left ﬂank of the Battalion
beyond the Black Line. Where the barrage had pounded and ripped
during the wait, the trenches were literally smashed out of existence,
garrisons were wiped out, and countless Huns were buried under
the ﬂail of the guns. The Germans met were staggering and
dazed. The Battalion swept over 700 yards to Swischen Stellung
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—the last objective of the 3rd Brigade—almost exactly as planned.
The Swischen Stellung was a general line of defence and, on the
Battalion’s front, the Red Line was sited on Augsburger Weg, a
trench immediately behind and parallel to the Swischen Stellung.
As Capt. Turnbull dropped into it there was a white sign with black
lettering reading “Augsburger Weg,” directly in front of him. Here
and there were casualties and at isolated spots there was nasty
ﬁghting in the gray light of morning. As they drove up to the end,
Lt. Mait Newman was wounded and Lt. Macklin of No. 1
Company was slightly wounded but was able to carry on.
The Highlanders were settling into their newly won line well
before 7 a.m. and were swiftly consolidating long before the 1st
Brigade were due to go over their heads. The rain still held ﬁne
snow but it was clearing fast. Lt.Col. Bent had followed the
advance closely. He came up to the Red Line and met Capt.
Turnbull at the “Augsburger Weg” sign. The Huns were aiding
the Highlanders to dig in and were working with a vigour that only
the urge of a bayonet prick produces. The weather steadily
improved and as there was no need to take cover the men were
shortly sitting on the parapet and enjoying themselves hugely.
Lt.Col. Peck of the 16th Battalion came along for a chat with
Lt.Col. Bent. The two battalion commanders watched the shelling
of Thélus together. The entire Brigade front moved about freely,
a full mile forward from the Hun frontline that had stood since
1915. All ranks were also watching Thélus vanishing in the smother
of ﬁre from our artillery which was blasting out a road for the
Canadian waves still to come. The defences of Vimy Ridge had
been irretrievably smashed. Ahead and above was the crest, with
only scattered trench positions and little evidence of human defence.
Lt. Venner, Signal officer, had found a dugout to be used as Battalion
H.Q. His wires were in.
It was broad day. The active part of the 3rd Brigade in breaking
the Vimy Ridge Hun was ﬁnished and now, over the ground the
15th had conquered, came the men of the 3rd Battalion of the 1st
Brigade. They were walking, laughing and as unconcerned as the
Highlanders. The weather was clearing. Victory was in the air
and the 1st Brigade were given a joyful greeting at 9.55 a.m. as they
passed through. By 11 a.m. they were over the Ridge and had
established a line beyond the eastern bank, far inside the German
lines of the previous day. Elsewhere the result was the same,
excepting for minor checks on the front of the 4th Canadian
Division. The day was complete. By the time all the personnel
of Battalion H.Q. had moved up from Douai Tunnel a check was
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being made of the casualties and the Battalion had another thrilling
sight as the kilted waves of the 51st (Highland) Division, far on their
right, went up the slope in the sun, which came out for a time to
brighten the thundering world below with a portent of ﬁnal victory.
The bearers were at work and many Huns were found in craters
and dugouts, dazed by shellﬁre. A regimental burial ground was
established before noon just north of the ArrasLens Road. Across
the road the 7th Battalion established theirs.
Leadership had played a great part in the smashing of the
defence area of Vimy Ridge and history must mark a miledeep
swath cut by the Battalion. There had been initiative shown by
all ranks in the grim turmoil of the morning and doubtless it was the
dress rehearsals of Estrée Cauchie proving their worth. Officers
and noncoms. and the men likewise, knew exactly what they were
up against when a check came. They knew whether it was strong
post, machinegun nest, or simply a section of manned trench.
Sgt. R. R. Richards, L/Cpl. J. Harvey and L/Cpl. J. Williams
(wounded) were amongst the N.C.O.’s whose work was splendid.
Others to carry on with outstanding courage were Sgt. F. E.
Efﬁnger, Cpl. J. L. Watson, Sgts. C. L. Hunt and David Bell and
Cpl. Frank Odd of the Signallers. Sgt. L. MacDonald of No. 1
Company did valiant work at Eisener Kreuz Weg when machine
guns started a wild chattering as his platoon reached the wire. The
Hun here had been missed in the barrage. The sergeant was of
valuable aid to his company’s line throughout. A private of this
company, whose name is unfortunately unknown, went down a
dugout beyond this point and eleven Huns came out of it ahead of
him. What persuasion he used is likewise unknown. Prisoners
were taken in bulk in many spots across the Highlanders’ front,
for frequently the dugouts were jammed to the doors.
Shortly after noon, when a cold lunch was had out of haversacks,
the entire area of the Ridge appeared to be cleared. The face of
the historic slope, still smoking here and there from burning dugouts
and wild with shellfire on the left where the 4th Division fought
desperately to oust the Boche from the Ridge top, was crawling
with men—pioneers, engineers, entrenching parties and artillery
men. Gunteams were sweating laboriously forward over the shell
tumbled battle ﬁeld and the famous plank road was already crawling
forward as parties ahead uncovered the LensArras Road from the
earth ﬂung over it by months of shellﬁre. It came into view like
some prehistoric highway and few of the men in the ranks, for they
were not map students, had known before of its existence. Men had
not walked in daylight here for nearly two years; now they wandered
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and poked about, or dug, or bawled curses at their straining teams,
with but one gun ﬁring blind from afar off to annoy them with
Black Marias.
Already the entire area of the Battalion’s advance had been
combed by stretcher and burial parties. Shortly the Battalion’s
dead—they numbered at this time more than 60—were lying beside
the LensArras Road awaiting burial in the new cemetery, and
soon a regimental cross was erected at the head of the 15th
Battalion’s graves. Only those men who died at the dressing
stations were not buried there. This original Vimy cross is now
preserved in the Armouries in Toronto.
That afternoon with consolidation of the Ridge swiftly going
on and the word already back that the 1st Brigade had been entirely
successful and that cavalry patrols had already entered Willerval,
many of the Battalion visited the top of the Ridge, surveyed the
smoking ruins of Thélus and examined the caves nearby. Standing
here, gazing over the brow of the hill towards the clean, green
ﬁelds of the plain of Douai, the real thrill of the glorious attack of
the Canadians in the morning became apparent. From the crest
of the Ridge, which on the German side dropped about 100 feet
in the 700 yards to the Railway, and at places was almost sheer fall,
Douai was visible far back, one white spire standing like a beckoning
ﬁnger, and lesser ones keeping it company. The eastern slope,
which sometimes was almost a did, was green and thick with
underbrush and at the bottom ran the high, raised roadbed of
the LensArras Railway. Men marvelled how the Hun had allowed
himself to be pushed off this vast promontory. And so, as the word
sang forth on the wires of the world that “The Canadian have taken
Vimy Ridge,” men of the Battalion were thrilling to their deed as
seldom, if ever, they did on a. day of victory. The average soldier
takes such things as all in the day’s work and leaves the outward
evidence of the elation of triumph to his war correspondents. But
Vimy was different.
A gun was noted that day in Farbus Wood bearing the inscrip
tion: V.R.I. 1874. The barrel of an old British gun had somehow
come into German hands to be used against its makers. The O.C.
paid a visit to Commandant House—on the right—which had been
a German HQ. and was a marvel of forwardarea comfort, and the
men had a more productive souvenir hunt than they ever had before.
That was because they could move about at will by 9 a.m. The
Ridge had been strongly held, equipment and stores lay everywhere
in jumbled confusion; great saps and tunnels ran under the earth.
dugouts were many feet deep, stores of mineral water were here
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and there and it was evident that the enemy had thought himself
securely entrenched. He had not counted upon the marvellous
artillery preparation and the impetuosity of the Canadian
infantryman.
The weather again grew dull towards evening and with it came
the “let down” after the fever of assault. That night spent in the
Swischen Stellung was one of the coldest and most miserable in
memory. Part of the Battalion—the lucky, and those badly in
need of a rest—were sent back to Douai Tunnel and the old Canadian
frontline, but most of them shivered out the night at the end of
their morning’s advance. No. 4 Company, under Lt. Brown,
remained intact as did No. 1 under Capt. Turnbull.
Already, because it had been so easy to clear the battleﬁeld,
the casualty list was accurately estimated. The officers’ list stood
at 6 wounded and 3 killed. Lt. Ramsay of No. 1 Company, Major
Wallace of No. 2 Company and Lt. I. M. Cameron of No. 4 were
killed. All fell under machinegun and riﬂe ﬁre. The wounded
were: Lt. Newman, Major Fraser, Lt. Macklin, Lt. Proctor, who
went back with a badly shattered arm, Capt. Maybin and Lt.
Proudfoot.
Every
company
lost
valuable
noncommissioned
officers, and the Scout Section, which had been out in front and
waiting for the attack and had done sterling work in its preparation,
had lost heavily, including its officer, wounded, and its senior
N.C.O., Sgt. Wade, killed. Three other scouts were wounded.
Cpl. Mosley, M.M., of No. 2 Company, was killed beyond the
Black Line. He had been a splendid soldier and his youthful
brother, a runner, was inconsolable. Still other N.C.O.’s to fall in
the ﬁghting in the red dawn of Easter Monday were: Cpl. D.
Harsus, L/Cpl. E. Carter, Cpl. W. G. Powbey, Sgt. J. Mathews,
L/Cpl. F. C. Davies, Cpl. W. H. Morris, L/Cpl. G. A. Kane. The
“missing” list was low and of those whose names appeared there on
the first check of casualties, Ptes. W. P. Berry, M. Paulukanis and
J. Paton, turned up in hospital and Pte. J. Robertson was later
reported killedinaction.
The list of killedinaction was high in comparison to the
wounded. Perhaps therein lies a lesson that there is no defence
comparable with machineguns. A few of our casualties were
caused by bombs, almost none were from shellﬁre and the great
majority were from riﬂes and machineguns, almost entirely the
latter. More than 60 men were known to have been killed by 10
a.m. and many other gallant fellows died from wounds in the
next few hours. Sgt. J. S. Wilson died of wounds on the 10th.
Sgt. J. T. Wright was dead. Sgts. Leo. Monaghan, P. W.
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Berne and Guy Tomkins were also killed. Still others to fall
were Cpls. W. F. Hunter, Geo. Reynolds, Fred Valley, G. N.
Patter, C. H. Hayland and Arthur Bernard. Amongst the
private soldiers who had served well to die on Vimy were: J. W.
Jenkin, F. J. Willshaw, Geo. Reed, Allan Balfour, Jas. Telfer,
H. Ward, J. A. Archibald, C. A. Jensen, M. A. Spies. Pte. Parkin,
a scout who wore the Legion of Honour, won in other days, died of
his wounds. Pte. Frank H. Bradley, who had fought so well as a
bomber on the Somme, was killed shortly after the jumpoff, as
were Ptes. “Wally” Greggs, Peter J. Coulter, Jos. Sullivan and many
other splendid soldiers. The Regimental Cemetery on Vimy Ridge
is large. The casualties as recorded for the period between the
9th and 12th of April, were: 3 officers and 87 other ranks killed;
8 officers and 167 other ranks wounded.
The next day, still cheerless except at intervals when the sun
broke through the heavy spring clouds, was spent in the same
position, all ranks busy cleaning up the area. One company of the
8th Battalion came up in the early evening and the entire Battalion
went back and stayed that night in the old frontline. Most of the
trophies in the Battalion’s attack area had been already removed,
but on the 12th a heavy Minenwerfer, 5 medium trench mortars and
a light Pineapple thrower were discovered and brought out.
Working parties were called for constantly and on the 13th the
ﬁghting men of the companies were wholeheartedly cursing when
they were put, en masse, to a job of road building. On the 14th
they were moved into Divisional support which meant but changing
out of one dugout home into another, near Zwolfer Weg. Then,
with the Battle of Vimy Ridge already considered over, the entire
position well consolidated and the Canadian Line well forward on
the plain below, the Brigade was moved up in support, the Battalion
being situated in Farbus Wood and along the embankment of the
LensArras Railroad.

Ch XV. Over the ridge

CHAPTER XV.

OVER THE RIDGE

on the crest, pounded and torn now, and scraggling
S TANDING
S against the bright spring suns, the far spread View of the great
plain below forced into the Battalion’s full days a deﬁnite
feeling of great accomplishment. Flushed with victory, men cursed
that a halt had to be called because it was impossible to bring the
guns forward over the soft earth of the pounded slope. The few
roads running over the hill passed through culverts at the base,
below the raised roadbed of the LensArras Railway. These were
later dangerous passages as the Hun had them well spotted and the
space between the railroad and the foot of the cliff became a sort of
secondary No Man’s Land and a place to shun. On the Lens
Arras Road to the east, was Petit Vimy, and further east, Vimy
village itself. Both villages were 3,000 yards to the left of the
Battalion’s frontage. Halfright from the centre of the Battalion’s
support position at Farbus Wood on April 15th, were Willerval
(occupied by 8th Battalion on April 13th), Arleux and then Fresnoy,
which was shortly much battered and which proved the most
formidable. Between the ﬁrst two was the German. Where? No
one knew exactly. No one cared particularly just then—the Ridge
was ours!
Far off on the right, and forward, was Oppy, where there was
frequent trouble, but that was up to the Imperials. Willerval,
where the Battalion relieved the 16th, had not been shelled entirely
out of existence—houses still stood, streets still existed. The
Battalion settled down in front of the village for a peaceful time on
April 18th to hold their first frontline over the Ridge. Battalion
H.Q. was in an old German dugout under the ruins of houses on the
eastern side of the town, near the 3rd Field Ambulance Dressing
Station. Willerval was eerie even in daylight and at night there
was a ghostly loneliness about the houses; dead homes, gaunt,
tottering and cheerless, with the evidence of recent life still clinging
to them.
The exact thrill to the men of the Battalion in holding a line
beyond the Ridge is not quite describable. They had looked up
the mighty rise at cautious moments for many months. Now,
behind them, was this great cliff, green and stumped, with shell
holes hidden but with white puffs coming out of the underbrush
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and the crash of bursting shells drifting to them an instant later.
It was touchy here, there was no doubt of that, for neither side was
exactly sure of the whereabouts of the other. Our line was held
by a series of posts of platoon strength and the patrols had a busy
time for No Man’s Land was very wide.
To illustrate the doubt of things, there is the story of two
runners, one named Spinks. They had been told that to get to the
frontline, “you take the road with the young trees on the right
hand side of it.” But there were two roads lined with trees which
had been planted within the last few years. They had walked
more than seven hundred yards, they secretly estimated, and began
to worry. A shovel clanged to the roadway. There were ﬁgures,
bulky ﬁgures, and a challenge. Two runners of the 15th Battalion
thereupon lived up to their calling and thereafter had small faith in
directions offered by runners of other units.
The Battalion remained in Willerval three days and nights and
though there was a lot of tension there was little else. The general
peacefulness, however, up forward gave men in the frontline reason
to see humour in the position. The only people to be shelled were
those about Battalion H.Q., who got it steadily. R.S.M. William
Fraser, D.C.M., just at ration time on the 19th, was feeling his
way in the jet night to H.Q. dugout. He had been warned that
Fritz shelled there and now Fritz was proving it. A 5.9 dropped
close by the SergeantMajor, wounded him severely, and Cpl. Frank
Odd of the Signallers who had been at the R.S.M.’s heels, was
killed. The SergeantMajor went down H.Q. sap to have his
shattered shoulder and back dressed. The M.O. intimated that
“Bill” was “done in,” but the R.S.M. shook hands with the ().C.
and denied this with the cheery reminder that “old soldiers never
die.” C.S.M. Fred Gledhill of No. 2 Company was promoted to
take his place. The new R.S.M., one of the youngest “regimentals”
in the Corps, efficiently carried on until the end of hostilities.
Just before being hit R.S.M. Fraser had missed a jar of rum.
“It’s that damned Field Ambulance,” he vowed. So he refused to
allow them to carry him out and four husky Battalion police,
cursing and muttering, with “Bill” on a stretcher grunting and
groaning, disappeared into the night. Later it was a cause of much
mirth, for it was discovered (very privately but on good authority)
that the Field Ambulance men didn’t purloin the rum and that
the police (though they never admitted it) did. Thus justice was
dealt by accident.
On April 21st, at small party under Cpl. Butterfield went out
in front before dawn, wriggled their way through the dewwet grass,
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and occupied an old gunpit which the scouts had earlier discovered.
They stayed there all day. Although not able to understand
German and not near enough in any event to distinguish words,
they came back after dusk with useful information. It had been
a long day in cramped quarters but they had been able to observe
a large portion of the back areas. They reported that the frontline
was lightly held and that there was little aggression left in the Vimy
Ridge Hun.
The 3rd Canadian Battalion relieved the Highlanders towards
morning of the 21st and they moved back over the Ridge to a
position about the Nine Elms and continued to dig and putter and
search for more souvenirs, although most of them were already
carrying several pounds extra weight. There was only one thing
wrong with the position, which was utterly immune from shellﬁre,
and that was that they had to walk long miles to Ecoivres for a
bath. The dugouts of all the old sector were crawling with lice and
the lengthy and dusty march was wasted, for by next morning the
“crawlers” were as thick as ever. Each night parties fared forth
and laboured on the roads and then, on April 26th, the Battalion
marched back to Winnipeg huts near Mont St. Eloi. It was the
first time since April 7th that they had been out of the dugouts and
trenches and they were grateful for the cleanliness and the chance
to get the trenchstench out of their nostrils. Major Girvan
rejoined here, after being absent since the Somme ﬁghting.
But the stay at Mont St. Eloi was only for two days and then
it was back up again. They marched as a Battalion, pipers leading,
to Ariane Dump on the ArrasBéthune Road south of Maison
Blanche, and thence to Farbus Wood by companies. This time
part of the Battalion was on the slope of the hill, facing out over
Douai Plain, while the rest were in dugouts along the railway
embankment with their backs to Germany. The next evening
(29th) it was the frontline again, in front of Arleux. The 2nd
Brigade had captured the town on the morning of the 28th. The
first half of the tour was quiet, the frontline being allowed to rest
in comparative peace with the personnel of Battalion H.Q. again
obliged to dodge incessantly if they ventured forth day or night.
The Hun artillery had a grouch over the capture of the town, which
received a constant lacing. while the frontline had things compara
tively easy; in which the frontline again saw humour as company
men naturally considered a Battalion H.Q. job a “cushy”, if not
actually a “bombproof” one.
A draft of 120 men arrived on the 27th and were absorbed by
the companies. Cpl. G. Lafﬁn now officially took the place of
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gallant Sgt. Fred Wade, killed on April 9th, as Intelligence
Sergeant. Capt. J. S. Laycock was posted to No. 4 Company.
On May Day there was an intercompany exchange of positions.
No. 2 Company relieved No. 4 Company in the frontline before
dawn, and settled down in front of Arleux Wood for the balance of
their stay. During their first day in, the Hun heavies increased
their pounding of the wood and a party supplied by No. 2 Company
made a daylight reconnaissance of the enemy wire. It gave deﬁnite
information as to the Hun’s defence strength, the condition of his
line and thickness of his barbed hindrances. Only scant entangle
ments had been thrown out. The Hun had also been busy observing
and for the first time since Arleux had been added to the Vimy
Ridge bag, his big shells began to get direct hits on our line. The ﬁrst
few shells were plainly range ﬁnders as they came at regular intervals
beyond and behind the trench. When they fell near the mark, a
bombardment opened with a crash. No. 2 Company had to stand
and take it. One of the first to go down was Lt. W. McL. Munro,
whose post was the apex of the Corps’ front. He was killed
instantly, and before the Hun let up, leaving our lines a smoking
wreck, this Company, which took the brunt of it, had 19 casualties.
There was a total of 29 for the strafe. Ptes. Dowling, Thomson,
Low and Curry of Nos. 1 and 4 Companies were killed as were
Sgts. F. A. Ludford and G. S. Wilson, and Ptes. A. McLean and
A. Sadler of No. 2 Company, all experienced soldiers who could
ill be spared. So the trip that began with the elation of Vimy
Ridge day still uppermost ended in sudden, heavy losses. Move
ment in the frontline was not blamed although conditions were an
encouragement toward carelessness. The cause of the strafing was
doubtless new earth from the recently built line showing up plainly
against the green of the spring grass.
The 2nd Battalion relieved the Highlanders at midnight of the
1st and the Battalion wended its way under the culvert and back
over the Ridge, reaching Maison Blanche Camp well before dawn.
For the first time in months they were under canvas and also for
the first time they got a taste of the night bombing which was to
become such a strain, even in billets, within a few months. A plane
ﬂew over, 300 feet up, and dropped a load of small bombs. The
greatest damage was in nearby horselines, where two mules were
killed.
The Staff were called more than the usual unkind names during
the next few days. To the men it seemed that they weren’t sure
where they wanted the 15th Battalion situated. On the 3rd of May
they moved them a mile or so forward to what was known as the
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Vase Area, a region of old trenches and loudsmelling dugouts.
Then, in the afternoon, it was decided they should be somewhere
else and they went across the face of the Ridge to their old dugout
position, near the vanished Nine Elms. No doubt the moves were
required because of the operations which took place up forward on
May 3rd. The next day they were out of the chalk and dugouts
when they were relieved by the 1st Devons and now repaired to
Le Pendu Huts back Mont St. Eloi way. One day was spent here
resting and then the entire Battalion was housed, after a short
route march, in their old stamping ground, the dilapidated château
at Gouy Servins, where the ﬁrst two days were spent in a complete
rest and cleanup.
So it was exactly one month after they had done their proud
bit in taking the Ridge that the G.O.C. of the Division inspected
them and complimented them upon their soldierly appearance
despite their long stay amid dugouts and trenches. All of which is
a testimony as to how fast a battalion of smart troops can recover
its freshness. The next day, May 10th, the Corps Commander,
Lt.Gen. the Hon. Sir Julian Byng, inspected them also. All ranks
knew a great thrill on seeing him, for already to the Imperials, the
Canadians were the “Byng Boys” (adopted from Geo. Robey’s
show then playing in London), and the Commander was already
famous for his handling of the Corps and his brilliant planning of
the great ﬁght.
Further reinforcements had come up on May 9th. The gaps
were swiftly ﬁlling. Fifty men arrived with this draft. At this time,
too, the large number of promotions necessary to ﬁll the places of
the N.C.O.’s knocked out in the assault, and after, took place.
Sgt. W. J. Rae became C.S.M. of No. 3 Company and Sgt. T.
Cunningham was made C.S.M. of No. 2, taking the place of C.S.M.
Fred Gledhill, now “Regimental.” At the same time 17 new
sergeants were created. They were Cpls. A. Conly, S. E. Effinger,
and J. Hart of No. 2 Company; A. S. Cairns, H. Falkner, C. F.
Litster, F. C. S. French, R. N. Lawrence and L/Cpl. A. Muir of
No. 3 Company; Cpls. H. H. Sutton, W. T. Henderson and L.
MacDonald of No. 1 Company; Cpl. J. Spring and L/Cpls. F. H.
Taylor, J. F. Leitch and Galloway of No. 4 Company, and Cpl.
W. H. McNally of Headquarters. Orderly Room SergeantMajor
“Stub” Jones had left at this time for a commission.
Two mules went A.W.L. from the transport lines on May 10th.
It happened just towards dawn. Two men returning home waxed
hot in argument as to which was the better horseman. They tried
it, being near the horselines, and the mules left there, the riders
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hitting the cobbles hard. They didn’t like those ﬂapping kilts.
The “classiﬁed ad.” inserted in the Battalion Orders by the
Adjutant to the effect that two mules were missing, “one dark with
scar on near hind leg” and the other “dark and newly clipped,”
failed to put the missing mokes back on the strength.
On Sunday, May 13th, the Brigade held church parade en masse
and in the evening the 4th Division Concert Party put on their show
in the château courtyard. On this date Capt. A. C. Futcher was
appointed secondincommand of No. 3 Company; Capt. Hugh J.
McLaughlin, second of No. 2 and Lt. R. A. Brown, second of No. 4.
On the 15th, all ranks were on the football ﬁeld in the rear of the
château to see their team defeat the 1st Canadian Entrenching
Battalion and on the 17th the awards for the Vimy show began to
appear in orders.
Now and a little later the Military Cross was bestowed upon:
Major A. Fraser, Lt. R. A. Brown. Lt. J. Kay (on command), Lt.
D. A. MacIntosh and Lt. R. S. C. Webber. The Distinguished
Conduct Medal was awarded to Sgt. David Bell of the Signal Section,
who later was also given a bar, and to Sgt. L. MacDonald of No. 1
Company.
At the same time the following N.C.O.’s and men were awarded
the Military Medal: Sgt. R. Richards and L/Cpl. J. Harvey, of
No. 4 Company; L/Cpl. J. Williams of No. 1 Company; Sgt. F. E.
Effinger of No. 2 Company; Cpl. J. L. Watson and Sgt. C. L.
Hunt of No. 3 Company; Cpl. Frank Odd, Signals (posthumous);
and Cpl. A. E. Varney, Runners.
The coming of new men to ﬁll the gaps was not yet ﬁnished and
on Sunday, May 19th, a further draft of 100 men came up the
road to the château and were shortly divided and posted to their
companies. The rest still continued and desultory training went on
around the château until May 31st, when, fresh and reﬁtted, the
Battalion started on its way in again. The first stop was Berthonval
Farm. One day was spent here, when a second move was made,
this time to the Elbe and Rhine Shelters, near Neuville St. Vaast.
Then in the evening they swung over to the plank road and headed
up the Ridge, taking up a position in Brigade support just beyond
the railway. Three men were hit at the culvert, which was shelled
steadily as they passed through.
Three days were spent here with everyone under cover during
the day because of the activity of aircraft. Twenty bombs were
dropped on the night of the 2nd in the Battalion’s area, but they,
might have been ﬁreworks for all the harm occasioned, and ducking
them was more amusing than the tedious wiring parties of the

233

48TH HIGHLANDERS OF CANADA

next night. On June 5th they relieved the 25th Canadian Battalion
in the frontline, taking over a frontage of 2,500 yards, which was
a lot for one battalion to hold. The position was immediately to
the north of Arleux. It proved a quiet tour. Lt. Macklin and a
patrol had the only real excitement while in No Man’s Land. He
and his men bombed a machinegun into silence and got back to our
lines safely. Lt. R. S. C. Webber, M.C., was wounded during Hun
retaliation for our test barrage on the 8th.
The wide front, with its necessary gaps, gave ample opportunity
for patrols over the front and those liking that sort of thing could
have all of it their strange nature could desire. Even behind the
frontline travel was a touchy business at night for patrols could
easily work through. One night, over the ridge, Major Mavor and
his shadow, “Slippery” Wilson, his batman. became separated on a
reconnaissance. The Major slid down the bank of a sunken road
and came to a cold, numbing stop beside a Hun. They sat there
side by side for awful seconds while the Major’s hair rose and cold
fear galloped up and down his usually intrepid spine. Neither
moved. Something had to he done and just as the Major was
about to do it, his heart slowed to normal for his nose said that his
companion in the night would goosestep no more.
On the night of the 9th, the Highlanders climbed up the hill
and dropped back over the Ridge once more, to the Paynesley Area,
about half a mile northwest of Neuville St. Vaast. Casualties for
the tour had been light. While the Battalion had sojourned beyond
the Ridge, orders had carried the information that the following
had been mentioned in despatches: Lt.Col. C. E. Bent, D.S.O.,
Capt. J. H. Chipman (on command), Lt. J. Kay (on command)
and Pte. (now Cpl.) G. L. Butterﬁeld of the Scouts.
Then one of the disheartening misfortunes of war occurred.
The entire unit was ordered to move forward and work on Canada
Trench, a reserve defence position on the top of the Ridge, on the
night of the 10th. The Hun, who had always seemed to have more
5.9’s around Vimy than were generally met with, shelled the
Ridgetop towards morning with this calibre of shell. Capt. J. S.
Laycock, a 92nd officer who had joined the Battalion on the Somme,
had been wounded there and who had been back but a brief while,
was killed outright. Pte. J. Riddle was killed an instant later with
the same salvo and 12 other men were wounded.
The stay in this position was until the 17th of June, with eternal
digging—digging of telephone cable and defence trenches, dugouts
and gunpitsgoing on each night. Inevitably the parties ran into
shellﬁre before they got back at dawn to sleep out the day and the
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casualties equalled those of a frontline tour. Six additional men
were hit on the 13th. two more on the 15th and the toll of the working
parties grew nightly. On the evening of the 17th it was over and
the Battalion reached BoisdesAlleux huts before dawn. where
they rested, drilled and “smartened up” for nine enjoyable days.
The estaminets of Ecoivres, Acq and Mont St. Eloi thrived in the
gay evenings as the Highlanders spent their few francs on French
beer, boasted of their deeds and mingled with men of other regi
ments. The tale of Vimy was told to the Imperials again and again.
A map drawn on the tables by a ﬁnger kept moist in spilled beverage
made an effective illustration. Then at closing time they would
come singing home.
The move in during the night of June 26th was long, for the
Mont St. Eloi hill was far from the frontline, now out of sight
beyond the Ridge. The Battalion relieved the 10th Canadian
Battalion in the Méricourt sector and the companies for the tour
were disposed: No. 3 Company under Capt. H. Price, right front;
No. 2 Company under Capt. A. Turnbull, left front; No. 1 Company
under Major Girvan and No. 4 Company under Capt. Sheppard
in support. It was another long frontage, 2,100 yards this time,
and some lovelonely soul had named all communication and support
trenches after actresses. Those who received letters from a Peggie,
Doris, Gertie, Billie, or a Gaby, had little peace for the tour as
the names were easily twisted into rude and embarrassing jests.
The German was again far in front and Lt. Macklin and a
patrol went out on the night of June 28th to establish deﬁnite touch.
He did and awoke the entire German line. The officer stayed
behind as cover and in spite of the mild panic his sudden appearance
out of the night at the Hun frontline had caused, got his entire
party back without casualties. He had bumped into a post where
the bombers were alert, and the machinegunners bored with
nothing to shoot at, and so they had opened up with alacrity. The
next night two large patrols ventured forth and on the night of
June 28th the 3rd Division put on a “pushing operation,” rather
than a major attack. It was not particularly serious to the 15th,
but the right company of the 52nd Battalion, on the right of the 3rd
Division, had an awkward time skirmishing forward with that wide
open ﬂank. No cooperation was planned between the two
Divisions and the 3rd simply pushed forward and left the 1st as
spectators. They pronounced it a good show. On June 30th the
15th Battalion dug outposts and moved the frontline 900 yards
forward without working a riﬂebolt. When the Battalion was
relieved on July 3rd by the 4th Battalion, however, the 1st

235

48TH HIGHLANDERS OF CANADA

Division’s left ﬂank still rested on the line of the 3rd Division
reserves.
The drop back this time was only to the top of the Ridge, with
Battalion H.Q. situated in Thélus Cave, and for another nine days
the digging parties, which were swiftly making the Ridge “impreg
nable,” this time from the Canadian viewpoint. Went monotonously
on and on. The only break in this dull existence came on July
10th when His Majesty the King passed through the Canadian
area. Two companies went down to the LensArras Road, which
they lined just as His Majesty went through in a Staff car. He
waved his hat to their cheers. While at the Cave, Major W. Mavor
returned from Junior Staff College and took over command of his
old company. Capt. A. Turnbull went to the First Army School.
Capt. H. Price now took command of No. 2 Company with Capt.
D. M. Grant as second, and Lt. T. M. Cowan and Lt. J. A. Wylie,
new officers, were posted to Nos. 3 and 4 Companies respectively.
This spell of working parties cost 7 men wounded and Ptes. A. E.
Robertson and G. Jordan killed.
Now came the last days the Highlanders were to have in the area
for months. Nos. 1 and 4 Companies moved over the Ridge on
July 12th and relieved the 16th Battalion in Brigade support,
staying but one day. Then the entire Battalion headed away from
the line, stopped near Neuville St. Vaast for 24 hours, and then
went to Fraser Camp to which they were also to soon say farewell.

Ch XVI. Hill 70

CHAPTER XVI.

HILL 70
“The Graveyard of the
Tartans of the Clans.”

three months since Vimy’s Easter Monday morning—July
I Twaswaswearing
along—and it seemed time for a change of scenery.
The Battalion was in splendid shape, the weather remained ﬁne
and again rumours of action in the offing were daily growing more
persistent. Many veterans of the Regiment were never to see the
Ridge again but the scenes of their gallantries and their glories
there were to linger forever in memory. None would forget the
shattered tower of Mont St. Eloi, looming black and stark in the
early dawn, as they came over the brow of the far rampart of the
Ridge, bound for billets and peace. More vividly still would remain
the now quiet shellpocked slope up which they had Victoriously
pressed, with blotted Thélus and the haglike trees of Farbus Wood
on the crest, and Willerval, Arleux and Fresnoy under a pall of
smoke on the green plain below.
It was in the fresh, early morning of July 16th that the Regiment
turned its back on Fraser Camp, on the side of Mont St. Eloi,
and headed for MaisnillesRuitz, passing through Grand Servins
and Olhain en route. The next day the march was continued to
Mazingarbe, a squalid mining village, familiar from the preceding
winter. Spirits were high and the full repertoire of ribald marching
masterpieces rang gaily along the cobbles throughout the twoday
plod. The stay in Mazingarbe was brief. During the night of the
18th, the Battalion moved into the frontline to the leftfront of
Loos, relieving the 10th Canadians. The freshness of the trenches
in the comparatively green ﬁelds of Vimy, beyond the Ridge, was
gone. They were back once more in an old, longheld sector with
all the usual characteristics. There was frequent and stiff shelling
of the backlines. The stench of disturbed dead, mouldy dugouts
and battered, unused trenches clung everywhere. Nearby was the
brick rubble of Loos, its few uncaved cellars teeming with carrion
rats and its shrapnelscarred but still upright cruciﬁx standing
on the spot where once had been a crossroads. The cruciﬁx had
been a landmark for guides and working parties for two years of
war. The sector was tense and touchy and the sombre atmosphere
236

HILL 70

237

that always seemed to hang there depressed men’s spirits and played
havoc with nerves. There was nothing to exhilarate. It was a
place of gloom, a deathhaunted waste, pounded and accursed, silent
and sly in the day and inﬁnitely desolate beneath the stars.
The relief that first trip in was difficult. Lt. Evan Ryrie, No. 4
Company, who had proven himself a valuable officer, was killed
while leading his platoon forward along Chalk Pit Alley when one
of the heavies intended for Loos hurtled into the trench in front
of him. Lt. J. M. Creighton of No. 3 Company was wounded
that night as were eight men. Throughout this first tour the
artillery fire of both sides was very active, rising at intervals from
desultory salvoes to intense strafe. The weather was warm but the
trenchmortars made the days little more restful than the uncertain
ties of night. The Hun’s heavies were crumping in Loos incessantly
and the steady gasshelling kept things lively and the men alert. On
the 19th his 77 m.m.’s strafed the frontline and in the afternoon
No. 4 Company on the left suffered from a Minenwerfer pounding
which was only stopped after Battalion H.Q. had been asked by
the frontline to suggest something in the way of retaliation. The
eighteenpounders responded and the evening was more peaceful.
Three men were killed on the 20th in the stiff whizzbanging of the
entire area, which started when our heavies opened up on his front
line and wire. The thorny, hindering barbs in most sections were
thick and impassable in front of the wellbuilt German line.
The next two days were an echo of the past fortyeight hours,
with the heavy shelling of Loos village continuing, a monotony
of whizzbanging throughout the hours of daylight and a steady,
but fortunately, slow run of casualties. Three men were wounded
on the 22nd, and three in the early morning of the 23rd, going out.
The relief battalion wended its way forward about one a.m. of the
23rd, and the Highlanders were out of the line and cleaning the
chalky mud from their clothes in Bracquemont shortly after dawn.
The relief went through without a hitch.
The purveyors of rumour immediately became voluble prophets
with the word that the next day the officers and N.C.O.’s “Who
were to take part in a coming offensive,” would go over the practice
ground, taped trenches and strongpoints, which were laid out south
of Bully Grenay. It was just before coming out that an innocent
looking envelope came from Brigade. Battalion H.Q. were sitting
about the dugout brazier gossiping. The O.C. opened the envelope.
He said: “That’s done it!” Major Forbes said: “Done what?”
The O.C. said: “We’re for it.” The Adjutant said: “For what,
sir?” The Colonel looked at him and read on, then: “We’re
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elected!” “Elected for what—lines of communication? Salonika?
Three months’ leave in Canada?” “Hell,” exclaimed the Colonel
with a grin, “To take Hill 70.” And the “Doc” put in: “I was
afraid of it.”
It had long been the ambition of the Canadian Corps to ﬁnish
what they had started by continuing to thrust forward until the
town of Lens, the heart of the coal mine area, had fallen to their
indomitable waves. There were many stumbling blocks to be
smashed before Lens could he added to their bag. Perhaps the most
stubborn, difficult and important defence position was Hill 70 and
this was the job which was to be given to the 1st and 2nd Canadian
Divisions, with the 15th Battalion in the honour position, on the
extreme left ﬂank, likely to bear the brunt of the counter attacks
certain to come. They were to be the hinge of the attack. If the
hinge broke, the assault failed.
Hill 70 was a natural, fortiﬁed mound, fronting and protecting
Lens. The Hill had been pounded, battered and mined for months
but it was still an ugly citadel of mud and chalk and machinegun
bristling strongpoints. The Hun knew the menace to Lens in its
loss and all knew that he would not give it up without a bitter
struggle.
The Regiment had been in the vicinity before. The Maroc and
Calonne area of the previous winter was not far to the right. But
it was only now that they sensed the ﬁtness of having the Highland
Brigade of the Canadian Corps facing the grim Hill itself. For, at
the base of that churned, parapetted slope were the brooding
shadows and shattered walls of riven Loos, the name which will
forever be associated with the 17,000 Highlanders and men of the
British Army who died in the desperate assaults of the disastrous
offensive of 1915. The memory of their reckless courage on the
same Hill, impregnable without the artillery of 1917, came,
perhaps, into the mind of every man of the Regiment during those
days of waiting. Loos had become a bitter name to Scotland.
Trenches to the rightfront of Loos were named Cameron, Gordon,
Seaforth and Black Watch. It was a Highland graveyard, one
more Scottish tomb on a foreign ﬁeld where slept the famous tartans
of the clans. What could be more ﬁtting, then, than that these
Canadian Highlanders should take vengeance?
Even continued postponements, an irritation to men anxious
to get over and at ’em and have done with it, failed to dampen the
good humour of the ﬁt and waiting Battalion. They walked over
the practice ground and were made familiar with it, carried on
battle practice by battalion and brigade, and each company was
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lectured on the proposed attack by Lt.Col. Bent. A plaster cast
of the hill and its fortiﬁcations was used as an aid in making clear
in all minds the task facing the unit. Coloured maps were another
means to assist each man to get acquainted with the shellscarred
slope he was to wrest from the Hun. They knew the names of every
German trench and even the positions of his larger dugouts.
This went on until the end of July, and the belief that the attack
was imminent in the course of the next few days was so general
that when ten men left to go to Paris on leave they went jeering
down the street of Bracquemont, twiddling their ﬁngers to their
noses. They jeered too soon, for they were back in time, despite
the fact that details of the Lewisgun Section moved up to Battalion
H.Q. in the line on the 29th and that Lt.Gen. Arthur W. Currie
called on the Battalion and made one of his typical prebattle
speeches on the 30th.
It was about this date that changes were being made in the High
Command of the Canadian Corps. Sir Julian Byng, because of the
smashing success of his Canadians at Vimy, was promoted to
command the Third Army. The 1st Division’s old O.C., Lt.Gen.
Currie, who was not then knighted, took his place as Corps Com
mander, and the Divisional Command, in turn, went to MajorGen.
A. C. Macdonell.
Now came the postponements, one after another. The Regi
ment had stoodto ready to move up the line and take up battle
positions on August 1st but this was cancelled at 4 p.m. for a period
of twentyfour hours. Then it started to rain and at 5.30 the next
afternoon there was another cancellation. On August 3rd the
Battalion went slogging along the slippery cobbles in a slow drizzle,
from Bracquemont to Brigade reserve at Les Brebis. They changed
billets by companies and were settled by 4 o’clock. Lt. Tait, who
had been in charge of a carrying party at Maroc reported back from
the line about midnight after having a rough time and ﬁve
casualties.
The Regiment called Les Brebis home for a week, resting,
cleaning up and completing equipment. It was still raining at
intervals. The Orderly Room almost suffered annihilation on the
night of the 5th when the enemy’s 5.9’s were battery searching.
One odd shell ended its demoralizing wail at the wall of the building
which housed the Orderly Room, but fortunately caused no
casualties. On the same day Pte. Hedberg was drowned while
swimming in the tank at the generating station. There was a
regimental church parade on this day also, and in the evening No. 2
and No. 4 Companies, under Capt. D. Grant and Major Sheppard,

240

48TH HIGHLANDERS OF CANADA

moved up to a support position known as the Village Line, which
lay to the leftrear of Loos.
During all this period the men were tense, ready to move in
for the show at any hour. But they went back on the night of the
10th to NoeuxlesMines Huts with no further excitement than
occasional shelling by the heavies of Les Brebis and nightly experi
ences of the old bane of existence—working parties. The weather
was still miserable.
A church parade was held in the Y.M.C.A. in NoeuxlesMines
on the evening of the 12th, and, as the sun was out at last, the
ofﬁcers, sergeants and the pipe band, posed for photographs. Lt.
H. P. A. Edge returned to the Battalion from hospital and Lts.
E. L. Fielding and W. M. Smith came up from the 1st Entrenching
Battalion. Then, in the evening, operation orders came in from
Brigade H.Q.
The Regiment was turned out in the black dawn of the 13th,
which was taken as an illomen by the superstitiously inclined,
moved out at 5.30 a.m., marched by way of SainsenGohelle, and
were back in Les Brebis billets at 10.30. The movein to take up
battle positions began at dusk. No. 1 Company, under Major
J. P. Girvan, and No. 3 led by Major W. Mavor, M.C., with
Battalion H.Q. moved directly into the line. The other two
companies remained in billets. Going up, the now familiar, depres
sing atmosphere over Loos was reﬂected in the overcast night sky
but not in the spirits of the men. A platoon of No. 3 Company
was softly singing Alouette as they crossed the LensBéthune Road
in a shadowy line.
Further up, it became nasty; the going in the trenches was
nasty, the temper of the Boche gunners was nasty. He shelled
Chalk Pit Alley, the only communication trench which the Battalion
could use, with incessant salvoes of teargas shells throughout the
night. The men cursed and stumbled blindly forward, peering
through the misted goggles of their gas helmets. They were loaded
down with battlekit and it was a vast relief when the exhausting
trip in was completed. Each man, in addition to his usual 190
rounds of S.A.A. carried 6 Mills bombs, 5 sandbags, rations for 48
hours, a full water bottle and a rubber sheet. Each platoon also
carried 5 picks and 5 shovels. By some miracle the journey up
Chalk Pit Alley, and the entire relief, was accomplished without
casualties.
The route used was past the frowning slag heap at the mines,
over the Railway Embankment and straight across country to the
Lone House. In front the Very lights were going up in frightened
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ﬂurries and the night was resonant with bursts of sudden action here
and there along the taut line. From the Lone House the overland
track led straight north to the screens put up to block observation
in the open. The screens were followed across the main Lens
Béthune Road at Victoria Station and on to Chalk Pit Alley. It
was a long road and a weary one. That night the Territorial
Battalion of the 138th Brigade on the left ﬂank staged two raids
at 10.30 pm. and 2 a.m. This started the nervous touchiness on
the front which was to last until Zero hour. Before dawn of the
following day the other two companies had moved into the line.
The general plan of attack was that the Highlanders should
move forward behind the barrage and swing their right ﬂank
forward after reaching the Blue, or First Objective. The left ﬂank
was to jump No Man’s Land, consolidate its position, and stand
fast. The 13th Battalion, Royal Highlanders, on the right, would
extend the advance, and the 16th Battalion, Canadian Scottish,
the right battalion of the 3rd Brigade, would advance still further
forward, connecting with the 2nd Brigade. The 14th Battalion
remained in support. The most tricky and awkward share of the
operation rested on the capable shoulders of the 15th Battalion.
They were certain to have to withstand a withering enﬁlade ﬁre
from the unattacked Hun on the left.
Lt.Col. Bent’s plan of battle was:
FIRST WAVE: Two platoons of No. 3 Company and two of
No. 1 Company.
SECOND WAVE: Two platoons of each of same two companies.
THIRD WAVE: No. 4 Company intact.
MOPPERSUP: Two platoons of No. 2 Company, Lt. Graham
and Capt. Samuel, the latter to clean out Puits No. 14 Bis
(A mineshaft entrance and series of redoubts where trouble
was expected.)
WIRERS: Two platoons of No. 2 Company. (Lt. Andrews
to carry wire and bags and Lt. S. J. Reeves, M.C., to wire
the Regiment’s front).
LIAISON: Capt. Donald Grant, liaison ofﬁcer, to right battalion
of 138th Territorial Brigade and Capt. H. J. McLaughlin
to 13th Battalion, Royal Highlanders.

In addition to this attack disposition of the Battalion, ten
Brigade machineguns and ten Stokes were on the frontage and
proved invaluable. At the Green, or Second Objective, redoubts
were to be constructed by the moppingup platoons of No. 2
Company and by Lt. Tait’s platoon. Two blocks were to be built
by No. 4 Company in the Blue Line. It was at one of these, No. 8
Post on the extreme left ﬂank, the strong point which actually
was the “hinge,” where men of No. 3 Company and a part of a
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platoon of No. 4 Company were to display sterling valour in its
desperate defence. The 107th Pioneer Battalion was given the
arduous and hazardous task of digging a trench across No Man’s
Land.
Brieﬂy the orders were that as soon as the barrage lifted 200
yards beyond the Blue Line (First Objective) strong Lewisgun
posts were immediately to be pushed out and the scouts were to
endeavour to obtain contact with the enemy during the 41minute
wait before the launching of the second attack. This meant that
the whole assaulting line would be mustered in a body at the Blue
Line. During the pause, reorganization would be made. If neces
sary, the first two waves were to carry on together when the barrage
lifted. No. 4 Company was to stand fast and continue to consolidate
unless needed to reinforce the companies which had gone on.
Major F. Chalmers, an Imperial officer who had been in the
illfated Battle of Loos in 1915, had been attached to the Battalion
in an advisory capacity. The G.O.C. wished to give every aid to
Lt.Col. Bent in his effort to evolve an attack plan that would prove
successful, for there was no doubt anywhere as to the difficulties
facing the 15th. When Major Chalmers was shown the battle
orders his words were a compliment to the tactical genius of the
O.C.: “You don’t need me, Colonel, I haven’t a suggestion. You
know the ground as if you had lived upon it.”
The entire attacking formation was safely assembled, set, and
eager to go at 2.30 a.m. The ﬁrst wave and their moppersup were
standing or squatting on the bathmats and ﬁresteps of the crowded
frontline; the second wave and moppersup were assembled and
waiting in supports and the third wave were standingto in Meath
Trench, a second support trench running parallel to the frontline,
It was a long, tense two hours, made miserable by incessant
shelling of the whole Assembly Position by gas shells. In the
silences, when a night sniper’s ricochet sounded loud, it seemed
unbelievable that under the shrouding dark was a sector jammed
with men in battle array. Along the whole front, and far to the
right, spasmodic bursts of machinegun fire, the rolling crunch of
Minnies and the devastating crash of heavies in Loos told of German
doubt and uncertainty. About 3 o’clock the Hun laid down a light
barrage on the frontline but in a few moments his gunners were
evidently given orders to slacken. A last minute report that faulty
ammunition had been placed in the Lewisgun pans, to cause jams,
proved groundless.
All was ready, from Regimental HQ. in Meath Trench to where
the ﬁrst wave fumed in dragging suspense and took hungry, ﬁnal
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gulps from their cigarettes. Officers peered at the luminous dials
of their wrist watches and checked details in their minds.
One minute to go.
Along the line there was a soft clinking and whispering of orders.
Bayonets were on.
Then just before that momentous tick of time, the night fell
ominously quiet. The snap of a lone riﬂe came from the immediate
front. A man coughed. A machinegun spoke out in sharp,
clamourous toctoctocing and stopped. Then hearts stood still
as a spray of lights shivered up on the right and burst in a beautiful
cluster.
Did he know? There were aching seconds of doubt. Nothing
happened.
And then the quaking world leapt to the shock of the bedlam
of what proved to be a perfect artillery barrage. It was 4.95 a.m.
The assault was on!
TAKING THE HILL
There was one aweinspiring feature in that terriﬁc hubbub which
was a new experience for the Battalion. Homemade trench
mortars had been built into the side of the parados of the support
trench and angled so that the charge would cover Puits No. 14 Bis.
Ninety drums of blazing oil from them were burst over the strong
point. In the livid, jumping dark of that August morning pits of
ﬁre that can only be compared to imagined inferno, mushroomed
suddenly in the smoking, crackling void of night over the Hun.
They were terrifying missiles and grimly answered their purpose,
which was to hold the Hun in check at the leftﬂank dangerpoint.
A strong counter might have smashed the hinge and jeopardized
the entire Battalion and, doubtless, the fear engendered by the
liquid ﬁre helped to prevent a swift rally. To the enemy’s credit
it must be said that the staunchest courage would know sheer,
demoralizing dread under that blazing rain. Even some of our own
battalions were apprehensive of disaster and spoke in their reports
of “weird sheets of light appearing in the sky on our left.”
Observation work had been well done, the German front area.
thoroughly spotted, and the barrage thundered dead upon his line,
lingered on the strongpoints and all but obliterated the dreaded
Puits No. 14 Bis. At the crack of Zero the Hun seemed to be
puzzled. His Very lights could be seen going up in the smoke of
the bombardment well back of his frontline, showing that he was
either retreating before the barrage or that his supports were more
strongly held than his frontline in expectation of an assault. Then
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the creeping barrage lifted from his wire and frontline and the first
wave climbed out, faced the seething open, and vanished into the
roaring dark. The other waves and moppersup were away upon
their heels.
4.26 a.m. A great start. SOS going up frantically every
where—green bursting into two green.
4.27 a.m. Guns on frontline. T.M. also active.
4.28 a.m. Barrage heavy on frontline on left, held by 46th
(North Midland) Division.
4.36 a.m. Enemy mortars stopped. Heavy shrapnel. Green
SOS breaking into red now going up.

Little enemy fire was encountered at the frontline. It was
lightly held and what resistance was met was swiftly overcome.
The enemy in the German trenches on the left, however, swung
their machineguns to the new front and poured a harassing ﬁre
into No. 3 Company. All minds dwelt on that ﬂank. The Bat
talion were doing a left wheel in action, pushing the Hun back
as they swung. But despite the success of this, there was the chill
of apprehension in the possibility of the Hun pushing through below
the pivot—the extreme left—where there was necessarily a gap
the width of No Man’s Land.
At 4.40 a.m. all was doubt. Regimental H.Q., impotently
waiting, noted that the ﬁre on the frontline had increased to barrage
intensity. The enemy put up a weak smoke barrage on the left
ﬂank and in the midst of it an SOS signal, a cluster of amber
lights, was sent up from his supports.
4.46 a.m. Kilted ﬁgures were through the wire and the High
landers were swarming over the parapet of the Blue Line. They
weren’t due to be in the trench until 4.49 a.m. but our barrage had
lifted and it was safe. There were isolated clashes, Mills were
clanging and revolvers snapping unheard in the din. The artillery
had done its work well, however, and the remaining resistance of
the Hun was swiftly silenced by the impetuous Highlanders.
At 4.52 a.m. it was getting gray in the east and would soon be
light. Lt.Col. Bent and Lt. Proudfoot were standing on the
parapet above the entrance to Battalion H.Q. dugout, wondering,
fuming and anxious, staring forward into the redﬂecked fog of
battle. Then came the ﬁrst cheering word. Out of the smoke
limped two ﬁgures clinging to each other. They were Major Mavor,
hit in the leg, and with him his batman, “Slippery” Wilson, who
worshipped his officer and who always did everything the Major did.
“Good God, he’s hit again,” exclaimed the Colonel. “Smoot’s”
proclivities for being hit were a byword. Then he saw who was
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with him, “Slippery”—who always did what the Major did—hit,
not in one leg, but in both legs.
“This is too much, it’s too much,” moaned the O.C., joking now,
after the relief in the O.C. of No. 3 Company’s report—everything
was going well.
At 5.10 a.m. Lt. Winnifrith in the Advance Report Centre,
reported:
“Advance Report Centre located at H.25d.6.2. marked by
green ﬂag. 15th and 13th both reached first objective. Casu
alties light. No opposition. Scouts sent out. Have phone
but line not through yet.”

This message, as were many which followed, was carried back
by runner. It was evident that communication with the forward
line was going to be difficult by phone. The messages tell vividly
of the next few minutes of the assault:
5.12 a.m. “Centre Battalion signals: ‘First Objective taken.’ ”
5.15 a.m. “Observation still very poor. Enemy balloons
observed.”
5.16 a.m. “Major Girvan sent his first report: ‘In Blue Line
with most of my company. In touch with both ﬂanks.
Barrage perfect.’ ”
5.30 a.m. “Major Sheppard, O.C. third wave, reports: ‘At
Blue Line. All going well.’ ”
5.40 a.m. “Whole attacking line got away from Blue Line in
good style. Can see well to the south and everything looks
ﬁne. Wirers have gone forward.”

At this time it was confirmed that the First Objective had cost
but lightly. The Puits No. 14 Bis had been found almost entirely
deserted, thanks to the splendid preliminary bombardment. Neither
attackers nor moppersup met serious resistance. The companies had
been quickly and effectively reorganized during the 41minute rest
and at 5.30 a.m., when the barrage lifted, all was ready. The men
had their breath and it was light enough now to see the tumbled,
barrageblasted underfooting, though not enough for the Hun to
line his riﬂe sights. No. 4 Company remained and consolidated
the Blue Line which the barrage had almost beaten out of existence,
so much so that when it was first reached there was doubt as to its
location.
Now the ﬁght began in earnest. Machineguns were stuttering
over craterlips and bombs were being thrown from shellholes. At
some spots these isolated squads were strong and had to be dealt
with by bombing parties before the main line could advance. There
was rugged resistance and stubborn handtohand ﬁghting in the
wild, red dawn. In front of Bois Hugo, a scrambled shambles of
splintered stumps and craters, one machinegun of the enemy,
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ﬁring on a slight enﬁlade, was working disastrous havoc in the
ranks of No. 1 Company. There was a momentary hesitation and
then a daring manoeuvre. No. 1 Bombing Section was led by
Cpl. A. G. More, on his own initiative, past the sputtering nose of
the gun to its ﬂank. They rushed the post, bombed it, captured
the gun, killed the crew of eight and saved what might have
developed into a precarious situation. Pte. E. G. Raymond of this
party, rushed to within ten yards of the gun, threw the bomb which
put it out of action and then crashed to earth, dead. The unfor
tunate and gallant soldier was killed by the last burst from the gun.
Another shellhole machinegun was also bombed out of action.
Snipers in Bois Hugo were causing some casualties but did not
seriously impede the advance. Bois Hugo was, or had been, a
small thickly wooded copse. It was still so dense that it served as
a cloak for operations in and beyond it. Bois Hugo had ﬁgured
prominently in the failing assaults of ’15 and had earned the name
of The Illomened Woods. By some strange coincidence a copy of
The Strand magazine was found in one of the dugouts containing
the chapter of Conan Doyle’s History of the War which dealt with
the opening of the Battle of Loos on the same spot in 1915.
In the advance No. 1 Company captured a medium sized trench
mortar. For want of a better name they called it a revolvercannon.
It was something new in mortars. It was mounted on a heavy
base and could be swung to ﬁre in any direction. The 500 gas
ﬁlled rounds beside it were tempting and its captors had a vast
desire to turn it upon its late owners. The revolving cannon’s
missiles were quite familiar to the Highlanders and the mortar had
been dubbed Moses but no one could discover how Moses worked.
Then occurred an inexplicable incident. A prisoner, evidently
anxious above all things to remain at peace with these terrible
LadiesfromHell, volunteered to demonstrate. He placed a round
in the muzzle, swung Moses toward the east end of Bois Hugo,
and ﬁred. The tumbling shell arced over in a graceful parabola
and thudded with a shuddering crash in the midst of a cluster of
his friends. The last seen of this Judas was his retreat in painful
leaps with a husky Highlander’s toe hustling him rearwards. He
left hurriedly but before doing so handed over a map showing the
points on which Moses had been concentrating. The 3rd Brigade
Stokes men then adopted the mortar and it was shortly joining the
song of death of three captured Maxims already chattering.
Just as the attacking line reached the Green Objective, a strong,
wellbuilt trench in a commanding position, a Lewisgun Corporal
named Robson, a splendid soldier, eternally spoiling for a scrap,
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became blasphemously annoyed with a German machinegun ripping
a steady stream out of Bois Hugo. The Corporal, Lewisgun on his
shoulder, charged alone, straight for the woods and disappeared.
The same berserk N.C.O. was prominent at the Blue Line. Suddenly
he noticed he had forgotten his revolver and in the midst of the
chaos he began to swear. As he leapt into the trench a German
officer bounced out of a dugout doorway with his nice bluesteeled
Luger pointed at the Corporal’s head. Here was Heavensent
opportunity. The Corporal clouted the Hun over the head with his
Lewisgun’s barrel, took the revolver and gaily proceeded on his
way. It was perhaps the only time in the war that a machinegun
was used as a blackjack. The Corporal was wounded and turned
up eventually in a German hospital, having been knocked out and
captured in his single handed charge on the wood.
Meanwhile No. 3 Company were sprawling and ﬂoundering
forward, ripping themselves loose from snarls of wire, bombing
dugouts and unbroken bays, rushing the redoubts and pressing
resolutely on to the Green Objective. But it was tough going.
There was continuous riﬂe and a seething hail of Maximﬁre from
the ﬂank. The company dwindled. Its commander had stopped
a bullet at the German frontline. Lt. J. A. Wylie had been killed
there. Then Lt. McGee went down wounded. Soon their line was
only isolated and all but leaderless squads, ﬁghting grimly in the
ﬁtful halflight of morning. Lt. Thomas Cowan, in action for the
first time, was the only officer left.
The Forward Observation Officer, Lt. L. L. Youell, 35th
(Howitzer) Battery, who did splendid work during the day, sent
the ﬁrst encouraging news at 5.42 a.m. He reported the Battalion
at the Green Objective and the men diggingin. No. 3 Company,
what was left of it, had fought through. At 5.51 this was conﬁrmed
by a series of messages, by runner, from officers in charge of the
companies and details.
5.59 a.m. The hurried labour by tired men of building a new
parapet to face the enemy from his captured trench was going
forward apace. Lt. Tait was wounded but carried on. Our barrage
was breaking well ahead of the Objective, forming a perfect barrier
of spouting earth and ﬂying shrapnel. Capt. H. Price was wounded
in the mouth after the taking of the Objective, on going forward
to ascertain the condition of No. 3 Company.
Until later there was little enemy artillery play, but the sniping
and machinegun ﬁre grew with the light. The wiring party were
out in front. Lt. Reeves, who won his M.C. the previous winter,
was killed near the beginning. So, under Sgt. C. W. Keach the work
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went on in desperate haste under constant and heavy riﬂeﬁre. The
Sergeant carried on splendidly for his dead officer. He was successful
in giving the whole frontline some protection with a staked line
of wire from the junction on the right with the 13th Battalion’s
ﬂank, to a point near Bois Hugo. The moppingup platoons were
in on the heels of the ﬁrst wave and the building of the strong
points was swiftly accomplished. Thus, by 6.10, with the dawn
growing swiftly into day, the Regiment was getting into shape to
withstand a counterattack and was jubilantly conﬁdent of holding
the position. The Brigade Vickers and the Stokes got up without
severe casualties and were already in position with the latter throw
ing bombs into Hobart and Horton Trenches.
At 6.15 a.m. Major Girvan worked down the entire Battalion
front with a runner and at once it was evident that No. 3 Company
was in dire straits. It had but one officer. Its trenches were
demolished in spots and protection was poor. He sent the following
message to the O.C.:
“Am in Final Objective and consolidating. In touch with
both ﬂanks but No. 3 Company is in bad shape. Will do what
I can but had better send someone to take charge of it if
possible.
I
have
enough
men
to
hold
on
with.”

Lt. G. B. Chisholm and Lt. Donald had reached the Final
Objective safely with No. 1 Company. Lt. Chisholm temporarily
took over No. 3 Company and did outstanding service with them
and with his own Company throughout the day. The Assistant
Adjutant, Lt. E. M. Haldane, was already on the way up from
Battalion H.Q. to take charge of No. 3 Company. He took over
about 6. 30 a.m.
About this time Major Girvan selected a new dugout with two
entrances as his Company H.Q. On the ﬂoor were ﬁve apparently
lifeless Germans, two of them wearing the Iron Cross. The O.C.
of No. 1 Company glanced casually at them, then turned his back
and began writing a message. Suddenly he was startled by voices,
the ominous scrape and unmistakable click of a riﬂe bolt behind him.
“Hey, you——’s! Come on, out of it!” said the Voice. “Quick!
You ain’t bloody stiffs.”
The stem of the fattest Hun was tickled with a bayonet point
and ﬁve crestfallen Germans scrambled fearfully erect. They had
been shamming, and now their hands went roofwards as they
pleaded Kamerad. Another prisoner, as if he were fumbling for
his life, dragged out of his rear pocket a paper showing that he
was a stretcherbearer. He is probably still certain that he owes
his life to that document.
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Changes were being made to strengthen the line. No. 1
Company and the moppingup platoons from No. 2 had taken over
a part of No. 3 Company’s front and Lt. Macklin was sent up from
Battalion H.Q. to assist on the right. It was also seen that No. 8
Post, the most important redoubt, cementwalled and strong, was
undermanned. Part of a No. 4 Company platoon reinforced it.
Throughout, from the gunpits of the batteries to the steel of
the ﬁrst wave, the attack had shown perfect precision. No detail
had been missed in the wellpreserved plan of assault. But now
the Battle of Hill 70 was to start in grim earnest.
DEFENDING THE HINGE
There are two phases to the attack on Hill 70, the taking and
the holding on. The last was to prove the hardest task, a job that
was to call on the last ounce of courage in the ﬁghting heart of every
man in the Battalion. It was to be a long, long day of hot riﬂe
barrels, of gallant deeds and close, bitter ﬁghting. The enemy
made counterattack after counterattack, stubborn thrusts that
caused one officer to exclaim: “It’s the biggest killing of Germans
since the early days of the war.”
According to a prisoner the line opposite had been held for 15
days by the 26th Infantry Regiment. But the counters were
made by shock troops of high calibre. They rolled up in droves,
unwavering, were beaten to earth again and again under the scythe
like ﬂail of our barrage and frontline ﬁre, then on they came again.
Their attacks were madness. Either they were grievously misled
or unaware that they were under such clear observation. It was
Mont Sorrel reversed. The men watching from the frontline, in
the generosity of the brave for the brave, named them “blasted
ﬁghting men.”*
It had become practically broad day by 6.30 when the situation
was reported generally quieter and more satisfactory. But it was
an ironic and shortlived breath of relief. At 6.50 the Brigade
Major wired Battalion H.Q.: “Captured officer states that it is the
intention to launch an immediate counter attack.”
At 7.15 the tenseness of the situation grew, with an increase
of fire around Puits No. 14 Bis and in front of the Report Centre.
At 8.05 a.m. Boris O.P. detected the Boche massing in his
trenches, far back, and moving up the communication trenches, and
the same report came over the wire from No. 1 Company Head
quarters. The artillery was asked to standto at 8.08 a.m. The
*In 1928, an official German document
greater in this battle, in proportion to the
throughout the entire Great War.

stated that the German Army's losses were
men engaged, than in any other engagement
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enemy shelling shortly became intense on the old No Man’s Land,
the old frontline, Chalk Pit Alley and Meath Trench.
Boris O.P. had a splendid view of the area behind the German
frontline and was suddenly startled by observing hordes of
Germans, in full marching order, moving forward on the far side of
Bois Hugo in parties of about company strength, and leading them
was an officer mounted upon a white charger. They strode
unwittingly along in columnofroute, ﬁve abreast. The artillery
was given the location, there was a fearful moment of waiting, then
the marching Germans and their foolhardy leader were blotted out
in leaping spirtles of ﬁre. Our frontline, which had a splendid view
of the whole performance, cheered. Evidently at this moment the
German reserves were unaware of the exact position of their enemy
as communication trenches were handy which they could have used
to get close before appearing in the open. Had they advanced
unobserved, this first counter attempt might have been serious.
As it was, the German loss was appalling.
At 8.30 a.m. Lt. Winnifrith sent a resume of the situation from
his Report Centre, from which point all reports from the front were
being relayed to Battalion Headquarters:
“Everything working out well in the frontline. Prospects
are in favour of a counter attack. Shelling has increased on
our front. Casualties are ten ofﬁcers and approximately 150
other ranks. Wiring has been done on the frontline from the
left ﬂank of the 13th to about 100 yards west of the Bois Hugo.”

Five minutes later the right ﬂank reported the frontline being
shelled and growing machinegun activity. The heavy enemy
reinforcements were again observed by our frontline, and also by
the Forward O.O., coming over the brow of high ground and pro
ceeding along the road behind Bois de Dix Huits in ﬁle. Regiment
after regiment passed the open spaces in the woods along that road.
For more than an hour the massing continued and the future
became sternly threatening.
The second deﬁnite attack was launched at 11.30 a.m. Two
close moving waves of the enemy rose out of the ground on the
Regiment’s left front and came determinedly forward at an incline.
The artillery roared down within two minutes and the result was
slaughter. Now, however, the Hun got into close contact with the
Highlanders in No. 8 Post for the first time. They' came up the
Blue Line towards the block and the bomb battle that was to rage
there for the rest of the day was on.
By 11.44 the surging lines of the enemy were extended from
the left of Wingles to the right of Pont à Vendin and it was evident
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that the 15th Battalion, and No. 3 Company in particular, was
going to get the weight of their assault. The gunners once more
had the honours—drove them to ground and forced a short lull.
They were up again at 11.53, coming relentlessly forward in
extended order, but the evenness of their advancing lines was
broken. By this time our riﬂes and Lewisgun ﬁre, aided by the
Vickers guns of the Brigade crews, could do effective work and
once more the attack petered out. But each time the thrusts were
stronger, closer, more determined. No estimate could be made of
their numbers but they were three deﬁnite waves deep and perhaps
a mile wide.
At noon all knew the Hill was to be retaken at all costs. The
enemy began massing along the entire front and support lines,
especially heavily on the left ﬂank. Gray uniforms were thick in
Bois Hugo; bobbing coalscuttle helmets and glinting tips of steel
were seen in every hollow in all that tumbled, crisscrossed trench
world in front of the watchful eyes of the Battalion. The word
went back:
“They are carrying two sacks each, evidently bombs. Our
artillery doing great work and the attack is being broken up.
The enemy is not shelling very heavily. His chief targets seem
to be the back areas. Chalk Pit Alley and Meath Trench are
being shelled heavily by heavies.”

Now came the time when every man had to live up to the
tradition of his corps, hard won in the wrath of battle. It was a
stiff, stern test and courage had to be the rare kind, the kind that
endures. Every man stood the gaff, a ﬁghting man from his tinhat
to his solestuds. Their spirit was plain when Davidson kilts were
observed out of the trench and sprawling on the parapet for better
use of riﬂebolts. Men stood erect to shake their ﬁsts and bellow
exultant deﬁance at the oncoming ﬁeldgray lines. It had been
seldom and long since they could stand on their feet to shout choice
epithets and excited challenges at a Fritz they could see. A
sweating No. 3 Company man, after hoarsely screaming: “Come
on you——s,” and heaving a Mills for 40 yards, wiped his face with
his sleeve and ﬂatteringly remarked: “The——s did come.”
“What’s going on up there?” enquired the hard working M.O.,
Capt. R. O. Mackenzie, who was wounded at 5.50 a.m. but still
carrying on, as he did until 1.30 the next morning. “Standing on
the parapet and giving ’em hell,” said a sergeant, pride in his
beaming face, despite his bombgashed thigh.
Few men in the Regiment had ever before had such target
practice as they now experienced. The front was crawling with
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Huns. At 12.18 another counter attack was launched, this time
to the left of Bois Hugo. The artillery roared in at once with a
good covering and again the frontline men were manning the
parapets and working their riﬂes, and again No. 8 Post was ﬁercely
attacked and ﬁercely, splendidly held. Lt. Haldane was proving
himself a splendid ﬁghting leader. He was everywhere and
wherever the ﬁght was hot.
Lt. Macklin of No. 1 Company, a school teacher before he took
to ﬁghting, was doing some marvellous bomb throwing. On the
right, the grimly advancing Hun was trying to make his way into
our trench under shelter of Horse Alley. But there was one point
where the Hun had to expose himself. Lt. Macklin had this
spotted to within a yard or so. He was heaving bombs and
beseeching over and over in a belligerent bellow: “Give me another
bomb, Nemo, I can heave ’em a hundred yards!”
“Nemo” was Lt. Chisholm who, with Pte. Blackhall, was pulling
the pins and hard put to it to keep the enthusiastic bombthrower
fed. Between them they killed many Germans. Lt. Macklin’s
Homeric range of sixty yards with the Mills, to the Hun’s thirty or
less with Potatomashers, brought this “minor operation” to a
completely successful close.
The tenseness of the situation was not to relax during all that
long, thundering summer afternoon. The dull roar of frantic
musketry in rapid ﬁre mingled again and again with the sharp
businesslike crunching of Mills and the sharper twang of Potato
mashers before the SOS woke the guns and blotted out these
lesser sounds of strife. Hour by hour the forward line grew weak
as the casualties mounted and, hour by hour, the German assaults
crept closer. But the spirit of the defenders on the quaking slope
of the Hill would not break. The Hun rushed the frontline at
isolated spots but it was only a momentary foothold; he never
left it alive. One prisoner was taken.
At 19.50 another strong attack was launched and this time
before it was beaten back there were hundreds of grayclad forms in
front of the Highlanders’ trench. At 1 o’clock a message went to
the rear from Major Girvan, desperately busy directing the ﬁght
on his own front and sending men onthedouble to the hard pressed
points along the whole line. He was still cheerfully saying: “Our
line is being held at all points.”
Fifteen minutes later the Hun was coming again. The men were
out of the trench and on the parapet to meet him and at some points
were standing up and running forward to increase the throw of
their Mills. The excitement continued until almost 2 o’clock, with

Private Oscar Green
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only brief intervals between rushes to allow the defenders to
reorganize and get their breath. Just after 1.30 the enemy rallied
on the left and tried a strong bombing rush on an angle. He failed.
The men in No. 8 Post were ﬁghting for their lives now. Two o’clock
came with things growing quieter and the enemy shelling decreasing.
Comparative peace continued for the next two hours, the Hun
contenting himself with pounding Chalk Pit Wood with his heavies.
Even Battalion H.Q. had a taste of handtohand action. About
1230, while Lt.Col. Bent was carrying on a telephone conversation
with Brig.Gen. Tuxford, G.O.C. 3rd Brigade, the signallers at
Boris O.P., who were cutting in to speak to the Colonel, heard a
startling dialogue. Gen. Tuxford asked: “Are you alright, Bent?
Can you hold on?”
“Don’t
worry,
we’ll
hold
’em,”
answered
the
O.C.
Then the message evidently came into Battalion H.Q. that
another counter, and a strong one, was on its way.
“They’re coming again,” said the Colonel, excitement in his
voice.
“They’re
closer
this
time,
but
we’ll
hold
’em.”
Then something else happened, something stupendous, even for
this stupendous, chaotic day, for the Colonel suddenly shouted:
“Wait! They’re here now! They’re right HERE — They’re
UPSTAIRS—!”
This had followed an urgent shout of warning down the sap
steps by R.S.M. Gledhill. It developed that a patrol of twelve of
the enemy had crossed over No Man’s Land to the left of the
Battalion’s front into the frontline of the 2/4th South Lanes. This
battalion had been drawn out of the frontline to escape the German
barrage sure to fall when the assault opened. The Germans pene
trated, unobserved, through the old frontline down to Meath
Trench and were within 100 yards of the entrance to the Battalion
H.Q. dugout when Pte. Oscar Green, a veteran of No. 2 Company,
saw them and gave the alarm. He then went courageously for them
with a broken riﬂe, minus bolt and bayonet. It was the only thing
his hand could reach in his frantic haste. He downed the leader
with his riﬂe butt, but before help could come had been stabbed
a dozen times with German bayonets. Every available man in
Battalion H.Q. was rushed out—scouts, runners, signallers and
batmen—by the Colonel and the Adjutant. In a few moments
this motley bombing party “did in” some and chased home the
rest of the German patrol. Because of the uncertainty always
existing as to how the day was going in front there had been a
moment of awful doubt that the Hun had broken through when
they appeared almost on top of H.Q. dugout.
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There were two shortages which threatened, but did no more
than threaten, to cause disaster. Bombs and ammunition were
being carefully hoarded by noon hour. Repulsing the attacks had
exhausted a dangerously large amount of S.A.A. and Mills. The
carrying parties did their best, but it was only fragments that got
through that back barrage. As the day wore on the shortage of
men became a threat. Runners taking messages from Battalion
H.Q. forward, travelled up in pairs, and in addition to the heavy
shelling which they had to get through were sniped at by riﬂe and
machinegun from the left during all the hours of daylight. When
they reached the frontline one was commandeered to defend that
precious parapet, while the other returned alone with his message.
The Advance Report Centre aided greatly in keeping up communi
cation. Capt. Turnbull relieved Lt. Winnifrith here in the later
afternoon. He had come up from the transport with Lt. Macklin
and Capt. Haldenby, who took over as Adjutant, Lt. Smith and
Lt. R. A. Brown. Runners Scott and McKay went through the
barrage to this point several times. One of those who stayed to
man the parapet, Runner Charles Duffy, who had been prominent
as a bomber on the Somme, was wounded in the thigh during a
counter attack and lay uncomplainingly in a niche in the trench
until he died from loss of blood many hours later. Many men
died the same way. That was another shortage, and an unfortunate
one—stretchers and men to carry them.
Everywhere were words of commendation for daring and high
courage. Lts. Haldane, Chisholm and Proudfoot and Capt.
Turnbull, all of whom led No. 3 Company at various times, found a
tower of strength in a big corporal of that Company. The officers
did not know him personally as they did not belong to the company
but they were given a gallant backing in the dashes from point to
point, wherever the gravest danger threatened. The signallers at
Advance Report Centre did gallant work repairing breaks in the
phone line under heavy ﬁre. The fearlessness of Signallers Miller,
Ganter and Howlett, was particularly commendable. Stretcher
bearer Harry Biggs, M.M., for nearly two years an outstanding man
in No. 1 Company, was killed while dressing wounded in the open.
Sgt. L. MacDonald, D.C.M., another ﬁne soldier, lost his life in the
advance, as did Cpl. Bunch and L/Cpl. S. W. Taylor, all of No. 1
Company. Lt. D. W. MacDonald, a new officer of No. 4 Company,
was killed. He was seriously wounded at the Blue Line and placed in
a shellhole which was later blasted into a large crater. Lt. Wendell
Graham, No. 2 Company, was wounded, as was Lt. Gordon
Chisholm of No. 4 Company, and Lt. J. Robertson of No. 1 Company.
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During the afternoon, in one bay, close to No. 3 Company’s
H.Q., many casualties were caused by one of our 4.5's ﬁring short.
Urgent messages were sent back to stop it but the culprit evidently
could not be located and each time our SOS went up it dropped
further shells into the Highlanders’ backs. It was an added and
unfortunate hardship.
But the Hun was not yet beaten. At 4.04 p.m. he broke out once
more and again No. 8 Post was grimly held. Boris O.P. reported:
“Enemy trying to bomb out our left ﬂank, Our men
successful in breaking up attack with bombs.”

This brief report told nothing of the ﬁerceness of the struggle
around that pivot strongpoint. Lt. E. M. Haldane, leading the
defence, was standing on the parapet doing terrible execution with
his bombs and with his staunch supporters, successfully balked the
Hun again and again.
Conﬁdence was renewed about 4 o’clock by the arrival of a
company of the 14th Battalion as reinforcements. There was
another bombing attack at 4.30 p.m. on No. 8 Post. It wasn’t so
determined this time and Lts. Haldane and Chisholm again led a
successful defence and once more beat the Boche back. But the
situation was precarious as they were short of bombs and expected
another attack momentarily.
Another hour passed and this time a general attack was rolling
against the entire front. Once more the line rose to the ﬁght and
held grimly to their trench with bayonet and bomb at the points
where the Hun reached close quarters.
Then a cheering message came from Gen. Macdonell, G.O.C.
1st Canadian Division: “Well done, 15th.” The Brigadier also
sent a message to Lt.Col. Bent: “The heartiest congratulations to
you and your Battalion upon your most successful operation.”
They deserved it. Men were now ﬁghting under the dead
weight of fatigue, ﬁghting and carrying on by their nerve alone.
It was a long, long day; the longest in the memory of most of them
and it wasn’t over.
There was comparative quietness on the front from 5.30 until
shortly after 8 o’clock in the evening when there were again signs
of activity on the restless leftﬂank. The artillery was asked to
standto. But the attack came on the centre of the Battalion’s
front, on No. 1 Company, and once again they were repulsed with
the heaps of German dead grown thicker on the slope.
Then, as twilight was gathering. came the most determined and
the fiercest of all the attempts to capture the hinge—No. 8 Post.
The devoted defenders dealt with it desperately and gallantly, and
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just as it was seen that the attacking Hun was losing heart, cour
ageous Lt. Haldane, up on the parapet and frantically heaving Mills,
was killed by a Potatomasher, which fell at his feet. He died
ﬁghting, after a day in which his recklessness and disregard for
danger had been a vast inspiration to his hardpressed men. They
were doughty bombthrowers and dauntless warriors in that post.
Cpl. J. H. Wells had lain on the parapet, ignoring the bombs going
over him into the post, and cleaned out rush after rush. He was
wounded by a bomb which exploded beside him.
A concertinaroll of wire had been thrown into the trench some
yards from the post and it aided greatly in blocking the passage.
At times the Hun had penetrated to the very sandbagged wall.
Bombs exploded inside their strongpoint throughout the day but
the gallant little garrison of 23 men, with additions and replace
ments under severe stress, held stubbornly on. They threw bombs
for hours. More than 300 Mills were consumed. Sgt. H. “Inky”
Robertson proved a splendid action leader throughout that long,
mad struggle, though none should be singled out for his deeds
all were heroic.
This proved to be the last serious thrust of the Hun, but at
about the same time Capt. Turnbull, in command of No. 3
Company, with Lt. Brown beside him, had another strong bombing
attack to deal with. Then a message went back to Regimental
H.Q. asking for officers, bombs and wire. Night began to fall on
the writhing, redlit world, shrouding it in doubt, and Lt.Col. Bent
asked Brigade to send a second company of the 14th to aid him.
The night seemed heavy with sullen threat.
Things were not quiet until 10 o’clock, when the enemy
apparently gave it up as a hopeless task and began putting up his
usual white ﬂares. The night began to settle. Gradually the
artillery on both sides slowed down and there was peace of a sort
until dawn. The garrison was weary to the point of exhaustion,
having been strenuously engaged from 5 a.m. to 10 p.m.
Brave men were still to fall, but the long struggle between
desperate men for the precious ditch on the smoking slope was
over. No words can describe the stubborn, iron courage of the
Battalion during it all, as does the following message sent by the
O.C., who was moved almost to incoherence, to Major John Girvan,
senior officer in the line, who had proved throughout the O.C.’s
oft repeated remark, that: “John is a frontline reliability that never
fails.” A runner carried it forward at 10.18 p.m. and it told, too,
something of the tenseness and anxiety in the rear while the struggle
raged. The message ran:

Lt.Col Bent's letter
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“You have had and are still having a damn hard time, no one
realizes that any more than I. We are doing our best in a small
way to help you. A company of the 14th are on their way up to
reinforce the line. They are going fully equipped. I really
believe that you have bested him and I hope that he will not try any
more. We have had five counterattacks today and each was
repulsed and not an inch of ground lost.
Never was I prouder of my dear old Battalion than I am today.
They have been true blue. My heart is too full for words. I feel
sure that never in history was a more gallant, heroic and stubborn
stand made by any battalion than was made by this grand old
outﬁt today.
Our stock will be high, many congratulations will pour in, but
we, who are interested, care for naught of that. The mere fact that
we have done our duty is enough. Really I almost feel like a piker
when I say “we” because my part was the safety first part. This
has been the greatest day in the history of the Regiment and you
and your fellowofficers and those splendid men may carry your
heads as high as you like.
Many dear, good, brave lads have fallen, but not in vain. Good
luck to you, old scout. I am so thankful that you are safe.
(Signed) C. E. BENT,
P.S.—I want you to tell the F.O.O. that I think his work today was
splendid.

The postscript was right. The artillery, throughout, answered
instantly to the SOS and gave incalculable aid to the Battalion
facing ﬁve attacks, which might be considered general, as well as
innumerable bomb raids of varied strength and seriousness. During
the night of the 16th, in order to save runners dangerous trips,
the F.O.O. used a lamp for his messages. At 10.35 p.m. Boris O.P.,
the personnel of which had also given invaluable service, thought
they saw an SOS being ﬂashed and the night awoke again with a
crash. About midnight this was found to have been a mistake.
Before dawn the broken remnants of the German regiments
which had failed so utterly to drive the Highlanders from the
position were relieved. All morning large parties were observed
straggling back with full equipment. Our artillery got their range
and their passage to the rear was hazardous and their casualties
heavy. While their relief had been going on the Regiment also
took advantage of the cover of darkness and the decrease in shelling.
Many wounded men along the frontline were evacuated, large
supplies of bombs and ammunition were carried forward and by
dawn they were weary but in fair shape to take on another day’s
ﬁghting, if it had to be. Men of broken but unbeaten No. 3
Company carried Lt. Haldane’s body back to Battalion H.Q.
Because of the continued pounding being given our old frontline
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and the old No Man’s Land by his heavies, it was impossible to
carry many dead to the rear. Most of the gallant dead were buried
where they fell, near the new frontline.*
It was expected that the Hun would attempt a strong counter
attack in the halflight of the standto hour, with the night’s
reorganization behind him. But nothing of importance developed.
Many German stretchers were at work all morning of the 16th in
plain view of our trench and officers could be seen directing them at
their work. They were not molested. It was different, however,
with our own stretcher parties, who had to cross the old No Man’s
Land exposed to Hun snipers and severe enﬁlade machinegun fire
from the left. The Pioneer Battalion had not yet ﬁnished the
digging of the trench joining No. 3 Company’s left ﬂank (No. 8
Post) to the old frontline.
The Boche seemed content with only desultory shelling during
the morning until an attack on the 2nd Brigade on the right started
a bombardment, which, after the inevitable habit, spread to the
Battalion’s front. The situation was not quiet and our own artillery
was not ordered to slow until 9 o’clock in the evening. Frequent,
impetuous ﬂurries of artillery ﬁre broke out here and there but the
ﬁerceness was gone from the thwarted Hun’s attempts to dislodge
the Highlanders on the crest of the coveted Hill.
At 1.30 a.m. the Headquarters of the relieving battalion (2nd
Canadian) reported at Battalion H.Q. But nothing was to go easily
for the tired defenders of the hinge, not even relief. When the
enemy opened a light barrage our own artillery followed suit and
the relief was long delayed. And so another gray dawn was coming
up beyond the German wire to lift the shadows of doubt from the
restless, blooded hillside, before the last man of the battleworn
but still undaunted Battalion had plodded his weary way over the
old frontline, down Chalk Pit Alley, unrecognizable now, and on
back to Les Brebis—and peace. It was 6.20 a.m. before the word
went to Brigade: “Relief Complete.”
The pipers met the straggling, spent men, stumbling billet
wards in their sleep. Then the gay, lilting strains of their own
marchpast, Hielan’ Laddie, went skirling down the cobbles.
Heads came up and shoulders straightened. More than 225 men
of the 15th Battalion had fallen, killed or wounded, to swell the
Highland toll of the malignant stronghold of Hill 70. But
Highlanders had broken the stronghold and the graveyard of the
tartans of the clans had been avenged by their own.
*Many years afterwards, Capt. Proudfoot, on a visit to the battleﬁelds, was able to direct a
member of the War Graves Commission to the exact spot where these men were buried.
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CHAPTER XVII.

CITE ST. PIERRE
and the
LAST RETURN TO THE SALIENT

it was a nasty little do,” said a very old Old Timer who
“A YE,
had seen St. Julien and much besides, as the packs were
being dumped with a crash and a grunt of relief on the ﬂoors
of Les Brebis billets. And the new men, always sensitive, looked
up, thinking they were getting the poohbah again. They admitted
the “nasty” but to them Hill 70 should not be termed “little,”
and from their point of view they were right, even in the light of
the magnitude of Vimy Ridge or of the smashing assaults of the
summer to come. Hill 70 was “little” in yards but few operations
carried out by the 15th Battalion throughout the war equalled the
sheer, bitter nastiness of the part from which they had just
triumphantly come. There was the usual hilarity of relief, the
seeking of friends in other companies and a bite of breakfast, and
then most of the officers, unshaven and uncaring, and inordinately
proud of their men, made the rounds of the billets and found
nothing but good humour. Then the tired Battalion slept, con
tented with itself and its deeds and with a sense of satisfaction in
a job well done.
In the afternoon an attempt was made to ascertain the casualties.
The Battalion had 13 officers killed or wounded and it was seen that
this had been an officers’ battle. The shifting from point to point,
the isolated defences and the individual efforts to heat off the
Hun called for leadership; and a wealth of it was found, where
it is expected to be found, and always was found in the Battalion,
among the officers and the N.C.O.’s. The companies had shared
alike in the cost and in the honour. No. 4 Company lost Lt. J. A.
Wylie, killed, and Lt. D. W. MacDonald who was missing, believed
killed. Lt. Gordon T. Chisholm was wounded. No. 3 Company
lost valiant and wellloved Lt. E. M. Haldane, known in the
Regiment as the “Count” and one of the most popular officers of
the Unit. He had been an original and had been a private soldier
and noncom. in the Battalion before being commissioned. This
company’s Officer Commanding, Major W. Mavor, M.C., and
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Lt. T. McGee were also wounded. Lt. S. J. Reeves, M.C., of No. 2
Company, had been killed at the beginning of the show. Capt.
H. Price, M.C., and Lt. W. S. Grahame were wounded, as was
Lt. B. J. Tait, who did not go out. Lt. J. Robertson, No. 1
Company; Lt. W. Proudfoot, Intelligence Officer, Capt. R. O.
Mackenzie, Medical Officer, and Capt. Hugh J. McLaughlin,
Liaison Officer to the 13th Canadian Battalion, were also wounded.
The latter was hit after he returned to his own unit.
No. 1 Company had 11 men killed, 12 men missing, many of
whom were later added to the killed, and 52 men wounded, a total
of 75 casualties. No. 2 Company lost 2 men killed, 8 were missing,
believed killed, and 19 were wounded. No. 3 Company’s toll was
7 men killed, 38 men wounded, and 6 missing, believed killed.
No. 4 Company’s toll was 3 men killed, 29 wounded and 4 missing,
believed killed. The transport had 2 men killed and 4 wounded.
The Intelligence Section lost 1 killed and 1 wounded, the Runner
Section, 1 killed and 1 wounded; the Signallers, 1 wounded, and
the Medicals, 2 men killed. Amongst the senior N.C.O.’s to fall
were Sgt. L. McDonald, D.C.M., of No. 1 Company, killed; Sgts.
J. Edmondson of the same company; M. S. Compton, No. 2;
A. S. Cairns, No. 3; G. S. Taylor and H. J. Tosh, of No. 4 Company,
all wounded.
During the afternoon Lt.Col. Bent, moved by their valour and
immensely proud of his Battalion, had the men assembled in the
schoolhouse where he had lectured on the attack day after day,
and as they waited for him the quick recovery from strain and
weariness was again evident. They were already younghearted
and carefree. The O.C. was late and when he arrived a man
observed in a voice loud enough for the Colonel to hear: “Here
comes the little runt now.” So it was to a laughing audience that
Lt.Col. Bent spoke. What he said is forgotten but it was from a
full heart.
A bathing parade was held on August 18th, which was enjoyed,
both because of the heat and the lice acquired in bulk uptheline,
and in the evening the Battalion moved out to Les Brebis Camp
near the village. The next day was Sunday so there was a church
parade in the ﬁeld and on Monday the Battalion packed up and
marched to Barlin, passing through the familiar streets of Sains
and Hersin on the way. En route, while passing along the road
near Fosse 7, the official photographers took motion pictures of the
Highlanders on the march. Some of the pictures taken at this
time appeared later in illustrated weeklies and in several volumes
dealing with the war. The next day, the 20th, the Battalion was
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again on the march. This time the move was by brigade, the head
of the column passing the starting point out of Barlin at 7.30 a.m.
It was a long trudge down the cobbles and Haillicourt, Bruay and
MarleslesMines were all put behind before the pipers played The
Campbells are Coming in the streets of ancient and peaceful
Lozinghem, a small village nestling in a green valley, and a pleasant
spot in which to recuperate.
At this time Capt. A. Turnbull, who had been on No. 1
Company’s strength, was transferred to command No. 2, and Capt.
R. A. Brown was given command of No. 3, to which Company Lt.
W. M. Smith was now posted. A little later Lt. G. S. Winnifrith
took over No. 3 Company when Capt. Brown went to Brigade.
The other two companies were still commanded by Major J. P.
Girvan and Capt. D. C. Sheppard.
Sir Douglas Haig’s message to Lt.Gen. Currie, whose first
action this was as Corps Commander, appeared in orders of August
22nd, and read:
“I desire to congratulate you personally on the complete and
important success with which your command of the Canadian
Corps has been inaugurated. The two Divisions which you
employed on the 15th instant totally defeated four German
Divisions, whose losses are really estimated at more than
double those suffered by the Canadians. The skill, bravery
and determination shown in the attack and in maintaining the
positions won against repeated attacks were in all respects
admirable.”
Field Marshall
SIR DOUGLAS HAIG,
Advance G.H.Q.

The Corps Commander had been thrilled by the Highlanders’
splendid stand and that he was deeply appreciative was seen when
he drew Lt.Col. Bent aside when the Battalion marched past him
while on the move. He said: “I knew whom I was placing on that
left ﬂank. It was splendid.”
As usual, it was soon evident that inspections and drill were of
more importance, or believed by The Powers to be of more use in
recuperation, than sleep and loafing, for there was only one day’s
real rest. It was taken up in a bathing parade to Raimbert. Then,
on the 22nd, all ranks fell in, smart and refreshed, for inspection
by MajorGen. A. C. Macdonell, O.C., of the 1st Division. Grousing
during the spitandpolish preparation for inspection was always
loud and long, and this was no exception. The Divisional Com
mander, however, was welcome, and the cynics listened to his words
of commendation for their splendid showing in attack and holding
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on with unusual interest. He congratulated them and let them
know that it was well realized that the Brigade, and the 15th
Battalion particularly, had held the hard position where the counter
attacks of the Hun had ﬂung their greatest weight. Those who did
not fully know how ﬁne had been their ﬁght did so after he had
pointed out how important the position was to the Germans and
proved it by citing the number of regiments brought up and thrown
in vain against the thin, stubborn line of Highlanders. The
Brigadier also spoke to the Regiment.
It was at Lozinghem that Lt.Col. Bent went to visit the officers
of a neighbouring unit and on his return PipeMajor “Sandy” Keith
reported: “I can’t ﬁnd Bruno, sir.”
There was great excitement. The Highlanders would have no
luck without their shaggy mascot. He had to be found. “Where
did you last see him?”
“Several hours ago,” said “Sandy.” “He was running up the
road after a lady dog.”
“Don’t take that dog philandering with you again,” admonished
the O.C. “You’re teaching him bad habits.” Bruno turned up
as the pipers were playing while the officers messed that evening
and the Battalion breathed easy.
The following days were taken up with desultory and diverse
training and all ranks ﬁred a few rounds on the nearby ranges.
On the 24th of the month the G.O.C., 1st Division, went on leave,
Brig.Gen. Tuxford took his place and Lt.Col. Bent took over the
Brigade. Major J. W. Forbes then took command of the Battalion,
with Major Girvan acting as secondincommand.
The weather had been warm and ﬁne throughout August, but
when the CommanderinChief, Field Marshall Sir Douglas Haig,
came down to inspect them and to offer his congratulations in
person, it started to rain. The Battalion had been carefully
inspected and had seldom looked smarter. The dress was steel
helmets, light marching order, with haversacks on the back. The
Brigade fellin in a large ﬁeld and were ready more than half an hour
before the CommanderinChief arrived. At about fallin time the
drizzle became a downpour and in that they were inspected. It
was impossible for the CommanderinChief to speak to the four
battalions of the Brigade under this condition, so he congratulated
the Officers Commanding on the appearance of their men and on
their splendid showing at Hill 70.
Training continued at Lozinghem until September 1st, when
kits were looked over to insure that all were again ready for the
line. On the 2nd they fell in at 9.45 a.m. and proceeded to
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Haillicourt, where a halt was made on the road for lunch and where
many of the men made hurried trips to greet old friends of their
Christmas billets. They reached billets at Marquefﬂes Farm at
5 p.m. and that night enjoyed a motion picture show in a tent, at
the conclusion of which a certain corporal wanted to sing Barnacle
Bill, the Sailor, but as he was the only one at the moment in the
mood for such a ribald ballad, he was forcibly restrained. The
next evening in the same big tent the Battalion greatly enjoyed a
concert given by the 21st Battalion concert party.
At about this time, Lt. W. B. Venner, D.C.M., returned from
hospital and again took over his Signal Section. Capt. Wandless
returned from leave and each company begat a new brood of
sergeants and junior noncoms. to replace those knocked out in the
show. Sgt. Fulton was made C.S.M. of No. 3 Company to replace
C.S.M. W. J. Rae who had been accidentally injured. On Septem
ber 1st, 99 men came up as reinforcements and were posted to their
companies. One had strayed from the fold, as they had numbered
100 at the base, but he turned up with a novel excuse and was
forgiven. Lt. Tait was transferred to No. 4 Company and before
a move was made the Battalion had a new paymaster, Capt. C. H.
Anderson. Eleven new ofﬁcers, who had arrived at Lozinghem,
were posted to companies. No. 1 took on Lts. G. A. Ferguson and
S. D. Wager. No. 2, G. Davies, G. N. Phillips and S. D. Skene;
No. 3, J. E. D’Esterre, J. S. Reid and M. R. Twomey; No. 4,
M. C. Brokenshire, J. M. Dunn and E. W. Skinner. Capt. R. A.
Brown resumed command of No. 3 Company with Lt. G. S. Winni
frith as secondincommand.
At 7.30 p.m. on September 4th, it was uptheline once more.
The companies went forward independently to relieve the 14th
Battalion in Brigade Reserve in Cité St. Pierre. The pipe band was
split so that each company had at least one drum and two or more
pipers to ease the march to Aix Noulette. From there the route
lay across the ﬁelds, northwest of Calonne to Fosse 11 pithead and
thence into Cité St. Pierre.
There was much interest attached to this return to old familiar
parts. The last time the Battalion had been here it was winter
and they were looking towards Cité St. Pierre from Calonne with
the frontline running between the two red mining villages. Now
both villages were little else than red brick dust and jagged walls,
none of the houses being intact. It was also possible now to see
Lens, to the south, quite clearly. The area was stinging from gas,
mostly of the mustard variety, and when the enemy shelled the
position at about 1.30 a.m., just after they were settled, the
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echoing smash of 4.1’s and 5.9’s rolled with the thunderous rever
beration of shellbursts amongst walls, the echoes slapping back and
forth until they died in the valley beyond Maroc,
It looked like hot times ahead. Every shell, even the 5.9’s,
carried a load of gas and the tang of it hung heavily in the cellars
and shellholes of all the area. The section around Battalion H.Q.,
situated in the village, was literally plastered with gas and for two
hours everyone sat still with his mask on, and did nothing. It was
hard on the voluble signallers and a few other talkative ones,
especially batmen, around H.Q. Working parties donned theirs
also and wouldn’t have cared if they had sat indeﬁnitely, looking
like deepsea divers, if only they could have had a smoke. Morning
winds cleared the air, however, and the signallers and batmen talked
and the working parties got their fags. The rations came up by
light railway through Calonne to the railhead in Cité St. Pierre,
and four men on ration party unfortunately acquired a gulp of gas
that made them retch. They went downtheline. Another man
was wounded during the night.
During the second night in, the entire Battalion was on the job
of salvaging, and cleaning up their immediate sector. Debris lay
everywhere. Two large parties worked on the communication
trenches, which were in bad shape. Fortunately the night passed
without a casualty. but the next day the whole front came in for
continued shelling. The Boche seemed to be after the forward
gunpits of the 5th Canadian Divisional Artillery, who had just taken
over. Again that night the smell of mustard gas hung everywhere
at ration time and, despite all precautions, two men were seriously
gassed. Four others were wounded.
The wily Hun had found a new trick. Mustard gas is insidious
stuff and more difficult to detect than phosgene or the other death
dealing gasses used in the war. The smell of it did not travel far
ahead of its blistering fumes, so the Boche artillery threw over a
gas shell, which burst with a soft “plop,” simultaneously with a
highexplosive one, which broke with a mighty “karrang,” and
echoed amongst walls for seconds. The gas shell’s arrival was thus
covered. “It sneaks up on a man like a whiff out o’ hell,” said a
sergeant in charge of rations, explaining that mustard gas is
especially hard on Highlanders, as a hurried leap into a mustard
gas ﬁlled shellhole might, and often did, result in serious and
excruciatingly painful burns under the kilt, even though none were
swallowed.
The forward areas were about to retaliate for the gas deluge,
and a large party of the Battalion worked during the night pushing
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gas cylinders up the narrowgauge track. The enemy again
hammered Cité St. Pierre with abandon on the afternoon of the 7th
but the Battalion escaped. The newly arrived artillerymen did
not, however, and several hits were made on gun positions. That
night the Hun gunners’ activity held up working parties and the
heavies were still busy on the town.
So it went, throughout that period in reserve and through the
period in support, from September 10th to the 16th. On several
occasions every available man in the Battalion was on working
party, including scouts and signallers, as the forward trenches were
badly battered. Many of the support and communication trenches
were built along the outer streets of Cité St. Pierre and the trench
walls were bricks and foundation stone from the houses. When
hit, such a trench would be blocked for yards and to be buried in
one of them meant death.
To Brigade support positions, the companies were moved a little
further forward. Three of them were made comfortable in Cité St.
Pierre cellars and the fourth was situated close to the LensBéthune
Road near the frontline B.H.Q. at the Loos Hospital. All were
fortunate in missing shellﬁre during the stay as it continued
“heavy on the backlines.” On the night of the 12th the Royal
Engineers found the wind right and loosed the fumes of many
cylinders of gas at 1.20 a.m. The town of Lens was being drenched
with it these days and life in the burrows under the shellbattered
town must have been inﬁnitely miserable for the Hun. The R.E.’s
reported “good results” and as all working parties were called off
the men of the Battalion were quite willing to agree. There was
no work to be done, and little retaliation.
The relief of the 16th Battalion in the frontline was moved
forward and set for the early evening of September 16th. That
night, 640 strong, all ranks, and still under Major Forbes, D.S.O.,
they took over. The disposition of the companies was: Left front,
No. 2; right front, No. 4; left support, No. 1, and right support,
No. 3. During the period in reserve and support the Battalion
lost 1 man killed, 3 died of wounds, 11 were gassed and 12 men
were wounded, which was enough, and an unkind reception to the
Battalion on their return to the once quiet Calonne area. But it
was only a taste of what was to come.
The Battalion was now in the Laurent Sector, holding the centre
subsection. The line was held by 35 posts and the garrison on the
left had little protection. No. 1 Company, in support, sent one
platoon to the support of the left, in a position immediately behind
the frontline posts. The right frontline company had three saps
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and some cellars but the left had nothing in the way of shelter
and there was very little wire along the front. Communication
with the battalion on the right ﬂank was by patrol and several
parties of one N.C.O. and six men each went on crawling expeditions
out in front.
The ﬁrst day in had a trenchmortar bombardment to welcome
Lt.Col. Bent back to the command. Two men of No. 2 Company
were killed and two were wounded while they were crumping.
Later in the day and during the night mortars and artillery ﬁre
wounded 7 men and 2 others went out gassed. One man’s wound
was made by a piece of brick which gashed his head so badly that
he roared in his Heilan’ tongue: “I’m hut, I’m hut, I’m hut on the
heed.” And though a friend skeptically declared: “Ye’re no hut,
ye’re but chappit wi’ a bit stane,” he went downtheline. Listening
set cables were searched for in No Man’s Land during the night
and a patrol—Lt. Macklin and 7 men—went out at midnight and
located a suitable crater to be made into a forward post. The
Minenwerfers kept coming over the next day but they went wild and
evening arrived without a casualty. The new post was established
at dusk. The party proceeding forward were sniped at from both
ﬂanks. Later in the night a second post was established and a sap,
abandoned, was discovered 40 yards in front.
At this time Capt. A. Turnbull was made an acting major, as
was Capt. H. Price, evacuated to England, wounded. Lt. E. M.
Haldane, killed on August 15th, was shown in orders for the last
time. He was recorded as holding the rank of acting major during
the time he had commanded No. 3 Company.
Two men were wounded during the night of September 18th and
Pte. J. C. Mann of No. 2 Company was hit but remained on duty.
On the 19th Pte. A. E. Glass of No. 1 Company and Pte. F. X.
Gauthier of No. 4 Company were also wounded and likewise stayed
in with a daub of iodine and a pad of gauze for relief. The front
line was under a stiff strafe during the 19th and the Advance Post
was ﬁred upon by our own artillery, the observer evidently seeing
movement there and believing it held by the enemy. The shoot in
which this occurred silenced the mortars. Lt. Edge and 14 men
went out to have another look at the sap in No Man’s Land and
discovered it had been destroyed. Another patrol went as far as
the La Bassée Road. Just after dusk the night awoke to its work
and the enemy opened a heavy bombardment. Five men were
hit before he was satisﬁed.
The frontline was growing weary of the constant trenchmortar
ﬁre and the frequent shelling but there was to be no let up. On
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the 20th, in the afternoon, the frontline and support trenches were
pounded and the meagre trenches on the left ﬂank seriously
damaged, and at night No Man’s Land was so heavily bombarded
that no patrols could go out. Four men were wounded. The 21st
was no quieter. The calibre of his mortars now in use was charac
terized as “very great and doing much damage to the position.”
The heavy, demoralizing “krunch” of them wore on men’s nerves.
It was a Toc Emma area. Lt. Edge and 9 men went out in front
at 10.30 p.m. and were in the eerie gloom for 5 hours, but were
hampered by gas shells. They got in touch with the Battalion on
the right, of whom nothing had been heard for 48 hours. Lt.
Macklin and 11 men reestablished the Advance Post and placed
tripwire in front of it, connecting it with the other forward post
by a tugwire and giving each post a series of signals. He also
found enemy wire, newly placed, 65 yards in front of the post.
Meantime, Lt. Davies of No. 2 Company was manning and con
necting the second post with the frontline. Thereafter it felt
more secure. On the night of the 22nd Lt. Macklin strengthened
the wire around his post and the usual patrolling was carried out.
The enemy shelled our frontline very heavily and the casualties
for that day were 3 men killed and 4 others wounded. The Hun
was harassing successfully.
On the 22nd the following men were shown in orders as having
been awarded the Military Medal, most of them for gallantry on
Hill 70:
Sgt. C. S. Malone
Cpl. G. Tingley
Sgt. W. J. Phillips
Pte. D. S. Canter
Pte. H. G. Blackhall
Sgt. W. Little
Pte. R. Taylor
Cpl. J. H. Brownlee
Cpl. F. E. Heald
Pte. W. Singer
Pte. G. E. Rice
L/Cpl. A. J. Hodges
Pte. G. L. Scherer
Sgt. A. C. Bedford
Pte. D. Rown
Pte. J. F. Stallard
Sgt. A. A. Scully
Pte. J. S. Smith
Pte. T. E. Nicholson

No. 4 Company
No. 4 Company
No. 1 Company
No. 1 Company
No. 1 Company
No. 3 Company
No. 3 Company
No. 3 Company
No. 3 Company
No. 3 Company
No 3 Company
Signals
No. 2 Company
No. 2 Company
Medicals
Medicals
Medicals
Intelligence
Intelligence

The sector had been trying to work up its temper to real trouble
and on the night of September 23rd it came—from the German
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lines. At 5.10 p.m. the enemy opened on the frontline with
everything he had. All calibres of guns and trenchmortars were
turned on for the show. At 5.11 the SOS went up from our front
line and Lt.Col. Bent asked by telephone for retaliation. Our
ﬁeld guns opened but there was only a feeble attempt at a come
back until 5.25 p.m., when on the C.O.’s insistence the heavies
joined in. The intense Hun bombardment continued until 7.45
p.m. and left the area smoking and battered. Many were wounded
and for a while things seemed doubtful up in front. Communication
with the frontline from Battalion H.Q. went out at 5.15. At
7.15 p.m. the enemy ﬁre slackened and the men in the frontline
posts stoodto onthedouble but no attack developed except a
local raid by a patrol of 12 Huns on Post 16. During the ﬁerce
shelling the Lewis gun here had been knocked out of action and the
main supply of bombs had been buried under debris. The defenders
gallantly held the Hun off with riﬂes and what bombs they had.
Then, with the Mills exhausted and the garrison reduced by
casualties to 5 men, and as the Hun was bombing under cover,
while they were exposed, the survivors temporarily withdrew to the
next post.
But it was decided to reoccupy the post at once with reinforce
ments and Lt. Skinner and Sgt. Kyle of No. 4 Company took a
party forward and easily did so. The officer and sergeant noted
that the house in which we had an advance post on the La Bassée
Road, had been hit several times during the bombardment and
demolished. They believed that the ﬁve holders had been crushed
to death as it did not appear that anything could live below. The
bricks on top were pulverized. But the cellar had been strong and
it developed that the attack on No. 16 Post had been but a
ruse. Under its cover, the post on La Bassée Road, well forward
from the line, had been surrounded and the ﬁve men in shelter
below from the terriﬁc lacing the house above them had been getting,
were captured. The frontline trenches in spots had been ﬂattened
out and the advance posts on the left had all been completely
destroyed by the heavy box barrage the Hun had thrown around
the sector. The junction of Conductor Trench and the frontline
was battered out of existence and those in the frontline marvelled,
while still dazed, why the casualties were not even heavier than
they were.
One man, shellshocked and wounded, staggered into No. 1
Company H.Q. and related that No. 4 Company was annihilated.
After a tot of rum he agreed that all he knew was that his bay had
been obliterated and that he couldn’t ﬁnd anyone. The Highlanders

270

48TH HIGHLANDERS OF CANADA

stood up well under a hard tour and under a farewell pounding that
seldom was a battalion’s misfortune in ordinary “holding” opera
tions. Lt, G. N. Phillips of No. 2 Company was wounded, 7 men
were killed in action, 3 died of wounds, and approximately 40
other men were wounded. That rough night will be remembered
long by those who got out of it. It was a hard ﬁnale to a harsh
tour.
The relief by the 1st Leicestershire Regiment, plus one company
of 9th Norfolks, started to arrive shortly after quietness began to
fall over the sector. The relief was not completed, however, until
4.45 a.m.
The Battalion dropped on the floors of the billets at Marqueffles
Farm about dawn, very thoroughly done up, and the ﬁrst to move
were the cooks at noon. Sleep had been scarce up forward, owing
to the constant shelling, and Nos. 2 and 4 Companies were especially
in need of it. After lunch the Battalion marched back to Haillicourt
and billeted, partly in tents and partly in the barns of the town.
The stay here was a real rest, as there was no particular syllabus of
training followed. A man could “read his shirt,” write letters home
to bother his platoon officercensor, and otherwise enjoy himself as
fancy led.
On the 28th of September Lt.Col. Bent again took the place of
the Brigadier, who had gone on leave, and Major J. W. Forbes
once more took command. Before leaving Haillicourt to continue
their adventures, however, Major Forbes left for England to take
the Senior Officers’ Course and the Battalion was introduced
to a new commander, Major R. O. BellIrving, M.C., who was
transferred from the 16th Battalion, Canadian Scottish, and was
to command them at another brief period in a time to come. On
September 30th orders named four officers who were prominent in
Hill 70 attack and defence as having been awarded the Military
Cross. They were Major J. P. Girvan, who led the valiant forward
line defence, Lt. G. Brock Chisholm, Lt. G. R. Macklin, the bomb
thrower of startling and deadly range, and Lt. W. Proudfoot, the
Scout Officer. At the same time Distinguished Conduct Medals
were awarded to Sgt. C. W. Keach, No. 2 Company; Cpl. G. L.
Butterﬁeld, Intelligence, and Pte. A. G. Wilson. A draft of 46
men was taken on the strength on the last day of September and
Capt. K. B. McLaren was appointed Assistant Adjutant. R. S. M.
Gledhill was sent to hospital with fever, and C.S.M. “Joe” Mutimer
of No. 1 Company acted as “Regimental.”
The weather, which had continued ﬁne for some time, now broke,
and the morning of October 4th saw the Battalion fallingin in a
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heavy downpour that followed them all the way to new billets at
Petit Servins. They marched by way of Barlin and Hersin
Coupigny over slippery cobbles that tire legs and are almost as
wearying as the cling of mud. The next day they moved to
Tottenham Camp in the Zouave Valley, another familiar sector of
Vimy. This was part of the relief of the 10th Canadian Infantry
Brigade, in the Avion Sector. The weather was still wet and
stormy and the only thing pleasant about Tottenham Camp was
that they didn’t have to leave it to go on working parties. On
October 8th, a party of officers and N.C.O.’s went over the frontline
facing Avion to reconnoitre and locate the various company
positions and the next day Major BellIrving and another party
did likewise.
The relief of the 13th Battalion in the frontline started at 5
p.m. on October 10th, the Battalion taking over the left subsection
of the sector without casualties. The Hun was quiet and it looked
like a “cushy,” though wet, stay. Still, water and mud were better
than the hurricane strafes of the last tour. Part of the front area
was inundated from the steady rain and the line, in the low spots,
was held by mudcovered, sodden men in posts, who cursed the war
and all that in it was while they shivered under the glistening rubber
sheets draped over their shoulders and felt their feet swelling and
their optimism going. No Man’s Land was a duck marsh. Bat
talion H.Q. was situated in gunpits and in the Brewery (of empty
vats long since) near La Coulotte. The companies were situated:
right frontline, No. 3; left frontline, No. 1; right support, No. 4,
and left support, No. 2.
The first day in conﬁrmed the belief that it would be a quiet
tour. The enemy activity was characterized as “very small.”
Patrols visited the Advanced Posts regularly at night and everyone
slept in the daytime, if they could stop shivering, which was seldom.
A cold wind blew when the rain slackened. Then, on October 13th,
with the chill of early autumn in the air, the Battalion was relieved
by the 2/5th Leicestershire Regiment and moved back to Tottenham
Camp. They had but 5 casualties in the line but, unfortunately,
the Hun caught them moving out and wounded Lt. J. S. Reid,
recently joined, and three other ranks. Lt. A. G. Donald of No. 1
Company, was also wounded during the tour.
Another move for the Canadians was in the air and, although
it came suddenly, rumour had kept pacealmost a pace ahead of
it. On the morning of October 14th, the Battalion moved out of
Tottenham Camp and marched through Carency, familiar Villers
auxBois, still more familiar Gouy Servins and Grand Servins and
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came, after a long, hard march to the OlhainFresnicourt billeting
area, well back. Three companies were billeted comfortably in
Fresnicourt and Olhain houses, barns and sheds, but the Head
quarters details and the fourth company became “snooty” when
they saw theirs. It was the famous and ancient Château d’Olhain,
built in the 13th Century, which now, with the majesty of age upon
it, sat sedately amongst old trees and beautiful grounds in the
heart of a fertile farming district, where cleaner wars than this had
once been fought. It was easy to vision lances and laces, ruffles
and beautiful ladies and to hear the song of the rapier echoing
down the years from the château’s green sward.
What was up? Something was; everything pointed that way.
On October 16th all doubt was stilled when Gen. Sir H. S. Horne,
K.C.B., Commander of the 1st Army, inspected the 3rd Brigade,
after they had marched by way of the Bois d’Olhain to Verdrel.
He spoke to them, told them he was sorry they were leaving his
Army, and hoped the Canadians would return to his command for
the winter. All of which meant that the Canadians were going
somewhere to tackle a job of ﬁghting, get it over with, and return
to the old areas of Vimy and Lens.
There were several days of sports and light training and then
Lt.Col. C. E. Bent, D.S.O., resumed the command of the Regiment.
The next day the move started, all ranks knowing that the march
was a march to trouble—they had a cold certainty about that—
but that didn’t prevent the march from being a cheery one. “If
they,” said the arrogance of ﬁt men, “can’t ﬁnish it; we’ll ﬁnish
it for ’em.”
They headed for La Pierrière in the Busnes area, marching
through Houdain over the long hill to Bruay, past Marlesles
Mines, to Lozinghem, where they were inspected by the G.O.C.
1st Division and the Brigadier, and thence to Allouagne and Lillers
and, at last, La Pierrière, late in the afternoon after plodding the
pavé since 9 a.m. It had been a long march, one of the longest
for months, but at La Pierrière there was a canal and practically
the whole Battalion were sans kilt in a moment and in the water.
Bombs were dropped on a nearby munition factory during the night
but none disrupted the snoring and scattered billets of the Battalion.
So far apart were the billets that it was a short route march
in itself to the assembly position, to carry on northwards to Les
Ciseaux, near Boeseghem. The march was along the Canal d’Aire
and later they passed through Thiennes, and then Boeseghem and
Les Ciseaux, with billets again so scattered that it was midafternoon
before all were settled. They were lined on the Cassel Road, to
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go on, at 6.45 a.m. the next day and, though the march wasn’t long,
the heavy rains had placed a ﬁlm of mud over the cobbles and it was
tiresome going. Billets beyond WallonCappel, at Staple, were
reached with relief by a drenched battalion.
During this period Lt. M. C. Brokenshire was made Signal Officer
and Lt. W. Proudfoot, M.C., was back with his scouts and snipers.
Lt. H. J. S. Rigby, the Quartermaster, and Lt. G. S. Winnifrith
were promoted to be acting captains.
It was now known by all ranks what the move to the north
meant. What was up? It was Ypres again! And they marched
steadily towards her. The Corps Commander inspected them on
October 27th and professed his conﬁdence that the Brigade would
live up to their enviable shocktroop reputation.
They were in the Ypres sector next day and it was with mingled
feelings that the veterans looked again upon old, familiar towns.
Ypres had never been a pleasure resort. In their minds the Ypres
front areas remained dark and evil, places where relief from weari
ness and strife came to old comrades, sometimes in a ﬂash in the red
heart of a searing flame, or by slow, lingering agony if “their luck
was out.” There were many memories bound up forever here,
where so many of their tartan lay who once had trudged the pavé
with them. The veterans could almost hear the plodding of their
faithful feet.
In old London busses they passed through Steenvoorde—that
was familiar—then Abeele, so was that; then Poperinghe, of 1915
memories, as well as the following year; then came Vlamertinghe,
the stricken, and at last they rumbled through the streets of Ypres
herself—old Ypres, the City of Dead. It was like coming home to
the veterans, but to a home where the black clouds of trouble hung
ominously just beyond the windowsill, ready always to roll up and
engulf them.

Ch XVIII. Passchendaele

CHAPTER XVIII.

PASSCHENDAELE
The blooddrenched roads of Ypres run out spokewise;
They're empty, still—ah, no—’tis something blinds my eyes:
The khaki ghosts stand guard; their glory never dies.

was on July 31st that Sir Douglas Haig launched the great
I TBattle
of Ypres in which pummelled and hitherto impregnable
Hill 60 had gone spouting and the Messines Ridge had shaken
to mighty upheavals. It was the second period of offensive
attrition by the British in the war; the other was the Somme,
which also had been launched to relieve pressure on the French.
Yard by yard the British divisions, Australians and New Zealanders
bored their way forward at appalling loss. ﬁghting for the most
part in atrocious weather, with waterﬁlled craters and bog
bottomed valleys to aid the Hun to hold on. Still that battle was
battering its bitter way into the mudbastioned positions of the
enemy. He had adopted a new method of defence—pillboxes—
and they squatted here and there in a black morass, and took
fearful toll. The natural contour of the country aided the Hun
in his defence—ridges, hogbacks, and spurs, bristling with machine
guns. The Ridge of Passchendaele. a position on which several
assaults had been launched in vain, held fast, leaving the dead to
sink from sight and many of the wounded to drown. So it was a
hard task to which the CommanderinChief had “invited” the
Canadian Corps. Now they were here to finish the job, in the bog
of crater lapping crater, each ﬁlled with fetid, stinking water. It
was a foul waste, stretching for mile upon evil mile, that Ludendorff
said surpassed the shellholes of Verdun, and where life as a whole
was not less than suffering unspeakable.
It was proven that Sir Douglas was right in bringing them north
for the Canadians did take the Ridge. But what tragic memories
were left behind. In one month 3,000 men died, 1,000 more were
missing, swallowed in that shellstirred sea of slime, and 12,000
more were in hospital. That was Passchendaele to the Canadians.
Mud! The thing that breaks the spirit of the gallant and scars
the soul of the physically weak no matter how courageous. When
it is working parties in mud, fighting men cannot do justice to their
feelings; when they sit down and curse and sob (and that is no lie)
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from utter exhaustion, as childish bursts of anger well up from
awful weariness. That, then, was Passchendaele, the pigsty of
the battlefront, to the 15th Battalion and the others of the 3rd
Brigade. No thrill of assault for them, no elation of victorious
action, just workand mud. Someone described a working party
as “housemoving in hell,” and what with the rain, the mud, the
weariness and the shells, it ﬁts the experience of the 3rd Brigade
during this last appearance in front of Ypres.
The city had lost track of its streets now, excepting the main
ones which had been kept clear; the Cathedral and Cloth Hall
were marked by twisted heaps of wreckage and it was plain that the
hate of the Hun had never ceased, since the Brigade had left 15
months before, to shatter down, blasting and tearing asunder with
monotonous persistency, the ruins within the walls. The Battalion’s
greeting by this Empire graveyard was the rising scream and crash
of great shells falling in the city, and at dark the menacing drone of
nightﬂying Gothas, harassing their unseen foe a mile below. Thus
Ypres met them as they might have expected, with venom, ﬁerce
and relentless. The Hun seemed to be dominating the air and the
bombing was on a scale they had not yet known. There was peace
nowhere at Passchendaele. The ground shook beneath them to
mighty concussions and only the dead and the deadweary found
rest, even in the backlines.
On arrival at the canal, east of Ypres, the Battalion heard that
the 3rd and 4th Canadian Divisions had taken Bellevue Spur in a
downpour and heavy going on October 26th, which was cheering.
The cold autumn rain was coming steadily out of an overcast sky
when, on October 29th, their first job was ordered. Ten officers and
500 other ranks, under command of Major D. C. Sheppard, left
the camp on the canal bank at 4 am. and proceeded by the main
corduroy road to Spree Farm. They worked here for six unbroken
hours repairing the main road, an unpleasant, tiresome job that
was well done. It was the only road by which supplies and
ammunition could be taken forward and practically the only means
of travel, even on foot. It had to be kept in repair. At night it
streamed with traffic both ways and was kept under incessant shell
ﬁre. It was a road to shun—but there was no other. As the
woeful days wore drearily on, the number of bodies grew and grew
along its mud ﬂanks. To avoid the plank path meant plunging
into a trap of waterﬁlled craters of unexplored depth. The party
reached camp before noon and slept the clock around.
The next day (October 30th) Capt. R. A. Brown with a party
of 7 officers and 250 other ranks laboured to keep the road open and
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the Battalion supplied a further road maintenance party to work
in six hour shifts.
Now came the second stage of the Canadian attack on Passchen
daele. It broke in the chill halflight of the morning of October
30th and the Canadian line, despite pillboxes, an appalling sea of
mud and ﬁghting bitter and exhausting, went forward for 800 yards
on a front of 3,000 yards. But it was no more bitter than the
thoughts of the slimesheathed “navvies” labouring behind them.
On November 2nd, 350 men again worked on that one artery of
planks over the Gravenstafel Ridge from 4 to 11.30 a.m. and ran
into heavy shellﬁre near Spree Dump. Then, commencing at 3
o’clock in the afternoon, the Battalion began moving forward from
the camp east of the canal. north of Ypres. to a position in support
at Wurst Farm. The shelling was stiff and as it was imperative to
stay on the narrow bathmats. it was a miracle that the casualties
were not heavier than they were in their passage forward. They
were unable to skirt the areas under fire but had to press through
them.
In terse and expressive sentences the men agreed that Wurst
Farm was aptly named. It was about the worst hole they, who
were inured to unpleasant places, had ever seen. Battalion H.Q.
was in a small pillbox where only a few could be accommodated.
The men had no dugouts and were told to dig themselves funk
holes wherever it dry spot could be found. which was so ironic that
men laughed in spite of themselves. Rest consisted of lying in
these mudbottomed and mudwalled hovels, watching the water
rising as the rain went on and on. It went down their necks. It
seeped up their wrists. It oozed clammily into their souls. Shortly
their kilts were three times their natural weight. The rain started
rivulets down the walls which soon began to crumble and then
it was time to dig another “cubby.” Sandbags were ﬁlled with
black slime and greasily stacked one upon another. The trench
was little better than a sewer, foul and thighdeep in water and
mud, and their waking hours were only misery and wretchedness.
They were bombed and they were shelled but that was expected.
The mud, too, was expected, but was not so bearable; nowhere
could they get rid of it—off their clothes, out of their minds.
Passchendaele was one of those spots where a laugh was worth
a tot of rum and where one man of irrepressible spirit was worth
a platoon. In an old trench at Wurst Farm, four times as wide
at the top as the bottom from shells and caveins from the wet, a
very broadtongued Scot. had gouged out a place to rest his weary
bulk, his face all but touching his knees. It was one of those
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“cubby” holes that a man had to climb out of every little while in
order to have a rest. The Scot dozed off. A coalbox landed
nearby and his roof caved in. As his head came to light, covered
with mud, and with his steel hat over his face, all he could think
of to say was: “Losh me!” The thing was so ludicrous that the
dozen or so men unearthing him went into spasms of laughter and
hours of strain and misery by that one laugh were eased.
This move forward was in preparation for the ﬁnal plunge
through the mud by the 1st and 2nd Divisions, who had by this
time relieved the worn and exhausted 3rd and 4th. It was to
happen on the 6th of November and Passchendaele Ridge was
thereafter to be ours. Going forward, the signs of the terriﬁc
cannonading were, as usual, everywhere, and the dead were strewn,
all but sucked from sight, over all that desolation.
On the 3rd of the month Capt. A. Samuel and No. 2 Company
took up a support position behind the 14th Battalion and were
temporarily placed under orders of this unit. They had their
hearts well nigh broken there until the 5th, carrying water, rations,
ammunition, trench tools and stores. Lt.Col. Gault McCombe,
D.S.O., commanding the 14th Battalion, thanked them thus:
Lt.Col. C. E. Bent, D.S.O.,
Commanding 15th Battalion, 48th Highlanders:
“I wish to tender you the sincere appreciation and thanks of all
ranks; of this battalion for the very valuable assistance rendered to
us when we were holding the frontline trenches in the Passchendaele
Sector, by your No. 2 Company.
The supplies of rations, water, oil and wire and all other badly
needed articles were always carefully delivered and all their duties
performed in faultless and efficient manner.
I would appreciate very much your conveying to the personnel
of this company this slight recognition of our appreciation.”

The remainder of the Battalion fared little better, digging gun
pits and carrying ammunition and trench supplies for the artillery,
the machinegunners—“and any other damned outﬁt that wanted
something”—until exhausted.
Major J. P. Girvan, M.C., had returned from leave some days
before this and Major A. Turnbull returned while the Battalion
wallowed about Wurst Farm. Capt. D. M. Grant went to the
C.E.’s and Capt. G. S. Winnifrith rejoined. Shelling and bombing
of the back areas by H.E., gas and shrapnel, was constant and No.
2 Company had heavy casualties at Wurst Farm. The mud sea
about them and beyond them was awful beyond words. Derelict
guns, bodies, bloated horses and broken limbers were scattered
wherever they looked. Had the plank road and duckwalks vanished
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into that quagmire they would still have been traced by the debris
and the dead that ﬂanked them.
On the day that the 1st Division attacked (Nov. 6th) half of
the Battalion was detailed to the task of stretcherbearing.
Carrying stretchers is an arduous job at any time but at Passchen
daele, where a man could only move a yard or so at a time without
sinking to his thighs, and where the shells fell always about them
and burst sullenly in the mud, it was work that deﬁes description.
Eight, ten and twelve men to a stretcher sometimes, and all
exhausted before one load was given into the hands of the C.A.M.C.
After their mudhampered legs found the road it was better, for then
there were only the shells and the uptraffic to crowd them off
occasionally. There is more irony in the words of the diary
for those who slugged and sweated and fought through the shell
gouged mud with suffering loads that ached on their shoulders
that day: “The shelling was very heavy and the men had the
greatest difficulty in carrying through the muddy shellholes.”
That was all. But what a tale lay behind. How incomplete was
that “greatest difficulty.” There was nothing there to tell that
they worked until speechless with weariness as they strained to
get one more “case” into the doubtful haven of the dressing station.
“It was the dirtiest job,” said a sergeant, “that ever I ordered
men to do. They slaved like men, but I hoped it would never be
so bad again. It was slippery, as were the stretchers and the
wounded—what with the mud and blood. They sank to their
waists. The poor wounded lads fell off at times and had to be ﬁxed
up and put on again. It took hours for a trip. Give me the
frontline, even at Mouquet Farm or such, any damned time.”
The parties moved forward at 2 a.m. and followed the attack
as the battalion in front jumpedoff at dawn, They caught the
comeback of the Hun and their unbelievable labour started on the
crack of Zero. They worked the entire hours of daylight without
stopping and when night fell over the Battle in the Bog, the wounded
on the front were all in aid posts. C.S.M. Fulton and 31 men were
wounded and 5 men were killed on the job. To the Battalion’s,
and especially his company’s regret, the Sergeantmajor (lied of
his wounds.
Ambulances ventured to the end of the plank road, driving
without lights, threading their way through a conglomerate,
straggling mass of mudcrusted men, horses and vehicles. Here
and there a shell would scream down and there would be a gap
when the smoke lifted. The debris would be swiftly cleared.
repairs would he made and the stream would close up and move
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on again. From October 30th the batteries had slaved unceasingly
in a horror of mud, ﬂying gun platforms and men, and the entire
khaki world beyond Ypres by the time this smashing advance was
over, was shocked and exhausted. The artillery knew hardships
and casualties at Passchendaele as they did in no other period of
the war.
However, Passchendaele Ridge was ours, and that was a lot.
It meant that the ﬁerce ﬁght in the mud was finished, though at
the time few Canadians, in their weary state of mind, could see that
it mattered very much. “The men were fedup at Passchendaele,”
was a pale recording of it. Lt.Col. Bart. Rogers of the 3rd
Battalion (Toronto Regiment) wrote the following to Lt.Col. Bent
in appreciation of the stretcherbearing job by No. 3 Company,
under Lt. “Beaver” Read:
“I should like to convey to you my appreciation of the assistance
rendered to my Battalion by a party of stretcherbearers under Lt.
C. Read from your battalion during the attack in Flanders on
November 6th.
Lt. Read and his party worked with the greatest enthusiasm and
determination, not sparing themselves until all the wounded were
evacuated from. our battalion area.
Such good work as this goes a long way to increase the good
feeling that already exists between our two ‘Toronto’ battalions.”

No. 4 Company men had worked no less valiantly behind the
ﬂanking battalion and no man of them but vowed fervently that
he would sooner have “gone over.” On the 7th the Battalion
moved forward to Otto Farm with Battalion H.Q. situated in a
large pillbox nearby. The companies were scattered in the neigh
bourhood of Gravenstafel. Shelling steadily increased and that
day 11 men were wounded and 4 were killed. On the 8th of
November, No. 2 Company occupied an old German dugout which
they cleaned out and made fit for occupation. Gas shelling began
to get serious and several men went out with it as did Major
Turnbull and Lt. G. H. Findlay, both nearly blind. Two men were
killed and 12 others wounded on the working party of 400 men who
carried bathmats and ammunition. Amongst the wounded was
C.S.M. Keach, M.M., of No. 2 Company. The shelling of the
roads, or rather the road, was incessant, and Lt. “Dad” Uhlens,
the Transport Officer, had terriﬁc difficulty in getting the rations
through but always managed it.
The artillery straﬁng by both sides went on without abating.
No. 3 Company suffered an irreparable loss in the midst of it, on
the 9th, when a shell exploded at the doorway of their Company
HQ. and Capt. R. A. Brown, M.C., and Lt. J. H. Creighton were
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both wounded in the head. The shelling had increased in intensity
during the afternoon and the only shelter was a pillbox. It was
bad outside and Sgt. Carter had been buried by a shell but success
fully dug out. So, into the pillbox the men were crowded to sit out
the storm. Fourteen men and 3 ofﬁcers were jammed into its cheerless
gloom, reeking with the stench of sweat and the smoke of the damp
brazier. Then a shell screamed into the doorway—it was ﬁred on
a sharp enﬁlade—and the dark interior of the pillbox was a horror.
It was ﬁlled with acrid fumes and in the heap were 4 dead and 10
wounded. The entrance was completely closed and it was cleared
barely in time to prevent illness from the foul air inside, for there
was only a narrow loophole after the shell's explosion. Lt. Read
miraculously escaped injury, but a small splinter entered the skull
of Capt. Brown. He went out cheerily, saying he would be back
shortly and did not appear to be badly wounded, but to the sorrow
of the entire Battalion he died ﬁve days later at the C.C.S. in
Poperinghe. The Battalion had lost two other officers, Lts. G. H.
Phillips and G. Davis, both of No. 2 Company, by wounds on
the 6th.
There were more casualties from shells falling out of the grey
sky on the 10th when the front was again athunder, as Canadians
of the 2nd and 4th Brigades broadened the front of the advance
and pushed the Boche into the Roulers Plain in a drizzling rain and
under a withering ﬁre. Then the Canadians, exhausted but
triumphant, began to be relieved. Beyond the line they had grimly
pushed forward were green ﬁelds, orderly farms and villages.
Behind them lay the quagmire of the Salient, their crosses row on
row, their unburied dead and their lonely unmarked graves that
were known only unto God.
“We had it light at Passchendaele.” said the men of the Battalion
generously. “It was hell for the boys up front.” But it had been
a little corner of hell for them, too, and all knew a relief that had
seldom been so sincere after a. show, when their labours in the
abomination of desolation that was Passchendaele came to an end.
They drew back to St. Jean Camp and were lucky enough to
complete the move during a lull. They were allotted “E” camp
and all ranks had an excellent rest despite shelling by a high velocity
gun and the nagging of the night bombers.
On the morning of the 11th the move away from Ypres scenes
back to the Lens area began. This was the ﬁnal farewell to Ypres
and all her grim sectors of bitter memory, of St. Julien and the gas.
of the Salient and Mont Sorrel, of Passchendaele and the mud.
No one regretted it, yet none but thought with a throb of sorrow
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in his throat of all the men of the 15th Battalion they were leaving
behind forever.
They marched to the Asylum on the western outskirts of Ypres
and then took busses to Red Rose Camp, where they had baths
and scraped their clothing with knives until the caked mud was all
off, working with earnestness as if they wished to rid themselves of
this last link with the roads, the trenches, and the world of Wipers
that ran with their blood. On the 12th the Brigade moved by
lorry, travelling together, to Ouderdom, where they saw that Scottish
Lines huts had vanished; then Bailleul, Hazebrouck, Merville, and
Le Sart, where the Battalion was comfortably billeted. Again by
lorry the next day they reached St. Venant, then Béthune, and
stayed the night in Fouquereuil, with all ranks agreed that this
was a great way to travel and wondering “why the hell they didn’t
think of it sooner.” It was a holiday for footsloggers and when
they debussed at Fosse 10, near SainsenGohelle, back in the Lens
area once more, the depression of Passchendaele had been thrown
off and they were again ready for anything that the war might
have to offer.
After one day’s rest the Battalion marched away from the slag
heap and went into the same spot in front of Avion which they had
left to go north. It seemed as though the trip was but imagination.
Everything here was startlingly quiet and unchanged and the evil
dream of the mud was swiftly forgotten, as soldiers forget all
unpleasant things and settle down to seriously pursue the business
in hand, remembering only the gay days, the periods of good com
radeship, of happy billets, and the incidents of the brief release of
furlough. They relieved the 2/5th North Staffords in support on
November 16th, with Battalion H.Q. in the Piano Dugout. A
draft of 4 officers and 90 other ranks had joined the Battalion just
before moving in. Lt. W. W. Worthington was posted to his old
Company, No. 1; Lt. A. G. Donald, back from hospital, joined
the same company and Lts. M. K. Adams and J. W. Leighton were
posted to No. 2 Company.
On the 17th they moved forward to the frontline and relieved
the 2/6th North Staffords and settled down for a quiet stay. It
was an uneventful trip though all ranks were temporarily excited
when the order came to watch for :1 general enemy retirement.
Patrols, however, reported that the German was holding his line
normally. It was a false alarm. On the 23rd the Battalion took
over 5 additional posts on their right from the 13th Battalion and
on the 25th a quiet and uneventful relief was carried out by the 16th
Battalion—the 15th falling back to support.
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The third winter the Highlanders spent in France was on the
way and there was a light fall of snow on December 1st when Capt.
D. L. Kennedy, the M.O., left for leave to Nice, to be there during
the “season.” He said it was all, and more, that he had heard
about it. The next day the Battalion was taken out of the ﬁghting
area to the peace and comfort of billets by railway. The Canadian
Corps light railway transported them from the Red Siding, well
forward, at about 8 pm. by electric train to Lens Junction, where
there was an engine switch, and then steam pulled them back to
billets in Gouy Servins, reached by midnight. It was a gay journey,
with jeering remarks for all and sundry en route and with many
songs as accompaniment to the clicketyclack of the rails. “If the
war lasts long enough, we won’t have to slog it at all,” they said.
“Busses from Ypres and trains from the frontline—’ow, ain’t it
a lovely war!”
So it was back to the old château in Gouy once more, which they
had reached from the line on almost the same day a year ago.
On December 4th there was much movement about Battalion H.Q.
It had been transformed into a polling booth for the Dominion
elections. In the two hours 520 votes were polled without one
campaign speech to stir enthusiasm and despite the fact that
Canada and her affairs seemed a long distance away. This election
was different, and if there were any men of this volunteer Battalion
who didn’t vote for conscription they didn’t say anything about it.
There was a large midden puddle behind the château. It would
have been unwise as well as unsafe, for the average man was elatedly
thinking of some particular slacker as he cast his vote. They were
at war, in the war, and in their blunt and reasonable idea of the
ﬁtness of things, couldn’t see why all ablebodied fellow Canadians
weren’t also.
On the 5th, everyone got a bath and was paid and on the 6th
eight officers attended a lecture on the Battle of Cambrai given
by Lt.Col. Lindsay at Château de la Haie. That evening the
ofﬁcers of the Battalion gave a, dinner, which will long be remem
bered. It was a delayed St. Andrew’s dinner, but was none the
less enjoyed. The Divisional Commander was there, as was the
Brigadier, and scandal says that many 48th Highlander heads were
sore and aching in the morning.
On the 7th of December Lt.Col. C. E. Bent, D.S.O., took over
the temporary command of the Brigade and Major John P. Girvan,
M.C., came to the command of his Battalion. It was only
temporary but he was to command it in battle at a later date.
He was the ﬁrst man of the 15th Battalion, or of the 48th
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Highlanders, to reach that glorious ambition of the private soldier
to command his regiment. He was an original and had been
commissioned late in 1915. and throughout proved himself a sterling
ﬁghting officer. His steady promotion was well deserved. At this
time C.S.M. H. O. Matthews was appointed to act as Regimental
and C.Q.M.S. J. L. Watson to take his place as C.S.M. of No. 3
Company, while Sgt. R. L. Lawrence, in tum, became C.Q.M.S.
Capt. E. W. Haldenby went to hospital, ill, and Capt. K. B.
Maclaren took over the Adjutantcy on his return from leave.
Under Major Girvan the Battalion moved linewards after a
good rest on December 11th, travelling again by train from Gouy
Servins to the Red Mill in Liévin, reached about 8 p.m. They
relieved the 10th Battalion in the frontline of the Lens sector and
were in and settled by 10 o’clock. No. 1 Company had the left
front, No. 3 the right, No. 2 were in support, with No. 4 in reserve.
The line was held by a series of posts from the Railway Embank
ment to the right boundary of No. 3 Company, 25 posts in all.
They were back in the jagged, splintered and mutilated oldwar
area of slag heaps, railway embankments and chalk pits once more.
But this time there was peace of a sort.
Snipers were active day and night but fortunately the shelling
was fairly light. Working parties laboured on Crocodile, Alarm
and Aloof Trenches on the ﬁrst night and on the next a special
company of R.E.’s came up and dosed the enemy defences with
gas. All ranks donned masks for the occasion and advance posts
were withdrawn. The only retaliation was shelling of our left front
which promptly ceased on the reply of our artillery. We had no
casualties. Battalion H.Q. moved forward the next night from its
situation in Liévin to Cow Trench, a distance of nearly a mile,
which made the runners cheer.
After an uneventful fourday trip, the Battalion was relieved
by the 16th and two companies went back to Souchez huts by train
while the others, Nos. 1 and 3, remained with Lt.Col. Bent, who
had resumed command, while in tactical reserve, in Liévin. Four
days later these two companies replaced the two companies of the
16th in the frontline and Nos. 2 and 4 Companies came up from
Souchez Huts where they had been employed digging cable trenches
and relieved the 16th supports. Battalion H.Q. was again in the
brick kiln in Cow Trench and again there was only the occasional
wheeshpong of HiEx, and brief ﬂutters of shrapnel for excitement.
Now a grouse started that must have been heard in Château
de la Haie. “Six days before Christmas and just going in the
line.”

Christmas 1917
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“Ye’ve been pampered sufficient.” said a sergeant, “ye had last
Christmas oot. Ye’re sojerin’, d’ye no ken?” But on December
23rd the grouse was stilled. Château de la Haie had evidently
heard it. The 49th Battalion came up in relief and before midnight
a gay body of Highlanders were dumping their equipment on their
old bunks in Gouy Servins Château. They hadn’t kick nor
complaint.
Since in the château the last time, Capt. R. H. Davidson had
gone to hospital, ill; Capt. D. M. Grant was transferred to England
for duty; Lt. G. A. Fergusson reported from C.C.R.C. and R.S.M.
Fred Gledhill returned from hospital and took over his job as
Regimental from C.S.M. Mathews.
The Battalion had been warned that they would proceed to
Lozinghem for Christmas and on the 24th all ranks were bent on
arrangements for the morrow’s doings and the move. Then the
orders changed and the advance party which had gone ahead to
Lozinghem, principally to prepare the feast, had to return. The
Battalion wasn’t moving. Unfortunately they came back minus
much of the material for the men’s dinners, which became lost in
the mixup. This wasn’t the Christmas of the year before, therefore,
so far as the menu went, but it was nevertheless pronounced a
“gude yin.” Dinner for the companies and details was held in the
Church Army hut and in a shed behind the château. They started
early, at 10.30 in the morning, and the “sittings” weren’t completed
until late afternoon. Lt.Col. C. E. Bent, D.S.O., was the
honoured guest at all of them. He thanked them for their unwaver
ing loyalty throughout the dying year and took the opportunity
to say farewell before proceeding to Canada on three months’
furlough, which he did on December 29th. Despite the fact that
things were awry in the cookhouse the men made up in hilarity
what the tables lacked. It was dawn before the last song was sung.
Major J. W. Forbes, D.S.O., having returned from Aldershot,
again took command on the departure of Lt.Col. Bent and Major
Girvan continued to act as secondincommand. Lt. W. W.
Worthington was appointed Assistant Adjutant.
Nineteenseventeen had not been a particularly kind year for
the 15th Battalion. They had had Vimy, Hill 70 and Passchendaele
to test them. But neither had it been unkind, for though losses
in the major actions and steady wastage through the trench tours
had been heavy, its glories had been great. And so, in the peaceful
and familiar surroundings of Gouy Servins, the third year of war
wore out and the fourth began.

Ch XIX. The Bruay & Loos

CHAPTER XIX.

THE BRUAY REST and THE LOOS RAID

YEAR’S
N EW
by the born

DAY was celebrated variously, and particularly
Scot, and another milepost, as all Christmas
New Year seasons were, because they were so eagerly awaited,
was put behind in the steady lengthening of the war history of the
Regiment. Major Forbes saw to it that they had sufﬁcient drilling
to keep them smart. They held a sports meet, heard the Royal
Artillery band at Château de la Haie, the 13th Battalion concert
party and the 4th Divisional entertaining troupe, which they
enjoyed on January 3rd. The two concerts were staged in a theatre
in Gouy Servins, built through the efforts of Major Beecher Gale
of Toronto, who was Town Major. On January 2nd, MajorGen.
A. C. Macdonnell, C.B., C.M.G., D.S.O., inspected them, each
company being looked over separately on its own parade ground.
Then the Battalion fell heir to a fortunate move in the constant
shifting of troops behind, to, and from the line. On the 7th of
January, the Brigade was ordered to the Bruay area and the
Highlanders marched out of the château, travelled by way of Petit
Servins, Grand Servins, Barlin and Haillicourt to Bruay itself, where
they settled in comfortable billets for a long, wellearned rest, much
training, and another period of winter recuperation.
One of the feature events of that three weeks stay in Bruay
was the lecture given by Lt.Col. the Rev. Canon F. G. Scott,
C.M.G., on “What are we ﬁghting for?” It was held in the large
Bruay theatre and the entire Battalion attended and enjoyed the
wellloved padré’s address. Competition in drill and the various
branches of infantry training was carried on at Bruay and No. 1
Platoon defeated the rest of the Brigade in the Platoon Competition,
but lost in the Divisional tests. The Lewis gun squad of the same
platoon was best in the Division. There were many changes and
transfers within the Regiment during this period. Capt. K. B.
Maclaren turned over the Adjutancy to Lt. W. W. Worthington;
Lt. H. P. A. Edge took temporary command of No. 1 Company;
Lt. G. B. Chisholm, M.C., became Lewis Gun Officer; Lts. R. W.
Nicholson and B. J. Tait were transferred to No. 4 Company and
Lts. H. H. Donald and C. R. Andrews went to No. 2. On
January 12th, just before the Battalion moved out of Bruay, orders
carried the following list of honours and awards:
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Lt.Col. C. E. Bent. D.S.O.
Major W. Mavor, M.C.,
Capt. E. V. Haldenby,
A/R. S. M. Joseph Mutimer,

Mentioned in Despatches
Mentioned in Despatches.
The Military Cross.
The Distinguished Conduct
Medal.
C.S.M. T. Cunningham,
Mentioned in Despatches.
THE BELGIAN CROIX DE GUERRE
Sgt. G. Lafﬁn,
Intelligence.
Sgt. B. A. Robertson,
No. 4 Company.
Sgt. E. H. McLay,
No. 4 Company.
THE MILITARY MEDAL
Sgt. J. Doughan,
No. 1 Company.
Pte. A. B. Brower,
No. 1 Company.
L/Sgt. W. G. Simpson,
No. 1 Company.
Pte. W. Ashford,
No. 1 Company.
Pte. C. I. V. Monteith,
No. 1 Company.
Pte. J. A. Gordon,
No. 2 Company.
Sgt. W. C. Daniels,
No. 2 Company.
Pte. J. Gallagher,
No. 2 Company.
L/Cpl. J. Fraser,
No. 4 Company.
Pte. A. P. Buell,
No. 4 Company.

It was Wednesday, January 23rd, 1918, when the Highlanders
once more buckled on their web in full marching order and faced
the distant roll of the guns. And again, as it had been at the same
time a year before, they were fit and refreshed ﬁghting men and ready
for a hard spring and summer campaign. The 15th marched with
the 16th Battalion and the 3rd Brigade Trench Mortar Battery,
the whole under Major Forbes, as Column “B” in the Brigade move.
As they swung gaily through Barlin the Corps Commander inspected
them. They looked as ﬁne as they felt.
Billets were at familiar Fosse 10 for a period of a week and while
here Lts. W. H. Denton and J. Robertson rejoined and were posted
to Nos. 4 and 1 Companies respectively. Lts. W. J. Colquhoun
and D. Logan were posted to No. 4. Lt. W. Maybin, M.M., came
up from C.C.R.C. and was given command of No. 4 Company,
Capt. Haldenby returned from hospital and resumed the Adjutancy.
and Lts. W. M. Smith and H. MaxwellScott joined as reinforce
ments.
On the last day of January the Battalion moved forward over
familiar paths and relieved the 7th Canadian Battalion in support.
Once more they were in the all but vanished village of Loos, not so
gloomy and depressing now, for the Hun had been moved back.
Nearby was the scene of their triumph on Hill 70, the previous
August. As ever, the sector was touchy with both sides of the
wirelanes feeling a bit belligerent and prone to sharp spasms of
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artillery ﬁre. Gas was put over by the Hun from the neighbour
hood of Hulluch just after the Battalion was in. It hampered the
working parties and saved them labour and precaution prevented
casualties. Throughout the stay in Loos the battered bricks were
powdered even more finely and machineguns played incessantly
along the LoosHulluch Road, where the ﬁrst casualty of 1918
occurred. Pte. J. Slater, a signaller, was struck by a ricochet from
the cobbles while in an adjoining trench. Aerial activity through
these sharp, frosty (lays was unceasing and all the line were spec
tators of many instances of lofty combat during the trip.
Before the Battalion moved into the frontline it became known
that they were going to have an opportunity to use some of their
high spirits at the expense of friend Hun. A raid was in the air.
There was always excitement in these swift, unannounced expedi
tions into enemy territory, and, strangely, casualties as a rule were
light. Before plans were made for the show of which all ranks were
gossiping, Lt. Chisholm, M.C., and Lt. McKinnon sallied forth
over the parapet, being held by men of the 16th Battalion, on the
first crawling excursion of the period. Just to look things over,
they penetrated taut, nervous and watchful No Man’s Land as far
as the junction of Hook and Hamburg Trenches (abandoned ditches
in front, that had been communication and support trenches
behind the German line before Hill 70). Their trip out in front
sounded prosaic. as all patrols into No Man’s Land sound, but never
were. The stark silence, the weave of shadows, the ever present
weight of the unknown made any prowl between the lines a nervous
affair. After long hours the most they discovered was that
Germans were just beyond. They heard guttural tongues, talking
perhaps about the unfairness of the cancellation of leave to the
biergartens of Berlin or the monotony of canned sausage in the
rations.
Casualties were comfortably light in supports although five men
went out with wounds during the first three days and on February
7th. Ptes. J. Annesley and W. Donnachie were killed when a salvo
of 4.1’s crashed into a working party of No. 4 Company men.
They were packing Plum Puddings for the trench mortars. Pte.
A. L. McNairn, of crownandanchor fame, was wounded by a
revolver bullet while on patrol. The Battalion, less 54, all ranks,
went forward to relieve the 16th Battalion this same night. The
54 were the chosen few for the raiding expedition and they did a
little justifiable swanking while the rest felt mingled relief and
regret, according to whether a man was battlethirsty or content
to let things remain as peaceable as possible.
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This was another front where the No Man’s Landers had their
innings. It was well cluttered with debris, crisscrossed with old
trenches, and an old road angled between the lines. There were
ample spots for an ambush and it was an ideal hole for those hardy
and adventurous souls who liked prowling in the gloom. It was
generally infested between the lines with patrols from both sides,
and as a result there were many clashes. To clean out the Hun
roamers and obtain domination of No Man’s Land, as well as to
get all possible information before the raid, many patrols were sent
slithering over the parapet. On the night of the 8th, ﬁve parties
went out and almost at once a No. 3 Company party mixed it with
a Hun patrol and Sgt. Brownlee was slightly wounded but remained
on duty. Whether the Hun had casualties or not in this fuss is
unknown but a No. 3 Company man expressively related afterwards:
“I heard the b——s breathin’, then I saw one move, so I shot and
he yelled like a stuck pig and the bombs started. There was a lot
of scramblin’ and gruntin’ in the dark there, and then I couldn’t
ﬁnd anybody.”
But that exciting night wasn’t over. A little later the scouts
ran into a large party of Huns in Humbug Trench which had been
shelled and badly knocked about. They were spread out on both
sides of it and a sharp bomb and revolver ﬁght ensued. All night
long the frontline was standingto, wondering what it was all
about, afraid to blaze blindly into the dark, very fortunately, and
the only loss was Pte. A. Blanchette of No. 3 Company, who had
been on the wiring patrol. He was missing. Later it was estab
lished that he had been killed.
The plans for the raid went on. During the second night the
Plum Puddings plastered the Hun’s frontline, intent upon smashing
holes in his wire. The enemy airmen were over, low down, in the
day, to see what it was all about, but sheered off when the Lewis
guns raked them. The 4.1’s had several direct hits on the front
line held by No. 4 Company but casualties were slight. Our patrols
now had No Man’s Land to themselves. A party stayed on obser
vation the second night, close under his wire, in Humbug Alley.
Blood and pieces of equipment scattered nearby pointed to
casualties the night before.
Dark was closing down early these evenings and on the 12th,
with the raid scheduled for early morning, a patrol slid over our
parapet as early as 6 p.m. By this hour visibility dropped to ten
yards. They proceeded up Humbug Alley and squatted on their
haunches on the long vigil until the raiders came forth at 2.45 a.m.
Another patrol cleared Humbug Trench of wire and other
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obstructions to make easy passages both going and coming. Then
they laid tapes to the gaps in the wire to act as guides. That
shells destroyed these or that the path they marked was later found
to be indistinguishable was no fault of theirs. All was ready in front.
The raid was on a large scale—a Brigade affair. The enemy
was to be simultaneously raided at a number of points under cover
of an artillery and mortar bombardment. The 15th Battalion were
to carry out raid “B” between the 16th and 14th Battalion. Lt.
A. G. Donald was given the job of O.C. Raiders and his force was
divided into three parties to enter the Hun line at three different
points; some to establish blocks and some to mopup and hold the
trench. The centre party was led by the officer, who had Cpls.
F. C. Black and G. O. Duncan with him. Cpls. Heald and Spring
had charge of the left party and Sgt. Fraser and Cpl. Spencer the
right. With Lt. Donald were two runners and a Lewis gun crew
under Cpl. Rice.
Zero hour was set for 3 a.m. and as it neared Major Girvan
moved up to No. 3 Company H.Q., where he established Advance
Battalion H.Q., while Sgt. Fraser led the raiders up from Loos.
They had bad luck there for the town was deluged with gas and the
slow progress thus necessary, in gas helmets, held them back so
that they just made their position on time, with none at all to spare.
They were a fearsome looking force when they arrived. Faces had
been blackened, all badges had been shed and everything done to
make themselves as inconspicuous as possible. They were all
grinning, white teeth showing, and though the frontline whispered
as it always did, it somehow seemed a foolish precaution. The thing
was an escapade. They had Stokes shells to roll down dugouts,
a few had riﬂe grenades, all had bombs and bayonets to which some
had attached ﬂashlights. Each man, in addition, carried a wire
cutter; the blocking parties had rolls of concertina wire and three
large mats were taken along to be thrown over the German wire if
gaps weren’t found. On the tick of Zero the last man of the raiders
had just reached the Assembly in Humbug Alley. Then the barrage
fell and everything we had was given him for two minutes. As it
lifted to the supports they were off.
It was a wild party. They had crept out, holding their riﬂes,
their bombs and all equipment with tender care, so that not a tinkle
would give warning. The night was still with that ominous quiet
of trouble, but on the word to go there was bedlam. Shouts and
bellowings sounded loudly even under the barrage and electric
ﬂashlights glowed like ﬁreﬂies in No Man’s Land. The counter
sign was “whisky” and the answer “soda” and whiskies and sodas
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were passed back and forth with gusto and high glee. Men were
laughing and struggling to get over the wire which wasn’t cut and
a booming voice ﬂoated back: “Come here, ye dommed idjits!”
The men treated it as a huge lark and acted accordingly. They’d
have gone back to his reserve trenches had they been allowed, and
could easily have done so. The right and left parties deployed as
planned but couldn’t get through, so came back to the main party,
and then, by throwing bathmats, chicken wire and mats over the
wire, the whole party managed somehow to get into the frontline.
Little opposition was met as the hubbub had put the “windup”
Fritz properly. He had ﬂed down his dugouts and communication
trenches, thinking half the Canadian Army was on top of him,
judging by the din. Those who took to the dugouts met a swift
end, for a twoinch Stokes, after a yell down the sap ordering the
occupants out, was rolled down. “The effect of the Stokes bombs,”
the diary dispassionately says, “as far as could be judged—was
final.”
A machinegun started chattering on the right and for a moment
threatened heavy casualties but Cpl. Rice with his Lewis gun
climbed on the parapet and stayed there throughout the raid and
by keeping his ﬁre constantly on the Hun effectively held him quiet.
That was a good piece of work, daringly carried out. As the right
party began to work down the frontline a determined bombing
post was met and here Cpl. A. Innes of No. 2 Company was killed
by the ﬁrst potatomasher to lob out of the post. He was swiftly
avenged, for in a moment the three Huns in the bay were killed by
wellthrown Mills. A machinegun which had been knocked out
by the barrage was found in the post. It was brought back as a
trophy.
It was the left party that had most of the excitement. They
worked to the left and met no opposition. But neither did they
round up a prisoner. Desperate to get one, they raced down a
communication trench a full hundred yards and found—the
“Heidelberg Professor.” They had much trouble getting their
hands on him but ﬁnally did so. This learned gentleman was a
private of the 55th Reserve Regiment (Bavarians) and in conversa
tion with one of our men who spoke German, he related that he was
a school master and had only recently been called up; in fact, he
had only been in the line for one day. He was very shortsighted,
which fact, he explained, had prevented him from keeping up with
the rest in their ﬂight down the trench from the frontline and
ultimately led to his capture. He wasn’t much of a prisoner, being
very ingratiating and willing to please, but still, he was a prisoner.
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BACK ROW—LEF TO RIGHT: LT. LESTER, LT. SNOW, CAPT. COWAN, LT. MILLER, LT. D'ESTERRE, LT.MACKINNON, LT. ROBERTSON, LT. MAXWELL SCOTT, CAPT. MURRAY, LT. SKENE, CAPT. READ.
MIDDLE ROW—LEFT TO RIGHT: LT. LEIGHTON, LT. ALBRIGHT, CAPT. RIGBY, CAPT. MACKENZIE, MAJOR TURNBULL, MAJOR MAYBIN, MAJOR FORBES, LT.COL. BENT. CAPT. HALDENBY,
MAJOR GIRVAN, CAPT. EDGE, LT. ANDREWS, LT. COLQUHOUN, LT. G. A. FERGUSSON, LT. DENTON.
FRONT ROW—LEFT TO RIGHT: LT. SMITH, LT. MURPHY, LT. LOUDON, LT. W. W. FERGUSSON, LT. MALONE, LT. H. H. DONALD, LT. CHISHOLM, LT. A. G. DONALD, LT. BROKENSHIRE.
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Meanwhile Sgt. Fraser and his party had gone down the right
communication trench and bombed two additional dugouts. This
C.T. was used as a living trench; riﬂes were hanging on the walls
of the saps, and scuffling sounds were heard below. So it was
believed they were occupied, although no answer came back to the
warning hail. A Stokes went down and that was that. One man
had a close escape when a friend jerked him back from the sap
mouth just before the explosion. But time was up. The triple
star grenaderockets went up from our frontline, which meant all
men must be out of the German line in ten minutes and Lt. Donald
thereupon recalled his men with a klaxon horn.
Coming back the party temporarily lost themselves in the jet
blackness that now held No Man’s Land, which was resonant to
the crunch of mortars and general clamour of a raid. Lt. Donald
left them in an old trench and, with Sgt. Fraser, reconnoitred to
get his bearings. There was much anxiety in our frontline during
the half hour or so that nothing was heard from the raiders. But
he ﬁnally brought the party safely in, bringing with him the
“Heidelberg Professor” and the body of Cpl. Innes. It was unfor
tunate that the gaps in the wire were not where they were expected
to be, for if less time had been consumed in getting into the Hun
frontline more prisoners would have been takensome of those who
scampered to the rear and left the “Professor” behind, as well as
those who were killed in the dugouts. Next day our O.P. reported
that during the whole of the hours of daylight stretcher parties were
working over the scene of the raid. As it was, but 12 brief minutes
were available for work in the Hun line. Our casualties for the
little affair were: Cpl. Innes, killed; Cpl. Flack and Pte. D. Stewart,
wounded.
The German trenches were described as poor, with no bathmats,
and likely to be untenable in wet weather. The Hun artillery
during the raid had taken 13 minutes to get going with a come
back and no other retaliation was tried, although nocturnal
adventures in No Man’s Land continued throughout the tour.
The Battalion saw something of German propaganda on the
15th when enemy balloons crossed over and half a dozen
pamphlets came ﬂuttering into our lines. These contained
messages calling upon “all Ireland to rise against England.” The
Irish in the Battalion laughed as heartily as any. The next night
the Highlanders were relieved by the 2nd Canadian Battalion and
the men went back, tired, but immensely pleased with themselves
to billets in Fosse 10. It had been one of the most interesting trips
in memory with much excitement and few casualties.

Bn's Fighting Strength

292

48TH HIGHLANDERS OF CANADA

Walking through the gas chamber at SainsenGohelle to test
gas helmets and practising night marching in gas masks were the
features of that stay in billets which continued until February 24th,
when the Highlanders, under Major Girvan, again relieved the 7th
Battalion in Brigade Reserve at Cité St. Pierre. While out of the
line Lt. W. Maybin, M.M., had added a third star to his shoulder.
Capt. E. W. Haldenby, M.C., returned from an instructional visit to
the base and Lt. G. B. Chisholm, M.C., went to Pernes to the Corps
School. The ﬁghting strength of the Battalion at this time was:
No. 1 Company
No. 2 Company
No. 3 Company
No. 4 Company
Headquarters

Officers
4
4
5
3
6
22

Other Ranks
123
126
121
94
92
556

The Battalion had to remain under cover while in Cité St. Pierre,
as it was under enemy observation and was frequently shelled.
This did not stop the men from being transformed as usual into
navvies every evening. On one dark night the Hun threw up strings
of airplane lights in a vain attempt to catch our night ﬂiers crossing
his lines. It was a new display of German inventiveness but as
far as is known, none of our pilots ran into the trap. Four officers
went out of the line to a lecture by Gen. Sir Julian Byng on Cambrai
Operations on the 26th, on which day Cité St. Pierre was under
steady ﬁre as the Hun gunners searched ardently for our battery
positions. Each night approximately 250 men were supplied to
the engineers, who were strengthening the defences. During this
period, as February merged into March, the shellsplintered town
of Liévin got a further battering and on the 3rd the Hun gunners
got viciously hostile, keeping it up into the next day, when the
Battalion got the order to stand ready to take up battle positions.
It was just a raid on the right of the 16th Battalion position. The
Hun got into our lines and advanced with the aid of a Flammen
werfer, but instead of getting prisoners for identiﬁcation, left two
wounded men behind in the hands of the 4th Brigade on the right.
The Battalion stooddown.
The men were cursing the mist that night for it meant that work
in improving St. Pierre Switch and building trench mortar positions
in Nestor Trench, could start an hour earlier, which was felt to be a
totally unnecessary addition to their nightly tribulations. During
the evening a further draft of 100 other ranks were taken on.
bringing the Battalion’s strength to 633.
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During the morning of the 7th many men were working about
Cité St. Pierre on various tasks, when a message was received from
Brigade cancelling carrying and digging parties for the evening,
which was followed by another containing sudden orders to relieve
the frontline. The 16th Battalion, Canadian Scottish, had been
getting a battering and the Hun had thrown gas over with prodi
gality. They had undergone a rough tour. The 15th took over
the 16th’s trenches in the St. Emile Sector in the early evening and
prepared themselves to experience harsh hours, and they weren’t
disappointed. The companies were disposed: Left frontline, No.
2; right frontline, No. 4; left support, No. 1; and right support,
No. 3. The frontline was again a series of posts, few of them with
connected ﬂanks. There were 22 posts running from Nabob Trench
to the railway embankment. Battalion H.Q. was situated at the
hospital. An enemy plane was shot down at dusk and crashed at
the edge of Cité St. Pierre.
Before going into the line orders carried the announcement that
Lt. A. G. Donald had been awarded the Military Cross and the
following additional awards of the Military Medal were made for
good work on the Loos raid and during preparation for it:
Cpl. A. G. Butterﬁeld,
Cpl. E. Rice,
L/Cpl. F. C. Black,
Pte. J. T. Patterson,
L/Cpl. W. Brodie,
Cpl. G. O. Duncan,
Pte. T. Beckel,

Intelligence
No. 1 Company.
No. 1 Company.
No. 4 Company.
No. 2 Company.
No. 2 Company.
Intelligence.

As expected, the miseries of the spot became apparent at once
and the gas shelling, especially, made it unsafe to attempt a nap
without someone nearby to give warning. It grew from harassing
fire to stiff shelling, reaching its peak about 8 p.m. on the 8th, and
it became similarly heavy intermittently throughout the tour. On
the night of the 8th9th box respirators were worn for several hours.
Then occurred a perplexing incident. The unusually warm
March sun melted the ice in the bottom of the shellholes and the
gas that had been frozen in during the night and temporarily
rendered ineffective, rose again in insidious vapours and caused real
havoc. GasSergeant Hewitt noted in his report that the gas came
over most heavily between 1.15 a.m. and 4.45 a.m.; that the wind
was slow, blowing E.N.E. and that “the trenches still smell strongly
of gas at twelve noon.”
Many casualties were caused by the revived fumes as the morning
was fairly quiet and it was unexpected. Men were going out, sick
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and retching, in small parties all day long and all the next day when
the same thing occurred though not so seriously as on the 9th.
A special gas officer was sent up from Brigade to investigate. Not
knowing what had caused the unexpected and inexplicable run of
gas casualties, he declared that the proper precautions could not
have been taken. But after further investigation he believed the
evidence of his own eyes—or, rather, nose. It was unusual, never
had happened before, and there seemed no safeguard. By the time
it was stinging in men’s nostrils it was frequently too late. Shell
holes and mortar craters were ﬁlled in when possible but the gas
seeped through when it became hot. The night’s mischief, afoot
early, was thus not done even when daylight brought its wary
peace.
At noon of the 10th a trench mortar fell dead on No. 11 Post.
killing Pte. F. G. Sargent and wounding another man. The next
day the gassing continued and 3. Pineapple bomb made a direct hit
on No. 5 Post, wrecking it and the Lewis gun but occasioning no
casualties. An antiaircraft Lewis gun crashed a German plane
behind the Hun lines during the afternoon. So passed that day
and the days which followedshell casualties light and the gassing
bad. It was not yet realized how severe that insidious gas had been
for it was not until billets were reached that the real cost was seen.
Thirtyeight additional men went to hospital.
On the 13th the 78th Battalion came up in relief and the High
landers reached Fosse 10 billets well before dawn. Though it was
not yet known, this was the last tour in this sector for many months.
Before moving out of the line, Capt. W. Proudfoot, M.C., became
secondincommand of No. 4 Company and Lt. H. H. Donald took
his place as Intelligence Officer.

Ch XX. Standingto

CHAPTER XX.

STANDINGTO

many had been the days of danger when Standto had
H OW
brought men of the 15th Battalion to man the parapet? In
how many dugouts and bays had the warning summons
rudely awakened them, to buckle on their web with ﬁngers that
shook from cold and nerves as the rising jumble of sound
betokened trouble? The times had been countless. In camp and
billet, awake and asleep, in trench and dugout, the warning had come
to bring its thrill of danger and its stab of fear. But now this
calltoarms of modern British infantry was running like a ﬂame
down the length of the British line, from Arras to the north, from
La Fére to the south. There was nothing between. The Hun
was through. It came with a shock. It was unbelievable but it
was true. The dark hours for the Allies of the spring of 1918 had
begun. The anxious days of defeat and driven forces that did not
end until long after Field Marshal Sir Douglas Haig, Commander
inChief, had spoken those words which history will, perhaps, come
to hold as momentous as Nelson’s at Trafalgar: “With our backs to
the wall and believing in the justice of our cause, each one of us
must ﬁght on to the end.”
The ﬁrst blow of the great spring offensive by the Hun fell on
March 21st when the 15th Battalion were carrying on as usual in
Bully Grenay, whence they had come from Fosse 10. The weeks
to come were black indeed and it is of particular interest to recall
that, in those succeeding weeks, the German broke the British line
at every point except in the Vimy Ridge sector. His advance
south of Arras was not stayed until he was almost into Amiens.
On April 9th he went through in Flanders, and again Ypres and the
Channel ports trembled in the balance, and on in May he cracked
the French line below Soissons and again at Noyon. The Canadians
had won a remarkable reputation and were justly proud of it. Yet
it would be vainglorious to say that the German High Command
was induced to leave Vimy undisturbed because the Canadians
held it. For, back of Vimy were the great collieries of Northern
France and a break there was worth a big risk. No doubt the
winter of consolidating the Ridge, the night after night of working
parties by the whole Corps (every effort had been made to
strengthen the entire British line after the collapse of Russia) had
295
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made Vimy so nearly impregnable that the gamble appeared too
great. The Corps knew the German’s Big Push was imminent.
They had been so seriously warned that they realized it was looked
upon as inevitable and special orders dealing with defence, a chilling
thing for ﬁghting regiments to hear, were read out on parade.
A successive series of defence systems was built; belts of wire were
so placed that they could be swept by machineguns; saps were
dug; lines of retirement prepared; and on Vimy Ridge alone 72
battery positions were built and stacked with ammunition. Had
the Hun attacked the Canadian Corps in March, so strong was the
Ridge he would have had to face 250 miles of trench, 500 miles of
entanglements and 200 tunnelled machinegun emplacements; and
all that in rear of the frontline.
All the British Army had received the warning word: Standto!
and although the Highlanders never were thrown in to stop the
advance, they lived at short notice for weeks. Despairing advisers
wanted the Canadian Corps broken up and thrown in to block the
Hun, but the advice of conﬁdence prevailed and the Corps was held
intact to await the changing of the tide and the day when it would
smash through in turn and lead the road to victory.
The Battalion received the word quietly of what had occurred.
Furlough to the United Kingdom, Paris, or any other place had been
stopped, which, to the average soldier, was of a lot more importance.
Swiftly the varying orders, the changes, and the contradictions
came to them. They were standingto ready to move on the 23rd.
On the 24th the 1st Canadian Division was moved suddenly back to
Army Reserve and told to be ready to march at one hour’s notice.
Philosophically, a soldier threw away a nosecap he had been
treasuring for months, another tossed an old German bomb regret
fully into a ﬁeld; tunics, saved for leave, extra socks—everything
that might add an extra ounce of weight was discarded. The
winter trousers were turned in and all wore kilts for another summer.
Surplus baggage was stored at Bruay. The Noyelles and Philosophe
areas were reconnoitred, for that was where they expected to go.
Instructional courses were cancelled and men on command at
various places and on various jobs suddenly turned up in the
Battalion lines. The hospitals were cleared in a rush and men who
would not otherwise have seen Blighty made it suddenly, overnight.
At 11 p.m. on March 24th orders were received in Gouy Servins
that the Battalion would standto in readiness to move at one hour’s
notice from 5.30 the next morning. So the Battalion slept.
Nothing happened and they stooddown at 6.30 a.m. They loafed
about all day and four company officers and two scouts left by bus
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to reconnoitre the southern end of Vimy Ridge, over Arras way.
Then at 10 a.m. on the 26th, orders came that the Battalion was to
prepare to take over the line north of the Hill 70 sector. Both
points, at the two ends of the Ridge, were spots where an assault
might be expected. So uncertain were all things that it was also
ordered that the Battalion was to be ready to carry out relief that
night. Two officers and an N.C.O. accordingly went off to look
over the line to the north, but at 6 p.m. orders were received that
the Battalion would remain in Bully Grenay billets overnight and
that an early move might be anticipated the following day.
At last there was an order that developed into action. A little
after midnight they were ordered to be clear of Bully Grenay at
5.30 a.m. (27th) and to march to Château de la Haie, a few kilo
metres back. Orders were waiting there that they were to be ready
to move on in the afternoon or evening. Then at 11 p.m., the order
was that they were to be in shape to embus in 40 minutes but they
didn’t actually get aboard the lorries until 2.30 a.m. on the 28th.
The doubt and uncertainty by this time had everyone touchy,
but it was all accepted in good part, as the magnitude of the disaster
below Arras became known. The busses carried them to Marieux
and then they marched towards WarincourtlesPas, where, it
turned out, they should have been billeted all night, but they never
reached that destination because a despatch rider roared up to the
head of the column with instructions for Lt.Col. Forbes to wait by
the roadside for changed orders. It was raining but at last busses
arrived and the Battalion reached Wanquentin at 5 pm.
They were getting weary now but marched cheerfully from
Wanquentin to Montenescourt, thence to AgnezlesDuisans and
billeted in Aisne Camp. At midnight there was word that they
would go on in the morning. So fast did Divisions leave the
command of the Canadian Corps and return again that only the
most efficient staff work prevented hopeless confusion. Divisions
were transferred from one front to another and recalled again as
blow followed blow.
Some idea of the sudden call on the resource and skill of the
staff is seen in a survey of these desperate days of doubt and disaster.
On the 21st at 2.30 p.m. the Canadian Corps had been ordered
to take over the Acheville Sector and at 4.04 p.m. the 2nd Division,
which had started, was stopped. The 3rd Division meanwhile
extended and took over part of this area. The 2nd Division was
then ordered to relieve the 56th Division but at 7.40 p.m. this was
also cancelled. The 1st Division was relieved in the Hill 70 Sector
on the 22nd and stood ready to move. On the 2526th it started
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south, to the relief of the 11th and 46th Divisions in the Couturelle
area—the Somme—but again came a cancellation and the troops,
already well south, returned north and passed for the moment
into the MaroeuilCarency area in G.H.Q. Reserve. General Currie
explains the moves of the 1st Division in this way:
“The 1st Canadian Division was moved to Couturelle area,
embussing at about midnight 27th28th. At dawn, March
28th, the enemy struck heavily astride the River Scarpe and
the 1st Canadian Division was ordered at 10.30 a.m. to retain
the busses by which they had moved south and to move back
to the ArrasDainville area at once, coming there under orders
of the XVII. Corps.”

So, when the Highlanders went to sleep in Aisne camp on that
night of the 28th, they were actually headed for battle but in the
end were rushed to support the faltering line astride the Scarpe,
in front of Arras. The 15th Battalion was close enough to march
it with ease. The average private in the average unit of the Corps
knew only vaguely what it was all about and not since 1914 had
troops been shifted from point to point with such desperation.
Each battalion in the Corps had a similar experience and each move
might have meant sudden battle, disaster, or a victory, that would
have changed the Corps’ war history. How close they were to
such a momentous happening is plain in the words of the Corps
Commander regarding these all but despairing days, when he gave
notice that if the line were overwhelmed, his Canadians would die
ﬁghting. He said he was the proudest man in the world because
he commanded the Canadian Corps; and the saddest, because it
was doomed to die. But the private, as he tramped hither and you
only said: “It was like billiards; when we got some place we only
bounced somewhere else.”
These were days when arguments over billets were long, loud
and bitter. Town Majors were seldom prepared and seldom had
warning of the arrival of a battalion, tired, and demanding to be
housed. The billet argument was one which had waged unceasingly
throughout France and Flanders since August, 1914. Officers
fought with the billeting officer over their men’s abode; sergeants
waxed belligerent amongst themselves and the men groused bitterly
when someone else’s barn was a bit more rainproof and a little less
lousy than theirs. The interpreter was cussed and consigned to
the four corners of the compass and was a man to be pitied when
his unit straggled in the early dawn into a village that was too small
to accommodate them all.
The Highlanders were amongst the ﬁrst troops to he warned
of changed orders, as they had not reached as far south as many
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other units. So it was a footsore and still sleepy Battalion that
fellin and moved off at 4.15 a.m. to march up the sun as they swung
towards Arras, which they reached at 7.30 a.m. on March 29th,
and immediately established a support position behind the 15th
Division in the cellars of the Grand Place.
The air of uncertainty and doubt everywhere made the march
unusual. A few miles from Arras, and well behind the city, British
Tommies were come upon in a trench with their bayonets ﬁxed and
without knowing whether or not anyone was between them and the
frontline.
When the Battalion entered Arras their feet echoed hollowly on
the cobbles down the empty streets of a deserted city. The inhabi
tants had ﬂed and with the exception of one military policeman
there was none to greet them. All ranks were C.B. in the city but
that did not in any way prevent the men from taking part in the
“Battle of Arras”—a infamous or famous action, according to
whether it is the High Command’s or private soldier’s point of view.
The civilians left in such haste that stores were not locked, neither
were the champagne cellars, under the very floors of which they
slept. What wonder then that corks were popping? And how they
popped! Rumour saith that some enterprising chefs poached eggs
in the Vintage of ’79.
On March 30th the Battalion stoodto with equipment on in
billets from 4.30 to 7 a.m. as an attack on the front was expected
at dawn. It didn’t develop. But at 5 o’clock that afternoon every
man left billets to consolidate a line of trenches held by the 4th
British Division. They were back at 1.30 a.m. and all that the
Battalion had seen so far of the Big Push was the burst of shells,
falling into the empty city, which caused no casualties, innumerable
encounters between rival airmen overhead, and that feeling of
uncertainty that was everywhere.
April Fool’s Day, 1918, held very little of its usual practical
joking. There was too much tension as the roll of mighty gunfire
drummed up from the south and rumour ran wild—“Amiens has
fallen—Foch’s Poilus have retaken all lost ground—Paris is
besieged.” That morning they were ordered to the famous Ronville
Caves, huge tunnels and caverns hewn out of the chalk and extending
for miles. They entered a great sewer near the Railway Station
which they followed until reaching the tunnel, where all exits were
made ready for a quick moveout. But they were here until the
5th, during which time they ﬁrestepped trenches and consolidated
nearby trench works. They then relieved the 3rd Canadian
Battalion in Brigade support around the brickworks of Beaurains,
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which had been previously looked over, as had the forward position
at Telegraph Hill. Three men were killed and ﬁve others wounded
as they left the entrance of the cave to go forward. The cave
mouths were well spotted.
This was one of the strangest experiences the Battalion had in
France. The great caverns in the chalk held bad air, but safety.
There were narrowgauge tracks in the bowels of the earth, likewise
electric lights in spots, and in places the engineers had tunnelled
between caves, widening the passageways. It would have been
easy to become lost and guides were as necessary below as on top
in the blackest night. Great sewers led from the heart of the
city to the caverns to the east.
During the stay at Gouy Servins and the past ten days of shifting
from place to place a draft of 100 men had arrived, which brought
the Battalion up to full establishment. Capt. W. Proudfoot,
M.C., left the Battalion to proceed on 3 months’ leave to Canada.
Sgt. A. Muir of No. 3 Company was made C.S.M. of No. 4. The
new subalterns to arrive were C. T. Evans to No. 4 Company,
W. H. Murray to No. 3, D. H. Campbell to No. 4, and shortly
after the Battalion was settled in supports, Lt. G. M. Malone, a
brother of Lt. M. E. Malone, killed on Observatory Ridge in 1916,
joined. He was posted to No. 2 Company. Lt. S. W. Clement
went to No. 3.
Although every man in the Battalion was keyed for anything,
this very brief spell in supports was almost uneventful. Grave
danger still existed here, however, for a withdrawal by the
British had been made but a week before and desperate measures
had been taken to strengthen the defences. German prisoners
still insisted that an attack on Vimy Ridge from the south was the
next step contemplated.
They were out again on the night of the 7th and went to Dain
ville, which they reached about 3 a.m. Arras was now between
them and the line. At 5 pm. on the 8th they embussed for St.
LaurentBlangy and proceeded now to an entirely new experience
—that of holding a frontline on a river’s bank. Under Major
Girvan they relieved 2½ companies of the Hampshires and 1½
companies of the 1st Battalion, Riﬂe Brigade, along the River
Scarpe, where the Hun had recently taken ground. No. 2 Company
held the frontline with No. 1 in Reserve and 3 and 4 in support,
with the river on the right ﬂank. It was another strange situation
for their ﬂank was, in effect, “in the air”—a long sloping bank led
from their trench end to the river itself. A wide marsh spread out
on each side of the river.

Pudding Trench  Fampoux
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The River Scarpe at the point where the frontlines crossed was
from 14 to 16 yards wide with low, treecovered banks where Sparse
willows made good cover for prowlers. But it was not possible to
cross it at night without being heard, even by using the broken
bridge in No Man’s Land, as we had posts situated nearby which
were manned from dark till dawn. It could be crossed there,
however, in daylight. On the left side there were about 600 yards
of marsh and reeds from the river to the high ground. Fampoux
village was just ahead of the junction of the British frontline and
the river. It was an interesting section of the line and a spot where
anything might happen. The new area was well to the south of
Vimy Ridge and was officially known as the FampouxFeuchy
sector. So the Canadians were again standingto and on guard in
front of the city of Arras and between the mighty Ridge they had
taken, and made impregnable, and the broken front to the south.
It had been bent here but the advance had been shallow. Vimy
Ridge had become the one unbroken bastion on the western front,
the jutting centre of the British line. The Canadian Corps at this
time had taken over the entire sector from the XVII. Corps.
Battalion H.Q. was in Pudding Trench, at the head of Cam
Valley, which was shelled severely the second day in, and that
morning Sgt. Daniels of No. 2 Company had a little adventure.
He spotted a party of Germans advancing towards the line with a
machinegun. They took to cover when he gave warning by ﬁring
on them. Not satisﬁed with that he immediately led a party
armed with bombs out in front and after an exchange of bomb and
verbal unpleasantries the Huns ﬂed and left their machinegun and
a satchel as trophies.
The Hun became nasty on the 10th and strafed our position
“heavily and steadily” with 77’s, 10 c.m. and 15 c.m. shells. There
was systematic pummelling throughout the tour, which looked like
preparation for something more offensive, and as attack warnings
were frequent, alertness was kept at high pitch. Signaller Field
was killed by a 4.1 while mending a wirebreak during a shelling.
There was “much enemy movement observed” on the 11th but the
Hun gunners slacked off. One of our airplanes became confused
and dropped bombs on our own frontline. The day ended with
the Hun heaving bombs across the river at our patrol, who, nothing
loath, heaved back, and if any ﬁsh were nearby in the River Scarpe
they were killed.
The next day a tip to the gunners dispersed a wiring party in
front of MonchylePreux, situated on a ridge. The party “ceased
immediately.” That night an officer in charge of the patrol had a
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narrow escape. The block in an old communication trench was
found to have been strengthened; when he touched a new wire
a set riﬂe ﬁred and the trick just missed. The last half of the next
night they slept in Anzin St. Aubin, the 3rd Canadian Battalion
having relieved them. The trip had not been heavy in the way of
casualties, Ten men were gassed on the ﬁrst night; 4 additional
men were later gassed; 5 were wounded and 1 was killed in action.
Capt. D. L. Kennedy, who had been with the Battalion for many
months as Medical Officer, at this time went to hospital and Capt.
R. D. MacKenzie took his place. On coming out of the line there
was a rearrangement of officers. Lts. G. B. Snow and J. W.
Leighton went to No. 4 Company; D. Miller and J. C. D’Esterre
went to No. 2, and H. MaxwellScott went to No. 1. Then on
April 16th, there was high revelry, for Lt.Col. Bent returned from
leave to Canada after being away from the Battalion for three
months. Lt.Col Forbes reverted to the rank of Major and
became secondincommand; Major Girvan again took over
No. 1 Company and, at the same time, Lt. H. H. Donald was
made Assistant Adjutant and Lt. S. D. Skene took his place as
Intelligence Officer.
The stay in Anzin St. Aubin was until the night of April 21st
when, in bad weather, they moved forward to take up a position
on what was known as the Ridge line. They took over from the
10th Can. Bn., situated around St. Nicholas, St. Catherines and
Roclincourt. Battalion H.Q. was located in Portsmouth Camp,
on the ArrasLens Road. No. 1 Company had a deep sap, Nos.
2 and 3 were in bivouacs and shelters at Roclincourt and No. 4
in the old German frontline of preVimy days. At this time,
still working under emergency arrangements, all personnel surplus
to the ﬁghting strength was despatched to Wakeﬁeld Camp under
Capt. H. P. A. Edge and under this officer, also, were similar details
from the other battalions of the 3rd Brigade. It was known as
“C” Battalion, Divisional Reserve, an emergency formation and
one of the units of the “Hughes Brigade.”
Just previous to this move the Hun had smashed his way
through in Flanders (Lys) in a drive that started on April 9th
and now it was that the seriousness of things and the realization
came home to the hilt, that black days were indeed upon the
Western Front. Rumour said that even Bailleul and Kemmel had
fallen and, to the Battalion, that meant far back indeed. To them,
however, the bitter thing was the conﬁrmed reports that the Hun
had taken, in a matter of days, the ground on the Somme that had
required weary months of sledgehammer blows to acquire in 1916.

The Gavrelle Sector
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It seemed a bitter reverse to the private soldier, as well as to the
High Command. Ypres was still ours and that was something.
But for the Highlanders there were to be many days of quietly
guarding the Ridge at the left end of the big break. Vimy Ridge
had taken on an importance that it never before had held though
it had always been a key position.
The pause here, in Brigade Reserve, was a combination of
forward workingparty and billetdrill life. Men were supplied to
help the engineers prepare the St. Catherines Bridge across the
Scarpe for destruction in the event of an enforced retreat and for
countless other jobs which these, to the infantryman, abominable
gentlemen somehow thought of. When the men weren’t working
they were on the ranges at Trafalgar Camp or holding a sports
meet. On the 28th, the 14th and 16th Battalions, in the frontline,
staged a raid, and a very successful one. They captured about
50 prisoners, including an officer. The Battalion then relieved the
16th in the early evening of the same day. The trench strength at
this time was 22 officers and 620 other ranks.
Still further measures were being taken to prepare to withstand
an assault and the 11th Tank Battalion (24 tanks) was stationed
behind the St. Catherines Switch, facing south, and the 1st Canadian
Motor Machinegun Brigade returned from Amiens. Every defence
position was bolstered and bridges, railways, roads and pumping
stations were made ready for demolition. The Canadian Corps
was now holding the line so thinly that it was extended to the
breaking pointyet they conﬁdently awaited attack. From April
10th to May 7th the Corps held 29,000 yards (more than 16 miles)
and the unusual length of the Highlanders’ new frontage bore this
out. It also demonstrated the dangerous shortage of manpower
existing that black spring.
The Battalion was now in the Gavrelle sector, a line also bent
by the Hun on March 28th. He had been stopped. It was like
wise to the left and forward of Arras with the German line running
in front of Gavrelle village. On the night of the 29th a sudden
challenge startled the ghosts beyond the Highlanders’ frontline.
Two vague shapes loomed inside our wire; they were in British
Army khaki. One of them pleaded: “For Christ’s sake don’t
shoot—we’re English.” The two men, nearly famished, were
taken to No. 1 Company H.Q., and after being fed were questioned
and proved to be members of the Lancashire Fusiliers and of the
R.M.L.I. They had been taken prisoners at the beginning of the
March offensive but had contrived to escape and work their way
through the German lines into No Man’s Land. The following
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evening defensive patrols, out in front until dawn chased them in.
were under Lts. W. W. Fergusson, G. M. Malone and J. W.
Leighton, Sgt. Malone and Sgt. Spring. The scouts were also out,
None of them had anything but “all quiet” to report.
The escaped prisoner episode was repeated on the night of May
1st when a defensive patrol encountered Ptes. R. C. Waller and
L. Rudd, both of the 2nd Battalion, Suffolks, who had been
captured at Wancourt on March 28th. They said: “We just
’opped it from Sailly.” It had taken them several days to reach
No Man’s Land and they were also desperately hungry. So they
fed well in Battalion H.Q. and then had their first peaceful sleep in
days. That evening orange ﬂares were put up by the Hun at regular
and brief intervals from 9 p.m. until midnight. They had our front
line pondering, but nothing developed. The next night an inter
company relief was carried out, Nos. 2 and 4 Companies taking
over the frontline, and a patrol under Lt. Mackinnon, armed with
a Lewis gun, caught a large working party in the open and there
was much uproar, shouting and loud wails in No Man’s Land. Then,
on the afternoon of May 3rd, the G.O.C. 1st Division and the G.O.C.
15th (Scottish) Division toured the area and the Battalion, as usual,
unanimously said: “Now we’re for it,” when they saw the Brass Hats.
Escaped prisoners brought word with them of an immediate
attack impending; other signs pointed to a serious push in front
of the Canadians, and on May 4th the Battalion was again urgently
warned by Brigade to stay on the qui vive. Watchfulness increased
and with the added caution came added strain. Our artillery
quickened its ﬁre perceptibly, rose now and then clamorously, and
almost constantly a light barrage played on the Hun frontline.
Saps 200 yards or so in front of our line were manned by High
landers who would not have been surprised if they had proven the
outpost sacriﬁce they were intended to be in the event of the blow
cracking down on them. Three green lights—our signal for “anni
hilating ﬁre”—went up from a German post one evening and the
area opposite the Battalion suffered a proper plastering while the
Highlanders crouched and waited in gnawing suspense. Our lines
were shelled fairly heavily throughout but casualties remained light
and the main interest rested beyond our wire. No Man’s Land
was never without at least one of our patrols during the hours of
darkness and the taut nervousness that held their area while they
awaited the assault that never came, did not know relief until they
were out of it.
On the night of May 5th it was over. The Battalion was
relieved by the 6th Cameron Highlanders of the 15th Division and
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the kilted brothersinarms from Canada were having a tot of rum
and breakfast in billets in Arras by 5.30 a.m. Although it was not
then known, this was the last trip the Regiment was to make into
the line for many days to come. They were shelling Arras and, as
the men were billeted in houses, where a direct hit would have been
serious, it was with relief that the order came during the afternoon
of the 6th for the Battalion to march to “Y” Camp, Etrun, in
reserve to the XVII. and XVIII. (British) Army Corps—and still
to Standto.
GROOMING FOR BATTLE
Sitting back and reviewing this period, after it became possible
to be armchair critics when the war was done, veterans of the
Canadian forces can only come to the conclusion that the Com
manderinChief was gambling now with all the skill he possessed
and that the Canadian Corps was carefully saved to be the basis for
his master stroke. He gambled on his conﬁdence that the Hun’s
hammer drives could be stopped without the Canadians and he
gambled on his belief that the Corps and their proven shocktroop
ability would be a great factor to carry him to victory when the
tide of battle turned and the time came for him to strike, and strike
hard. He was right in both conclusions, as events proved. His
superb conﬁdence, which did not radiate to all the High Command
nor to all the politicians at home, was rewarded when the Hun
exhausted himself, his drives petered out, and the Canadians, fresh
and ﬁghting ﬁt, were the centre of the first blows on the swing to
the Rhine.
So now the Highlanders had a long period in reserve, the longest
in their war history, while they waited and were groomed and were
made ready for the hour to strike. The men of the Battalion knew
full well they were being faithfully prepared for battle. They
groused heartily at the drilling throughout the period like all
healthy soldiers. They knew they were being kept in reserve to
be used only in the event of disaster and that eventually they would
pay for this long rest. And they were proud of this recognition of
their calibre—shock troops worth the saving. The weeks slipped
by and the effect began to show. The Battalion began to take on
an indeﬁnite quality that was like a polish and that they had not
known before in France. It was plain in the grin on a private’s
face, in the disappearance of the old “trench look” in the eyes of
the veterans, in the march and swagger of them on and off parade.
It was a gay time, a period of happy billets and singing marches,
though the battered British Army in the south had stopped singing,
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and during this carefree yet busy three months many comradeships
were to be made, only to be broken in the victorious battles to come
—as is the way of war.
The round of training began at Etrun, with Reveille at 6.30
and a paradeground rollcall in the evening, which was not up to
then an active service habit, though it had been the practice on
occasions. Discipline tightened. There was to be no haphazard
visiting of a friend in another battalion without permission and a
man’s platoon sergeant would not mark him “present” on the
chance that he would be back shortly. They were soldiering and
doing it as they seldom had since a Davidson kilt was seen in
Europe in modern times.
An impromptu concert was held in the Scottish Church Tent
in Etrun on May 11th and everyone helped. The next day was
Sunday and what’s more, it was Mother’s Day in Canada, and every
chaplain of the Corps reminded his unit of it. Training during that
week included an interesting experiment with airplanes as message
carriers. Letters eight feet high were placed on the ground when
the machines hurtled overhead, sounding a klaxon horn as a signal.
Then came the greatest period of sports meets in the history
of the Regiment. The Battalion had been intheline when Corps
Sports Day was held in other years so this time it was enjoyed to
the full. On the 14th elimination contests were held in preparation
for the Brigade meet on the morrow. The ﬁeld was overrun by
a gay, eager battalion of men, thoroughly enjoying themselves.
The tugofwar was the feature and there was genuine surprise when
the sergeants defeated the officers, who had exceedingly hefty men
on their end of the hemp.
No detail was missed to make the Brigade meet a memorable
one. If any of the athletes worried about their amateur standing
none of them mentioned it. The prizes were in francs and the
winners accepted theirs with alacrity, for francs were never plentiful.
The 15th Battalion won the tugofwar, with a composite team of
officers and other ranks, the baseball game, the shuttle relay, and, in
the individual events, Grand of the transport won the mule race,
Gordon won the pillow ﬁght, and others gained points for placing
in the runs and jumps. It was another great day and a tired bat
talion at the end of it.
A working party called on the 18th spoiled things. They had
to dig a trench in the defence position west of the Arras line. Then
came the ﬁrst of the great sham battles, officially called Brigade
Manoeuvres. Call them what you will, few details of modern
action and attack preparation were neglected and it was very plain
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that open ﬁghting in the near future was still an optimistic hope.
The first sham ﬁght was on the 21st when the Battalion moved out
of their billets in Penin at dawn, taking their cook kitchens and
blankets with them, for they had to bivouac for the night.
At this time there was in the making a plan of battle secretly
and officially known as the Delta Operation. It was an attack
intended to take place north of Béthune to reduce the Lys Salient.
The ground here was said to be an excellent counterpart of the sector
to be assaulted. And the present manoeuvres were seriously meant
but the plan never materialized.
They took half of France this first day. The only casualties
were slight injuries from smoke bombs. There was another “battle”
on the same ground the next day, made very realistic by the smoke
barrage, and then after the sun had gone down in the evening the
Battalion returned to Penin billets.
On May 25th the Highlanders packed up early in the morning
with orders to proceed to Conteville, there to billet. When ready
to move the point was changed to La Thieuloye and so for La
Thieuloye they started. En route, however, the point was again
changed and the Battalion was notiﬁed that billets would be in
MagnicourtenComte. This town was reached by 10.30 a.m. but
was found to be full of troops already billeted there and also with
refugees from Bruay. The Battalion, therefore, had lunch in a ﬁeld
while runners went to ﬁnd and to ask Brigade to straighten things
out. Eventually the Highlanders slept the night in La Thieuloye
after all, a place remembered for many things and not the least for
the “eggs” that dropped suddenly out of the moonlit sky. In these
days, man or officer did not lose prestige in the eyes of his fellows
nor lose in the courage he rated by fervently praying in the late
afternoon: “God, I hope there’s no moon.”
The next day was Sunday and after church parade in the ﬁeld,
the weather being ﬁne, the G.O.C. of the 1st Division spoke to the
Battalion, referring to the new drafts arriving from Canada. Now
the result of the Conscription Act was beginning to affect the
Canadian Corps and it was later quite common to hear some of the
new arrivals getting a “ride” by rude references to “box car”
numbers and by having to listen to a song which went:
“Onward Conscript Soldiers,
Marching as to war,
You would not be conscripts
Had you come before.”
However, it was all in good humour, they made good soldiers,
and were soon ﬁtting into their units.
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Then, on May 29th. came the greatest sham scrap of all. The
other three battalions of the Brigade became “German” for the
show. Lt.Col. G. E. McCuaig became Gen. Von Cuaig, Lt.Col.
C. W. Peck, Col. Hans de Peksburg and Fritz von Wortle was the
nomdeguerre for Lt.Col. Dick Worrall of the 14th Battalion. The
Highlanders remained devout Britishers and were attacked by the
other three. After a strenuous day the defence felt that they had
won the ﬁght.
There were few changes in the command of companies and
details throughout May. Capt. Alan Turnbull took over No. 4
Company on the 8th and Capt. A. C. H. Andrews remained as
secondincommand. Lt. G. B. Chisholm, M.C., put up three stars
during the month. Lt. C. E. Macklin, M.C., returned from hospital
and rejoined No. 1 Company. Lts. R. Y. Inglis, L. McMurray
and H. B. Steadman came up as reinforcements; Lt. J. A. Mac
kinnon became Intelligence Officer and Capt. A. Samuel resumed
command of No. 2 Company.
There had always been, throughout their entire connection with
each other, a close friendship between the 16th and 15th Battalions.
This was never more plain than on the last day of May when the
two units held an interbattalion sports meet at MonchyBreton,
ate their noon meal together and in company enjoyed a concert
afterwards. Rivalry was keen and the day was hugely enjoyed and
did much to strengthen the tie, built in harsh times, between the
two Highland Battalions. “Cy” and “Charlie” (Lt.Cols. Peck
and Bent) were the referees for the day.
On June 4th, the entire Battalion and the Brigade as well, were
congratulating Lt.Col. Bent on the announcement in orders that
he had been made a Commander of the Order of St. Michael and
St. George. He had led the Battalion since May, 1916, through
more than two years of war, with a cheery courage which never
failed and with uniform success, and all ranks felt that the honour
was well deserved. About the same time the following also appeared
in orders:
Lt.Col. C. E. Bent, D.S.O.
Major J. W. Forbes, D.S.O.
Capt. J. H. Chipman (on command)
Major. N.D. Perry (on command)
Lt. C. E. Read
C.S.M. H. Mathews

Mentioned in Despatches.
Mentioned in Despatches.
Mentioned in Despatches.
Distinguished Service Order.
The Military Cross
Distinguished Conduct Medal

At this time the Battalion developed an excellent football team
and on Sunday, June 2nd, they defeated the 16th’s soccerites. The
ﬁrst game for the Brigade championships was between the same
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teams. It was a tie but the 48th Highlanders won the replay, then
beat the 14th Battalion and entered the Divisional playdowns
against the 3rd Battalion. They won again after two great games
and entered the Corps sports as representatives of the 1st Division.
They easily defeated their ﬁrst opponents, the 4th Canadian Divi
sional Engineers, but lost in the semiﬁnals, much to the chagrin
of all the Battalion, every man of which had become a soccer fan.
The 28th Battalion, representing the 2nd Division, were their
victors. Also, during this period, a softball team was organized
and won many games before meeting a defeat. Softball became
a fad and games were always in progress.
Until the 16th of June the Battalion remained in enjoyable La
Thieuloye billets without working parties. Life was pleasant.
There was never complete relaxation throughout all this period,
however, for there was still too much trouble in the air and none
would have been astonished had orders arrived at any moment to
move into it. The surprise was that they weren’t already in the
thick of things, but the ever present possibility of a sudden change
for the worse in existence does not disturb old soldiers. They were
inured to the feeling of danger and action always lurking in the offing.
Tanks and aeroplanes took part in the big Brigade manoeuvres on
the 12th, which kept them in the ﬁelds from dawn until dark.
The move to a new area took place four days later. The Bat
talion marched through MonchyBreton and Chelers and from there
the Brigade moved easterly along the St. PolArras Road to Haute
Avesnes for lunch. In the afternoon they marched to Etrun,
thence to St. Aubin, where they once more came under orders of
the XVII. (British) Corps for working parties, and once more were
warned to be ready to move at one hour’s notice at dawn and within
four hours at any other hour. Billets in St. Aubin were reached
at 1.30 p.m. and there was a rush for the River Scarpe, whose cool
waters ran through the outskirts of the village. It was an enjoyable
plunge after a dusty march under a hot sun.
Working parties started the next day. Major J. W. Forbes led
forward a large party to build trenches in the West Arras line of
defence and their grouse was heard to the high heavens, for the
Divisional sports were starting at Tincques that afternoon. Pte.
B. Manning of No. 1 Company there won the 175lb. bout in the
boxing tournament and Pte. Coggan of the same Company won the
440yard dash. After the Divisional sports every available man of
the Battalion was again put to work on the Arras West line of
defence, labouring on Ecurie Switch. On the 26th eliminations for
the Corps sports were held at Pernes but the working parties again
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unfortunately prevented many of the Battalion from being present.
On the 27th Major J. P. Girvan, M.C., said farewell to the officers
and his company and departed for England to be married and to
take the Senior Infantry Officers’ Course at Aldershot. Lt. J.
Robertson assumed command of No. 1 Company during his absence.
On June 30th there was another move, the Battalion this time
going to the MingovalBethonsart area, northwest of Aubigny,
where they billeted. Nos. 1 and 2 Companies were located in
Bethonsart and the rest in Mingoval. During the latter part of
June, Capt. G. S. Winnifrith was given command of No. 2 Company
when Capt. Samuel went to hospital. Capt. A. H. Anderson, the
paymaster, was struck off the strength under a new arrangement of
having one paymaster to two battalions. On the 27th of the month
orders carried the announcement that Cpl. H. F. A. “Pinky” Ellins,
M.M., Signal Section, and Cpl. Ed. Standen, Runners, had been
awarded Meritorious Service Medals.
It was July 1st again, the fourth Dominion Day that the High
landers had spent overseas. The Corps sports, which were held at
Tincques, made it one of the finest day’s outings the members of
the Battalion had ever had. Those who desired, and were not on
duty, were permitted to attend. Lorries were provided and a large
cavalcade departed for the big ﬁeld between the ArrasSt. Pol Road
and the Railway, where the ﬁnest athletes in the Corps would meet.
A hill formed a natural grandstand on one side and on the other
pavilions and grandstands were erected, gaudy with bunting and
ﬂags. The massed pipers of the 1st Division were there and amongst
the visitors were: H.R.H. the Duke of Connaught, Sir Robert
Borden, Gen. J. J. Pershing, C. in C. of the American Army, and
many other distinguished soldiers and statesmen. Airplanes
hovered constantly, protecting the great crowd from hostile
raiders.
The programme included almost everything in track and ﬁeld
events. The 1st Division won the aggregate prize on points. The
great day was closed by the 1st Divisional Concert Party who gave
their latest revue: “Take a Chance.”
There was further special signiﬁcance to this July 1st, for orders
were out that on the morrow the Battalion would be inspected in
a ﬁeld south of Bethonsart by the Prime Minister of their homeland,
the Right Hon. Sir R. L. Borden, accompanied by Hon. J. W.
Calder and the Hon. Arthur Meighen. It brought home near and
with every available man on parade and the weather fine and warm
the Highlanders, with patches of colour on many left breasts, looked
what they were, a ﬁt body of veteran ﬁghting men. It was a Brigade
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review and the battalions were formed in a. square for the General
Salute, after which the inspecting officers walked through the lines.
Later, Sir Robert and the Hon. Arthur Meighen addressed them
from a G.S. wagon and then three mighty cheers were given. The
Brigade was warmly congratulated for their marchpast by the
G.O.C. of the Division and Corps. They were showing evidence
of the grooming.
Then the round of training, gay evenings, sports and games
settled down again. Capt. W. Maybin, M.M., O.C. of No. 3
Company, found he had several entertainers in a draft which
arrived about this time from the base, where they had been offering
entertainment. They staged concerts in a barn in the evenings.
This was the start of the Battalion’s own concert party. As far
as the officers are concerned, however, Mingoval is chieﬂy remem
bered through the defeat of “The Pride of Ruitz.” The 13th
Battalion were in Ruitz and had a ﬁghting cock of which they were
wont to boast. So the 15th officers took up a collection, purchased
a cock, hired the former peasantowner as coach and trainer, fed
the cock on brandy and hardboiled eggs and challenged “The
Pride of Ruitz” when he was pronounced fit. The ﬁght took place
near Mingoval in a ﬁeld. It was a bloodee victoree for the 15th
game bird over “The Pride” and thereat our officers ﬁttingly
rejoiced and celebrated.
The 51st (Highland) and 52nd (Lowland) Divisions were in the
neighbourhood and so, when the 3rd C.I.B. held a Highland gather
ing at Tincques on July 6th, there was a mustering of the clans
such as France had never before seen. Lt.Col. Bent was chairman
of the committee responsible for arrangements and before noon the
ﬁeld was a colourful mass of British Army tartans. There was
much curiosity regarding the Davidson as it was unfamiliar to many
of the Imperial Highlanders. There was a pipe band competition
with 26 bands competing, which was particularly enjoyed, as it
gave the Canadian Highlanders an opportunity to hear some of
the famous pipe bands of the old Highland regiments. The
Canadian pipe bands were inferior in both piping and drumming.
Then, in the afternoon, the Highlanders present saw one of the finest
arrays of army pipers that has ever been gathered together in
history. It was the climax to a wonderful day. All the bands
were massed and 284 pipers and 164 drummers played Retreat
together. DrumMajor Graham of the 16th Battalion, Canadian
Scottish, signalled the movements. Old Highland officers and
veteran army pipers said they had never looked upon such a scene
and were thrilled to the depths of their Scottish hearts.
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MajorGen. C. S. Mewburn. Canada’s Minister of Militia.
inspected the 3rd Brigade on July 16th, in a ﬁeld on the bank of
the Scarpe at St. Aubin, where the Battalion had moved on July
13th. His promise that Canada was going to back up the Canadian
Corps with all the men they required pleased the four battalions of
the Brigade and their answering cheers proved their sentiments.
The period of being at war without any ﬁghting, of being
groomed to be the troops who would break the German line as it
never had been broken, was drawing to a close. They were a new
battalion now, rested and strong, and so when the warning came on
July 18th that the Highlanders would relieve a battalion of the 4th
Canadian Brigade holding the line in the Telegraph Hill sector,
men only wondered why it hadn’t come long ago. The worst thing
they had experienced in weeks was digging on the Maroeuil Switch
in a heat so intense that the Highlanders shed their kilts to gain ease.
Jeering remarks from khakiclad rivals passing by only brought a
response pungent and pointed.
The movein for this first tour after the long rest did not go well.
The men blamed “those damned teaparties” for taking the minds
of the Staff off the serious business of strafe. Orders were not
received until 4 p.m. and an hour later complete orders said that the
companies would move up separately, taking over from the 21st
Battalion. The Battalion reported at St. Vaast at 10.30 p.m. to
entrain and go on forward by light railway. But the trains did
not arrive until 11.45 p.m. and then they shunted the fuming
Battalion about in aimless fashion until nearly 1 o’clock. So it was
3.15 a.m. before they even reached Ritz Dump to detrain. Guides
met them there and the relief went forward in a hurry under
scattered shelling, which caused no casualties, and was completed
just, and only just, before dawn. The Battalion had occupied the
same position in April but now found conditions changed. Much
work had been done, trenches deepened and strengthened and bath
mats laid, saps opened and, generally, the sector was now
comfortable.
The ﬁrst thing to raise a cheer from the frontline ﬁghting men
was the Tump Line Section organized under Lt. T. M. Cowan,
and trained during the long rest by Lt. S. W. Clement. No more
wandering back for rations in the rain and mud. The new organiza
tion met the ration limbers and on this ﬁrst trial had the rations to
the forward companies early and in good style. The Battalion was
in a support position, No. 4 Company under Capt. A. Turnbull
holding a frontline area. The longest period of training they had
known was over. No one seemed particularly sorry, judging by
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the cheeriness everywhere evident. It almost seemed as if a lot of
them were glad to get back to cave dwelling.
The situation was very quiet and only around the village of
Berneville where rear B.H.Q. was situated as well as the transport,
was there any excitement, and that was mostly caused by the
night bombers. The skies were searched at night constantly by
lancing beams of light and our night ﬂiers engaged the enemy in
the air even in the darkness. So there was general activity over
head after sundown, with streams of tracers streaking upwards and
Archie yapping away as noisily and impotently as ever. The Hun
bombers unloaded as swiftly as possible, banked about and made for
home with all speed. The railhead and dump in Beaumetz seemed
to be their objective.
The weather broke on the 23rd and the drought which had
caused serious losses to the French crops was over. The trenches
were swimming in water within an hour and in some parts became
almost impassable. It was at this time that the O.C., together
with the Brigadier and the O.C. of the 13th Battalion, went to
Amiens and there saw a demonstration of a massed tank attack.
The real value of these Panzerkraftwagens, as the Hun called them,
was now fully realized. This was, however, a ruse to cloak battle
plans being laid.
During this stay in support the Battalion Concert Party staged
their ﬁrst big show. Seven hundred soldiers and civilians crowded
into the cinema for it, and the night was a hilarious one. The civilians
left early, not because they weren’t enjoying it, but because the Hun
airmen started to pummel the backlines. The rest remained and
the show went on to the applause of Hun explosives. Lt. “Tam”
Cowan was stage manager and the 3rd Canadian Divisional Engin
eers Band dispensed the music. Additional concerts were also
staged in Bernsville later.
The entire sector began to get jumpy during the remaining days
in support owing to Canadian raids. On the 26th the 5th and 10th
Canadian Battalions raided on the left and took seven prisoners
and would have bagged more, but the enemy withdrew. On the
following night the 16th Battalion raided in the sector we were
shortly to occupy and this time the enemy withdrew so fast that the
raiders obtained but one dead German for identiﬁcation. On the
night of the 28th the Highlanders moved up and took over the
frontline from the 16th Battalion. Before the relief, the G.O.C.
of Division and Brigade toured the area.
No. 4 Company, which had held a forward position, was now
drawn back to a comfortable spot in reserve in Blangy Trench.
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Battalion H.Q. was situated in the brickworks. The other three
companies were placed in the frontline: No. 1 on the right; No. 2
centre, and No. 3 on the left, their ﬂank resting beside the main
ArrasCambrai Road. Before they went into the frontline Major
J. W. Forbes, D.S.O., came back from leave to England and then
on the last day of the month once more crossed the Channel en
route to Canada. The following new subalterns were posted to
companies during the month: W. C. Barclay, H. B. Steadman,
No. 2; F. L. Cook, H. E. Munro, D. D. Thompson, No. 3, and
L. M. Murray and A. M. Slatter, No. 4 Company.
As August drew near it became evident in the minds of all ranks
that the action for which they had been so carefully saved and so
well groomed was almost due. So, when the frontline tour at
Telegraph Hill was cut short after four days and a London Scottish
Battalion came up in relief they knew it had arrived. They were
far back, in Hauteville, by 4 a.m. of August 1st, and stationed in a
château set amongst avenues of trees and still beautiful grounds.
The men slept under the trees until their billets were ready.
Battalion H.Q. was in the château. Their battle strength was 41
ofﬁcers and 958 noncoms. and men, a happy battalion, fit and
fresh and ready for the word. On the eve of the great things, now
waiting and almost ready, a visiting Imperial ofﬁcer aptly described
them as looking “absolutely top hole.”

Ch XXI. Amiens

CHAPTER XXI.

AMIENS
Cheated of the chance to ride
Plunging and thundering through;
Troopers dreaming the Trooper’s dream—
Ride! Ride into the blue!
Chafing and champing and eager;
Taut for the reeling lists—
Sink the spurs to the rowellhub,
Ride for the spirtling mists,
Hurl on the Uhlan squadron,
Lunge for the Leutnant's roan,
Laugh as the whistling sabre
Crunches through to the bone.

The turning of the tide.
A MIENS!
No longer were the feld grau

waves to grimly threaten the
Channel ports with hammer blows against the bending khaki
and horizonblue battleline, or to chill the hearts of the friendly
world with the dread of awful possibility. Now the steel of the
Allies was to go thrusting eastward, with the Canadian Corps
spearheading the swathe towards the Rhine. August Eighth.
Out of the trench and into the open. End of dark hours on the
western front for the Allies and setting of the sun for the Might of
Prussia. In the history of the war, of the Canadian Corps, and of
the Regiment, August 8th stands out like a bomberseeking search
light. Not only was it a brilliant success and the greatest surprise
attack of the Great War; it marked the end of looking anxiously
over shoulders to the sea. Now the British Army once more looked
forward to the Rhine, as the dawn of Victory rose after dark days
of defeat, days of which Sir Douglas Haig said: “God knew how
really dark they were.”
Leading up to this momentous event which was to lead, in turn,
to the end of the 15th Battalion’s War labour, labour and losses,
labour and victory, for all is labour in trench war, there were many
angles and factors. But to detail them or even to relate the inner
workings of the various Army Headquarters, their conferences,
arguments, concessions and, no doubt, squabbles, would take a
volume in itself. It is sufficient. to say that it was the suggestion
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of Sir Henry Rawlinson, 4th Army Commander, and to relate
that out of the conference held in his Headquarters on July 21st,
grew the plan in which secrecy was a vital factor and in which the
Canadian Corps was to be the centre of assault and the crux of
the entire battle.
Two things made it striking—tanks and surprise. Tanks, big
and little, were there in droves and the element of secrecy was
so guarded and well kept that the deceptions necessary “fooled
everybody,” as planned. The gigantic web of deceit woven by the
High Command hoodwinked Hindenberg and his spies, veiled the
watchful eyes of Ludendorff, deceived British Army Commanders
and the King of the Belgians and left the Canadian private and
“very senior officers” speechless with indignation because they
weren’t “in on it.”
Plans for an attack on MonchylePreux and Orange Hill were
made. So sure was MajorGeneral David Watson, 4th Divisional
Commander, that these were authentic that he stormed into Corps
H.Q., demanding tanks and plenty of ’em because his share was
“a devil of a hard nut to crack.” Then, to further muddle the
always dangerous stream of gossip and rumour, Sir Arthur Currie
drove north each day. It was not known that he was later turning
south to see Gen. Rawlinson. He suggested a possible attack in
the north, as well as the Orange Hill show. To further confuse,
communications were faked from the 2nd Army in Flanders. The
27th Can. Bn. and the 4th C.M.R.’s were moved to Kemmel Hill
with wireless sets and two Canadian Casualty Clearing Stations.
The nurses were told not to talk but “the good girls did.” So
well was the rumour carried that the Canadian authorities in
London wrote sharply as to why they hadn’t been informed of the
impending operations. So did the King of the Belgians, in
command of his Army, in a protest to Foch.
That wasn’t all that was done to confuse and deceive. Orders
were read out to all ranks of the Canadian Corps that they were to
stand ready to move south at short notice to assist the French on
the RheimsSoissons front or to support either the 1st French Army
or the 4th British Army. This was followed by leaflets, pasted in
pay books, ordering all ranks to: “Keep your mouth shut.” All
of which meant tongues would surely wag. It didn’t matter where
the German thought the Canadians were as long as he didn’t know
where they were.
Artillery left behind at Arras and wireless sets helped to keep up
the deceit when the move did come, and “Schmidt, the Pittsburger,”
was an aid not counted upon. He was a private in an Ontario
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battalion of the 2nd Division and disappeared, after a brief time
on his unit’s strength, while on patrol. He coughed up so much
information that it was plain he was a spy. The average private
soldier is too busy and unconcerned to take interest in the things
“Schmidt” evidently had done. He had observed much. Further
he declared that the 2nd Division was on the verge of revolt because
they had been in the line at Telegraph Hill while the rest of the
Corps was resting. Rumour had it that they were being punished
for looting Arras and as they hadn’t been in that famous “battle”
the grousing was no doubt thick. “Schmidt, the Pittsburger,” did
much to create the impression that the Canadians would remain
on the Arras front.
As the sun rose on the morning of August 4th, boxcars, strong
smelling and closepacked, bumped, jolted, shunted and stopped
and went monotonously on again through cheerful fields still glis
tening from the dew of dawn. Inside them, crowded Highlanders
groused and slept in snatches, sang lazy choruses, played listless
cards, with matches as stakes, and cogitated upon whither they
headed. No. 3 Company had been left behind in Hauteville to
clean up and follow along on a later train. In the officers’ cars
there was much scanning of maps as towns rolled up and were
tediously put behind. After awhile, during that hot August
morning, the towns gave the map owners an inkling. It was
toward St. Pol. That surely meant north. So the decision was:
“Flanders after all.” But none, from Colonel to bugler, could be
sure. Rumour had been too rife and even the semiofficial state
ments were contradictory.
Back in the highscented coachesdeluxe, where rode the
O.R.’s, there were no maps and the argument was waxing hot.
The names of French towns passed through were meaningless.
The prophets suggested everything from Orange Hill or Kemmel
Hill to assisting “Ferdinand at Swassoons.” But the pessimistic
Old Timerfatalist who had long ago learned resignation, and who
wanted to snooze, besides, beseeched the eager young soldiers to
“stow their cackle” for “you’ll be S.O.L. (sure out of luck) where
ever the Brass Hats send you.” But no grousing Old Timer could
dampen the interest of this momentous and historic journey.
They passed through St. Pol. Then they turned south and the
train, as many trains before and after it did, broke into a chatter
of speculation. So it wasn’t Flanders. Montreuil, Abbeville, Eu
and then Vieux Rouen was the route. It was an exciting trip
the most interesting the 15th Battalion ever had, and one part
seemed over at 3 p.m. when the Battalion fellin for the tenmile
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march to billets at Selincourt. The route was along quiet roads
and through villages where the echo of the feet of marching men
was unusual. The inhabitants turned out at every crossroad and
raised a cheer as the Highlanders swung through. Selincourt had
comfortable billets for them, the Orderly Room being in the village
schoolhouse and Battalion H.Q. in the magnificent summer château
of the Countess of Selincourt.
Orders were immediately issued that all men were to stay inside
their billets. There was to be no movement on the streets. There
was a grouse over that, but it was done. No. 3 Company caught
up at 8 p.m. the next day, just before the Battalion formed in the
gathering dusk and marched to Hornoy and embussed, or rather,
enlorried, which is different and not so comfortable. Throughout
a large area of France the same thing was happening at about the
same hour, for the last step in massing the Canadians was made
under cover of night. The convoy started and not even the C.O.
of the Battalion knew the destination. Lt.Col. Bent had sealed
orders, not to be opened until the line of lorries was moving. Drivers
were besieged with questions as to destination and the answer was:
“DamnedifIknow.” They didn’t. Ahead was a motorcycle.
They followed it. Narrow roads and mud caused delays and just
as day caught them they saw a large town ahead. Veterans of the
Somme recognized the Cathedral—Amiens!—and the Battalion
knew where they were. The lorries passed through the outskirts
and proceeded to St. Fuscien.
It was now broad day and in order not to march to Boves over
high ground, under observation, a detour to Cagny was made.
This part of the move should have been made before dawn and the
delay occasioned a much longer march. They were in the dirty
billets of Boves by 8 a.m., however, the whole Battalion having
Rue de Victor Hugo for an address. While resting during the day
packs were turned in and the last details checked. They were
ready.
All during the night of the 6th the road through Boves was
jammed with traffic and loud with a telltale rattling of limbers
and booming of lorries. It was a rumble that must have carried
far. Fortunately the weather had been unfavourable for flying
and until the 6th of August, the dud flying days had been a God
send, for daylight organization could then be carried onto a con
siderable extent. That road had been jammed for a week as it had
never been before and possibly never will be again, while tanks, guns,
lorry on lorry and limber on limber of ammunition and supplies
were placed. Aircraft were flying now and the roads were almost
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deserted in daylight. But as dark gathered, the stream began to
roll with the first shadows, and when the Battalion moved out of
Boves to spend the night in Taza Alley, east of Gentelles, it was a
confused flood, with the whirring roar of tanks and the tramping of
many feet added to the stir of the backlines. The Battalion moved
up in companies and had to travel in the ditches. Progress was
tedious and exasperatingly slow but they arrived before daylight
and were swiftly under cover and settled to wait out the day for
the last step forward.
Standing at the door of his Headquarters back in Dury, Sir
Arthur Currie watched the early starshells lifting from the unsus
pecting Hun line. He heard the troops on the road singing. It
thrilled him, for the harassed British troops had been wont of late
to plod along in stolid silence, depressed and cheerless. Tonight,
boisterous, carefree songs spoke of the confidence of conquerors and
the Corps Commander predicted a “wonderful victory,” for,
“nothing will stop these boys.” The Canadian Corps were wearing
all their old, cocky, devilmaycare mood.
THE FIRST DAY
The 1st Canadian Division in the general plan of battle for the
smashing operation of August 8th was placed in the centre of the
Canadian Corps. Flanking the Canadians on the right were
French troops, with the Australian Corps on the left. The 1st
Division had the 3rd on their right and the 2nd on their left, which
made the “Red Patch” Division the point of the fast travelling
wedge. The 4th Division was in reserve and the Corps’ boundaries
were cleancut and easy to follow. The Canadians extended from
a point about 800 yards south of Hourges to the AmiensChaulnes
Railway, a total distance of more than 8,500 yards in a straight
line.
RIGHT BOUNDARY: Along the road HourgesVillersauxErables
for a distance of about 2,600 yards, then east of Bertin Wood
(inclusive), thence along the AmiensRoye Road, inclusive,
to the Canadian Corps, in liaison with the First French Army.
LEFT BOUNDARY: Along the AmiensChaulnes Railway, inclu
sive, to Canadian Corps, in liaison with the Australian Corps.

For the battle, the 5th Canadian Battalion was placed under
Brig.Gen. Tuxford to work in conjunction with the 3rd Brigade,
which was to attack on the entire 1st Division front. The 1st
Brigade was then to leapfrog the 3rd, the 2nd Brigade going still
further to exploit the general success of the attack. The entire
advance was assisted by light and heavy tanks whose principal
function was clearing up strongpoints. So numerous were the
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tanks that for long the army called the Battle of Amiens the “Tank
Attack.” The Hun could have added the Panzerkraftwagen Defeat
to the other things he no doubt called it. They were splendidly
and courageously handled, those tanks, at least on the 8th, and
crushed many machinegun nests. The flare and flag signals
between the infantry and tanks were well arranged and although
all commanders had been asked to use the tanks sparingly, they
came promptly, when possible, to the call for aid. Pigeons were
taken forward in numbers and a complete system of flare and rocket
signals was arranged but the supply, unfortunately, did not reach
all battalions. Runners were the principal means of communica
tion throughout the day.
The order of battle for the 3rd Brigade was as follows:
On the right
In the centre
On the left
In centre support
In right support

16th
13th
14th
15th
5th

Canadian Battalion.
Canadian Battalion.
Canadian Battalion.
Canadian Battalion.
Canadian Battalion.

The general instruction to the 15th Battalion was that their
weight was to be brought quickly and promptly to bear wherever
it seemed necessary. The attacking battalions were told to push
through with all speed. Speed and surprise were the keynotes.
The great part of the forward area was bare, sloping country, ex
posed to enemy observation from the high ground south of the River
Luce. It had been fought over as the Hun drove forward in March.
His trenches had never been seriously consolidated as it had been
either the intention to continue an attack from here or it was
believed that the British would be unable to attack for some time.
The 3rd Brigade were facing Hangard Wood, a moderately shotup
region of stumps, wire entanglements and machinegun nests,
through which they had to pass at the jumpoff. Behind Hangard
were other woods, copses and slopes, some trench positions and a
vast number of machinegun nests. The tanks would be needed.
The enemy gun positions had been carefully spotted and as there
was no preparatory bombardment, part of the artillery strength
at Zero was directed on these alone.
The fortifications of the Hun were thought to be not unduly
strong, but that deep network of small machinegun posts behind,
which extended for a great distance, promised trouble. It was not a
case of capturing the forward line and then proceeding to another
objective. There was one objective (theoretically), which was the
last. Neither was the advance after the old style. Many things
had been learned. For instance, the 15th Battalion followed the
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13th so closely that they were practically a second wave. By this
method, should the advancing line be held up, there were immediate
reinforcements always ready. This took care of the possibility of
any one section of line holding up the whole operation by failing
to keep up owing to checks, as had happened in so many other
assaults.
August 7th was passed quietly but uncomfortably, because of
the heat, in the old trenches beyond Gentelles, and then, as dusk
began to fall, the Highlanders started forward. Again the roads
were crowded as the last guns and last loads of supplies were placed
in the jammed forward area. The entire back country was alive
with troops. The usual night work was proceeding but no storm of
fire broke from behind the German wire to tell of discovery. There
was an air of suppressed excitement everywhere and men whispered
long before there was need. It took an hour to travel a mile and
there was so much excitement that it seemed almost ridiculous to
hope that the Hun’s silence was due to blissful ignorance. The
disturbing thought came that he was only waiting for the Canadians
to crowd into the line before turning on a tempest of shellfire. It
was an anxious night but the secrecy had been complete and even
the Australians, who had held the area almost to the jumpoff hour,
were astonished when they found they were being relieved by men
from another Dominion.
There was a quarry in the frontline area occupied by the 13th
Battalion, and Lt.Col. McCuaig shared it with Lt.Col. Bent for
the night. The companies were spread out, mostly on top of
the ground, close behind the frontline. They were distributed
in order, from the right—No. 1, 2, 3 and 4. All the men were under
instructions to take what shelter they could and remain under cover.
There were few casualties during the nervous hours of the night as
Zero came closer. Lt.Col. Bent ordered the company commanders
to place their men in artillery formation for the advance, according
to the nature of the ground. They were to stay close to the 13th
Battalion at the jumpoff to escape the backbarrage of the Hun
as much as possible. Before midnight all the companies had
reported “Ready” and settled down for the worst job of all, waiting
for the crash of the barrage and overyougo in the dawn. The
night flying bombers were busy, but their drone and the dull detona
tions of their explosives came mostly from behind the German line.
These dragging hours and minutes of suspense before an attack
are nerveracking and tedious, but they wear away. Just before
4 a.m. a veteran sergeant of No. 4 Company had gulped a mouthful
of water, cursed softly at nothing in particular, and had begun to
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count the number of times he had waited like this for the Cock
crow, when he noticed the bombing had increased. It was 4.05
a.m. and across the entire front the Royal Air Force were keeping
heads down with their strafing. The machines were low down
and circling. Then the reason was plain. A strange, wild thrum
ming filled the air and merged with the hammering roar of low
aircraft. And from their hiding places in the shadows, beginning
to lift with dawn, charged the tanks. At full speed they came,
lurching, wobbling, waddling to battle. They had 800 yards to go
before the barrage commenced and they were covering it as fast as
their rocking, swaying awkwardness would let them, while the
aircraft strove to make all the hubbub in their power to drown the
din of the charging land battleships. They were fearsome things
and the men said afterwards they were sorry for the Hun, for “they
even put the wind up US.”
Now, with desperate speed, camouflage was being ripped away
from the hidden guns, the pits were tense and astir and at 4.20
a.m. the barrage dropped with that stunning welter of sound in
which nothing is distinguishable and when it is futile to attempt even
to think.
Four minutes more and the 15th Battalion were up and moving
forward under the crashing arc of triumph, behind the Royal High
landers, already upon the German frontline and vanishing around
Hangard Wood. The first casualties occurred when some of our
guns fired short. That was inevitable for they had not been
allowed to register. The guns were literally wheeltowheel and
their work was marvellous, both in that unrehearsed barrage
and in keeping up with the rapid advance. Fog and mist
hampered movement and the going was bad. Men stumbled and
scrambled after the 13th, who had jumped into the open almost
on the heels of the barrage, sixty seconds ahead of the 15th. They
had enough start to keep them out of the Hun’s comeback, which
the 15th caught. That was expected, but the Battalion was
dealt with lightly, despite the fact that the wood was glaring here
and there from the smash of Hun shells as they worked through.
His artillery had been slow, however, to answer the frantic flare
light appeals of his infantry. The men were in great fettle and the
platoon commanders’ big difficulty at the outset was to keep their
line from mingling with the Royal Highlanders. The frontline
had offered little resistance and the advance swept on.
Sounds of battle were close ahead and machinegun fire soon
began to sing in their ears as the barrage thunder lifted, well forward.
Then Hangard Wood West ended and the eastern wood began, a
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clump of trees joining the two. No. 1 Company on the right was
split by Capt. Robertson, who sent two platoons through the right
edge of the wood and the other two through the fringes and out
skirts. They had little trouble with the wood but No. 2 Company
had. Several nests with a sting were come upon suddenly in the
fog and fitful halflight, amongst the scramble of stumps and shell
holes. The wood was ideal for defence. The first warning was
that wicked crackle in their ears and the gibbering flame of machine
guns dead ahead. Then the Mills were crashing and for awhile
there was sharp fighting. Here and there men were down. Capt.
Winnifrith’s platoons each had a skirmish or two and the men, in
the flanking and rushing of the posts, were both hindered and aided
by the fog. At once the keynote of the day—good leadership—was
evident. Lts. Miller and Malone both had clashes with posts of
some strength and the latter was slightly wounded but carried on.
Cpl. “Johnnie” Stuart of No. 2 Company, an original, was killed
while gallantly leading his men against a machinegun. No 13th
Battalion dead or wounded were seen in Hangard Wood East.
Lt. W. W. Fergusson was wounded while attempting to bomb out
an isolated post, but, after having his wound dressed, carried on.
The wood was carefully combed and in a few moments the four
companies were debouching from the eastern fringe into more or
less open country where there was a brief pause to reorganize.
Then the fog dropped like a wall and visibility was but five yards
or so. Keeping touch was a feat and keeping direction was an
accomplishment. The dense, gray mist of dawn clung close to the
ground and although it caused the platoon commanders acute
worry, it was saving casualties from the unseen machineguns
chattering in a dozen spots across the Battalion’s front. The
officers resorted to their compasses, and as it is easy to follow a
compass course if in the habit, but a very dubious procedure
if not, it can be imagined that the going for awhile was something
of a trial.
Shortly after leaving the wood, Capt. Robertson’s company was
forced to ground upon coming under a sudden burst of heavy shell
fire. It was pointblank. The Company Commander was wounded
in the arm but he gathered his men together and pressed resolutely
on. It was getting more and more difficult to keep close touch with
the advancing units ahead. No. 4 Company, as the mist began
to clear, came up to the fight around Corbeau Trench at the edge of
Morgemont Wood. This was a long, partlyconnected trench, well
manned and wisely placed, and sections of both 16th and 13th
Battalions were momentarily halted. Major Alan Turnbull, M.C.,
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led his company up the slope and he was one of the first to go down,
wounded in the leg. He was badly hit and as he was a big man a
party of eight prisoners was “requisitioned” to take him out.
Luckless Boche!—they carried him seven weary miles. The Major
took along his Colt for persuasion and a bottle of Scotch for solace.
Everyone had a whack at the trench, the 15th Battalion line
coming closer with each rush. Lt. Miller of No. 2 Company
brought his platoon into it and gradually the garrison in Corbeau
was enveloped. The command of No. 4 Company had fallen on
the capable shoulders of Lt. W. H. Denton. A nearby company
of Royal Highlanders were about to try a flanking movement and
Lt. Denton sent half his company to their aid. As the rush.
started, the Hun in Corbeau gave it up and about 100 of the enemy
threw down their rifles and clambered anxiously forth. Before
they did so, however, several men had been wounded in the short
forward rushes and Cpl. Doyle, a splendid N.C.O. of No. 4 Company,
was killed. Both the 16th and 13th Battalions suffered severely
before the trench was overcome.
The 15th Battalion line now ran into several machinegun posts
in Morgemont Wood and bombs were again bouncing. The Hun
had evidently kept under cover and bobbed up as the first waves
went over. There were several instances that morning of machine
gunners being taken prisoners and, after the fast moving waves
passed on, going back to their guns and playing havoc with those
that followed. But the Hun as a rule wasn’t stickingit. Through
out the entire length of the impetuous Brigade line the men found
that, when they got into a position for a rush, the German surren
dered or ran. If it was bayonets, he surrendered. There were
instances, of course, where the Hun stood fast and made the
attacking Highlanders pay heavily for his position.
While the advance had been rolling exuberantly forward,
Lt.Col. Bent and Battalion H.Q. were in Keil Trench, east of
Hangard Wood. With details of the 13th Battalion assisting, he
established a collecting station for the wounded, now coming down
fast and wandering about, at a loss for direction to an aid post.
Parties were sent out to guide the walking wounded and to round up
loose prisoners, to be used as bearers. Extra stretchers were sent
for and a well organized post was soon in operation. The Hun
prisoners carried the wounded from this point to the Regimental
Dressing Station. Many men were spared hours of suffering
without attention by the establishment of this post.
With daylight and the lifting of the fog came an increase in
casualties as the Hun machinegunners saw their targets and as
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his astonished supports came out of dugouts to man his emergency
defences. All along the line the victorious battalions were sweeping
through woods and ravines, into and through wellbuilt villages,
orchards and gardens and over the unfenced fields where standing
grain had hidden bodies of friend and foe, killed in the spring fighting,
until they were stepped upon, hideously, by the feet of Canadians.
Capt. Maybin and No. 3 Company were striking southeasterly
from Hangard Wood East on the heels of the 13th Battalion. He
led his company across the main road at the junction of Croates
Trench, where there was stiff opposition being encountered and
where the weight of No. 3 Company aided greatly in putting the
garrison to rout. They then carried on in the same direction, to
Ring Copse, well forward and nearing the final objective of the
Brigade. The countryside between was flat, but was dotted with
gullies and tree clumps. Here the company ran into a sudden and
unexpected machinegun fire. It was from the valley and was
heavy. One of the first casualties was Lt. W. M. Smith, shot in
the hand. Each company had eight Lewis guns and Capt. Maybin
directed an intense Lewis gun fire on the enemy position. Mean
while he formed his company to attack from three sides, but once
more the Hun would have none of it and, as a wounded N.C.O.
explained, “he buzzed off at the high port.” One of the 16th
Battalion companies at about this time bumped into trouble and
appealed for aid. A series of stubborn machinegun posts was
holding them up. Capt. Maybin sent Lt. C. E. Read and his
platoon forward on the double toward the chatter of Maxims and
whanging of Mills. They did excellent work during the next few
minutes.
The tanks had a busy time and now were even busier, and the
infantry had their sternest opposition to contend with at the end,
as German reserves were come upon near Aubercourt. Many
machineguns were racketing.
It was a glorious morning for the entire Canadian Corps. It
was the first time they had experienced such wideopen fighting
and they were taking to it with high glee. No check lasted long,
despite the fact that the grass was leaping at their feet as they
rushed headlong for the yammer of machineguns. They were
giving the Hun a beating and taking full joy out of it. Fortytwo
months they had fought and suffered in Flemish trenches and waited
for this day. Now they were out of trenches, well out, and if they
could, would have stayed out. They preferred the risks of the
open field where the grain swayed and rippled under blasting
machinegun lead to the miseries of the trenches.
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On the right of the Brigade frontage, still heading east and
going well, No. 1 Company began to run into trouble at odd points.
Lt. G. A. Fergusson and his platoon walked into a hidden enemy
post and promptly reduced it. Then Lt. G. B. Chisholm, M.C.,
and his platoon ran up against a definite check. They had a
pitched battle with a German post, the garrison of which wanted
to fight. The young officer led his platoon in a concerted rush
without waste of a moment, bombed the post and captured 20
prisoners as well as killing several others. Just after this, Capt.
Robertson extended his company in line, to aid in keeping touch,
and in making a thorough search of the ground.
Gradually, but with good speed, position after position was
overcome and the 3rd Brigade was now closing up to the last few
hundred yards. Again and again throughout the rapid advance
the wisdom of having a support battalion in close touch with the
first line was made very plain. It helped to keep him going. Had
the Highlanders come forward, well back, serious delays might
have resulted. As it was, the determined points were quickly
rushed and overcome, the added weight of reinforcements always
being close at hand to force surrender if needed. There were many
gaps in the forward line, caused mainly by the impossibility of
keeping touch in the fog. At several other places men of the
Battalion were advancing with the first wave, in small squads,
having continued on after coming upon a temporary holdup.
Before the final objective was reached, the Battalion took over 300
yards of the frontline in addition to the section occupied by Lt.
Read and isolated groups.
The country was growing rougher, giving the Hun excellent
cover and good fields of fire, so that stiff resistance was being met
all along the line. Here Lt. Solon Albright, one of the finest and
most efficient young officers ever to serve with the Battalion, who
had carried on with cool daring throughout the morning, was
wounded so seriously that he died from his injuries. Sgt. McNeil
was wounded at the same time. The final line of the 3rd Brigade
was established on time, rockets went up and the contact patrols
picked up the groundflare signals and went milltailing to their air
dromes to report. Men of the 15th Battalion who were up with
the advancing line, now drew back to where the Battalion was
settling itself in Pantaloon Ravine, a deep valley offering natural
shelter. Their day was over. Consolidation went on apace up ahead
and all ranks now sat back to get their breath and review events.
It had been a great day—how great they had not yet fully
realized and it was well completed long before a Brass Hat’s break
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fast hour. It wasn’t 8 o’clock, yet the greatest continuous advance
in the history of the Corps was well on its way. It had been an
exciting and glorious morning and the men, straight from their
long rest, could have gone through anything. At times, after they
got away from shells and in spite of machinegun fire lashing at the
top of the bank where they perchance stopped to rest, it had been
almost anehilarious advance. Certainly there was elation every
where. Machinegun bullets cracked in their ears, now and then
ugly little situations cropped up, but the men closed in on the
slightest signal from their platoon commanders, and throughout,
proved the real worth of the manoeuvres in reserve. They were
thrilling to the signs of swift victory, in being already in the Hun’s
back country, amongst his billets and reserve positions. It was a
thrill that was swiftly spreading through all the Corps and it wasn’t
finished. They had seen battery positions, dead, grayclad gunners
scattered about their guns. Some of the guns had never been
uncovered and there were piles of unfired ammunition stacked and
ready for a show the Hun was reported to have meant to stage
within a week. The Canadian PanGermanic Battery, an organiza
tion trained to handle German artillery, had a festive morning
throwing German shells at German soldiers. Unnoted above them,
British airmen had carried on a relentless battle with blackcrossed
machines to hide the advancing Canadians. The Battalion saw
many of them in flames, and charred heaps of wreckage marking
the graves of airmen were dotted over all the area of their
advance.
The 3rd Brigade had pushed in 5,000 yards, taken a large
number of prisoners and trophies and their casualties, for the
immensity of the attack, were small. The 15th Battalion had 13
killed and 83 wounded, including 6 officers, 2 of whom remained
on duty. C.S.M. J. L. Watson, No. 3 Company; Sgts. J. L. Spring
and P. Aitken, No. 4 Company; Sgts. W. G. Powney, No. 1;
J. Reynolds, No. 2; M. S. Compton and T. F. MacKie of No. 3,
were among the many N.C.O.’s who were wounded.
Lt.Col. Bent now moved forward and established a permanent
H.Q. in a dugout off the road, 250 yards north of Aubercourt. The
O.C. visited all the companies in their new quarters and found that
he was leading a gleeful Battalion. Spirits were never higher.
Shortly the infantry of the 1st and 2nd Brigades came up to carry
on the advance and there were swift greetings. The fight rolled
eastward and though shells fell for awhile in Aubercourt, the men
examined with interest the billets so suddenly acquired and so
recently occupied by friend Hun.

The Cavalry
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They had much admired the swift efficiency of the mobile
batteries which fired until out of range, then hooked up and galloped
forward, according to tradition, until in touch again. The artillery
throughout received the salute of the infantry. Without register
ing, they had laid down a splendid barrage, though not the heaviest
they could have put on, for many light guns didn’t fire. These
hooked up, instead, and were moving forward a few moments after
Zero, working far forward, and many horses went down under
machinegun fire. There was a lot “for to admire and for to see”
that August morning, not the least of which had been the Whippet
tanks scuttling into action, much faster and much more mobile
than their original, clumsy, big brothers. But now came the
greatest of all. Someone shouted in stark disbelief of his own eyes:
“HERE COMES THE CAVALRY!”
In a moment the entire Battalion was on nearby high ground to
watch, as they came up in waves, riding proudly through the hills
and valleys, across the green, rolling panorama of the countryside.
It was a magnificent sight. They were everywhere, thousands of
them, spreading through the woods, topping the slopes and sliding
down the banks of gullies and ravines. Far forward, they rode
with all the dash and courage of old, gallant days. It thrilled the
veterans for this is what they had waited and prayed for through
weary months, almost since that momentous August, four years
ago. They had begun to believe that it would never come. But
it had. From now on the trooper would not have to dream of:
“riding into the Jerries, flank to flank as we thought we’d go.”
Hobbling down the road, a rifle for a crutch, went a 48th High
lander, veteran of St. Julien and other ageago battles. He stood
aside to watch them pass. Dusty, dishevelled and warweary, in a
rush of feeling he blurted to his fellow traveller to a dressing station:
“It’s the greatest damn thrill I’ve had in the whole damn war.”
The thrill of pain in his wounded leg when it scraped the road could
not quell the thrill in his heart. All the Corps were thrilling that
day. Cavalry patrols were over the Ridge on Vimy, but here
they came up in squadrons. The fighting qualities of the infantry
had at last given the cavalryman a chance to earn his salt. So the
15th Battalion dozed fitfully in Pantaloon Ravine that night with
an almost unbelievable possibility beginning to dawn in their minds,
one that they hardly dared think about—the Duration!
THE SECOND DAY
Before night it was known that the troops engaged had advanced
to a maximum depth of eight miles, captured thousands of prisoners,
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150 guns, and an immense quantity of booty—ammunition, stores
and trench supplies. The Canadian Corps took Hangard, Demuin,
Beaucourt, Aubercourt, Courcelles, Ignaucourt, Cayeux, Caix,
Marcelcave, Wiencourtl’Equippée and Guillaucourt. But even
with that the real greatness of August the 8th was not yet apparent.
The general orders were: “Get as far as you can.” They went so
far that the signiﬁcance of their success could not be fully appreci
ated. It had to sink in and be thought about until it was known
on the tongues of ﬁghting men as the Hun’s “Black Day.” For,
within a week, Sir Douglas Haig, inspired by this smashing advance,
began to ponder upon the possibility that the frontline ﬁghting
man hardly let himself think about. Skeptically, Marshal Foch
agreed with Sir Douglas that there existed a dim chance that the
war might end before another winter. It must not be allowed to
slip by. It was decided to assault the Hun on a vast scale in the
hope that it could be brought about. August 8th thus directly led
and inspired the invincible forward sweep of the Allies on the
western front which brought victory to them within 100 days.
The Battle of Amiens wasn’t over. It was necessary that the
attack be pressed to its utter limit, before the Hun could recover
and bring up heavy reserves, and so, in accordance with this, the
15th Battalion was ordered to move at 8.30 a.m. on the 9th. They
should have received the order much earlier—before dawn—but
the runner from the 2nd Brigade, to which they were attached for
the second phase of Amiens, failed to ﬁnd them. They were to
march to the vicinity of Cayeux. Before moving off, Capt. Edge
came up from Gentelles and took command of No. 1 Company and
Capt. Andrews took over No. 4 Company.
The 15th Battalion was to be in close support of the 5th
Battalion, and the 14th Battalion was to follow the 8th. So, with
100 yards interval between companies—the line was now so far
forward that a route march was possible—the Highlanders moved
out of Aubercourt and away from Pantaloon Ravine and proceeded
via Ignaucourt to Cayeux, following the Valley of the Luce. Guides
met them and led them to the 2nd Brigade H.Q. in an old German
dressing station, a mile west of Caix in the Luce Valley. The heat
was intense and waterbottles, ﬁlled before the start, were getting
lower at every halt. The sun was blistering and it looked like a
parched day of dust and heat ahead of them.
Capt. E. W. Haldenby, M.C., the Adjutant, was liaison officer
between the Battalion and the 2nd Brigade. He was mounted,
and spent an exciting day. Operation orders were awaiting arrival
of the Battalion and 2nd Brigade H.Q. was fuming over the delay.

Casualties at Caix
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The O.C. received his orders and at once called a conference of unit
commanders—Lt.Col. Bent. Capt. Edge, Capt. Winnifrith, Capt.
Maybin, Capt. Andrews and Lts. Leighton and Lester. The orders
were brief and little changed from the previous day. The boundaries
were given and, roughly, instructions were simply to follow the
advance, step into the ﬁght quickly when needed, and do all possible
to keep the assault rolling.
The Battalion moved on up the valley in search of the 5th
Battalion, to await the hour of attack. The location of the enemy
and of our forward line was vague, but the head of the column came
upon the H.Q. of the 5th Battalion in the valley, south of Caix,
and learned that the two attacking units were strung out along the
high ground ready to advance on receipt of instructions. They
could not move until the 14th and 15th were in place.
The valley through which the Battalion moved eastward was
wide but opened out into level country on the enemy end. The
position of the Hun was suddenly made plain. His machineguns
unexpectedly opened ﬁre and the entire Battalion had to press ﬂat
against the eastern bank of the road. In addition 5.9’s were shortly
roaring into the southern end and began to pound a nearby wood.
There were clumps of trees here and there across the entire front.
It was an uncomfortable position, but it was too dangerous and
too late now to try to seek cover out of the valley. The day’s
casualties started. The battery of 5.9’s which had been shelling
the wood suddenly turned its attention to the Highlanders and
began to drop shells amongst them. The O.C. rushed his men off
the road and ordered them to seek cover in the lee of the shallow
ditch at the eastern end of the valley. They crouched and waited.
The shelling grew intense with crunching, black heavies screaming
down in vicious monotony. It was ﬁerce and heavy and it seemed
impossible that the Battalion could get out with more than half its
strength. Things grew more uncomfortable with the passing
minutes. The Hun was suspicious of attack impending and
machineguns and artillery grew active along the entire front. The
Battalion could only crouch and suffer in the shallow ditch. There
was nothing else to do. Then, about noon, a breathless runner of
the 5th Battalion reached the Colonel with a message stating that
they were attacking at 1 p.m. So, with nearly an hour to wait
for Zero, the O.C. and the Company Commanders moved along
the line, taking grave risks to see that their men were in the best
cover available.
At 12.45 p.m. a second runner, coming on the double, brought a
message from the 8th Battalion. Germans were massing in the
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vicinity of the small wood, straight in front of them, and a counter
attack was expected momentarily. Reserves had been rushed up
during the night and it appeared that the day was not to go as
easily as August 8th. The surprise of Amiens was over. Lt.Col.
Bent sent Capt. Maybin to locate the 8th Battalion and to recon
noitre the situation. The machinegun fire was still stiff and grew
stiffer, but in spite of it, dispositions were made to withstand attack.
The companies were placed in the most advantageous positions of
defence in the valley and settled to wait it out. The 5.9’s increased
their fire and the next few moments were anxious but the O.C.’s
handling of the precarious position and his own disregard for danger
were an inspiration.
Then came the relief of movement and action. It was 1 p.m.
and the Zero of the second day had arrived. A message reached the
Battalion, just as the front broke into wild action and the sustained,
stammering roar of machinegun fire. The 5th and 8th Battalions
had started their attack. At 1.10 p.m. the 15th Battalion started
out of the valley in artillery formation to follow on. The companies
fanned out beautifully, eager and fit. Just before leaving the valley
Lt. J. W. Leighton, the Intelligence Officer, was wounded in the arm.
He refused to go out and started forward in the open and was hit
again, this time in the leg. Eager as he was, he was out of it.
Then the 5.9 storm increased and Lts. G. A. Fergusson and
D. D. Thompson and several men were wounded within a moment
of each other. The wait in the valley between Zero and the time
of moving off was disastrous. The officers, out of the show before
it was really going, had done splendid work the previous day and
their loss was keenly felt. Then came the climax to that position
in the valley which had proven a minor death trap. The com
panies had gone on and Battalion H.Q. were preparing to climb
the bank and follow the advancing lines in the rear of No. 4
Company when Lt.Col. Bent was severely wounded. Shrapnel
struck him in the neck. He was suffering and the wound was
serious but he did not lose command of the situation for a moment.
His last order before allowing himself to be taken to the dressing
station was that Capt. W. Maybin, M.M., was to take command
and carry on.
It was a critical moment. The 5th and 8th Battalions were held
up badly at the very outset of their advance. There was little
artillery support as the guns had failed to get up, and it was cold
work walking into that hail of machinegun fire which had driven
them to ground. Cavalry, attempting to go through on the right,
were driven at this time into the valley for protection from the
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machinegun fire. The loss of the Highlanders’ O.C. at this moment
of indecision was a serious one. Lt.Col. Bent’s fighting qualities,
his proverbial coolness under fire and his great popularity with all
ranks had inspired confidence and respect in the Battalion for three
years. His guiding hand and figure at their head had come to be
an accepted thing, especially in action. News of his wound ran
through the Battalion causing regret and resentment.
Capt. Maybin turned over his company to Lt. Read and took
hold. He established his H.Q. at the old German hospital in the
valley, and went forward again with two runners to view personally
the scene of the holdup of the attack in front and to lay plans for
his Battalion to aid. He found that intense machinegunning had
stopped the advance of both 2nd Brigade units. It was lashing from
the fringe of the wood they faced, in a hail that would have been
disastrous to a frontal attack. Small posts in front of Beaufort
Wood were adding the rattle of their machineguns to the defence
and things for the moment were black. All cavalry patrols had been
forced to ground. The leading companies of the 15th had already
worked forward, close to the 5th Battalion, to be ready for any
move decided upon. The 5th were suffering severe casualties.
The rear companies of the 15th now got ready to turn the
position from the flank. The Brigade on the right had started
their advance from a point well behind the 2nd Brigade. They
had not yet come up and the result was, the 15th Battalion, spread
out and hugging what cover they could, were beginning to suffer
from a deadly enfilade fire across their area from this flank. Lt.
J. A. Lester was wounded. It was seen by Capt. Maybin that it
was impossible for the supporting companies to outflank the
machineguns from the right. The situation grew momentarily
worse and the danger of a thrust by the Hun from that flank grew
so menacing that Capt. Maybin ordered Capt. Andrews to throw
back a platoon and face them to the south as a protective flank.
A railway track running across the front was offering some protec
tion for the line facing east. There was still no artillery support
and the Maxims of the Hun were holding things up very definitely.
The country was flat and ideal for machinegun defence. Along
the entire 2nd Brigade line the question was being asked: “Where
are the tanks?”
Capt. Maybin had handled the situation splendidly from the
outset. He now went back, sent out runners and scouts and
located five whippets, delayed, they reported, in the early stages
through difficulties in crossing old trench systems. He personally
saw to it that they knew where to go and what to do and would not
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accept protests that they had other orders. In an instant the
atmosphere of the day changed. The Whippets came waddling up,
scurried across the open to the edge of the wood and in a moment
were crushing the worst of the sting out of these bristling machine
gun nests.
At the same time the line raised a cheer—the 1st Brigade were
coming on the right, advancing rapidly towards the Village and
Wood of Beaufort. Tanks were with them. The posts in front of
Beaufort Wood were forced to swing their gun muzzles away from
the 15th Battalion lines and turn to this new menace. Soon they
were silenced. The entire line was up and going. The 15th halted
for a little as the 5th spread out and took up their whole frontage,
and then swept on. Now, for miles across the green countryside,
crackling and smoking with battle, drythroated, sweating men in
khaki and the blue lines of the French, far down on the right, were
moving steadily forward into the Boche. It was another great day.
With the first defence, which the Hun had established during
the night, overcome, things went well—the same exciting, open
fighting of the later stages of the day before—sharp clashes and then
prisoners wending their way rearwards as the advance went swiftly
on. The worst feature now was the heat, the choking dust and
growing thirst. The Boche was fighting a clever rearguard action
as he went back over the fields and ravines, past smoking farm
buildings and through orchards and copses. His light field guns
were fired until threatened with capture and then, under protection
of machineguns, were hooked up, dragged back and rushed into
action again. The 5th Battalion kept pressing and the Highlanders
moved along behind, moppingup, for the moment with little to do.
Then Warvillers hove into sight and a steady fire sprayed into the
face of the advancing line. Patrols went forward, the line was up
and sweeping on, and in a swift rush entered the village, and after
isolated struggles and sharp fighting, passed through.
When emerging from the village, the attacking 5th Battalion ran
into the same situation as prevailed at the jumpoff. The country
was absolutely flat, growing grain was in the fields, and a series of
old defences was met. There were two long communication
trenches running between Warvillers and Marmites Avenue. The
Hun was making full use of them and with a clear field of fire and
perfect cover for his gun crews, for a time had the line stopped.
Attempts were made to advance through the green fields beyond
the village and out of a wood, but a withering machinegun fire
sent them to ground. Tanks were again urgently needed. They
were not to be seen and flare signals were sent up to attract their
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attention. Then again the situation changed as around both sides
of Warvillers Wood trundled the whippets, their sides spitting fire.
The 5th Battalion patrols were soon making good progress,
bombing their way up the two old, grassgrown communication
trenches.
Just before the appearance of the whippets, Capt. Edge and
No. 1 Company, with a platoon from No. 2, attempted to advance
in a gap in the line through a wheat field beyond Warvillers. The
men were lined at the edge and started forward. They met a hail
of fire and wheat stalks rustled and bowed to the flail of it. They
were forced to cover after suffering a considerable share of the
Battalion’s casualties for the day. Lt. A. G. Donald stopped a
bullet in the leg but carried on until the next advance, although
suffering great pain. Capt. Edge was slightly wounded and Cpl.
J. Anderson was killed.
The Hun, holding things up in front of Warvillers, refused as
usual to face the tanks and the check was over. But the defences
were stiffening and the going rough. A battery of light guns began
barking close ahead over open sights and the shells started to knock
gaps in the lines of Highlanders advancing through fields south and
east of Warvillers. One shell wounded Lt. D. Miller of No. 2
Company, killed Pte. “Bob” Scott, one of the best of the Battalion’s
footballers, and two other men. Lt. Miller continued with his
company for some time after being hit. Just after the Hun had
broken in front of Warvillers and the advance started, the cavalry
were seen going through on the right. They succeeded in penetrating
Rouvroy and pushed out patrols towards Fouquescourt. Every
waterbottle was now empty and the men would have drunk gladly
from a ratinfested Passchendaele shellhole. Their faces were
grimed with dust and sweat.
With the nearing of the final objective, and the thickening of
trouble along the advancing line, doubt began to exist as to the
disposition of the forward battalions. The advance had petered
out up ahead and there were gaps. Hun machinegunners still
held out. The whippets came up and had trouble locating them in
the high grain but did succeed in silencing several which had been
thrown forward from the enemy positions on the final line. The
5th Battalion had by now lost touch with the 2nd Battalion of the
1st Brigade on their right and the 8th Battalion were in what was
feared to be an untenable position.
The 15th Battalion was under cover, within sight of Rouvroy,
and Capt. Maybin decided to make a reconnaissance. With Capts.
Winnifrith and G. B. Chisholm he headed for the town, silent now
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and with few signs of our forward troops. The party entered
Rouvroy but was suddenly confronted by a number of Huns with
the inevitable machinegun. So unexpected was the encounter
that both Huns and Highlanders stopped for an instant dumb
founded. Then Capt. Winnifrith, one of the swiftest men in action
ever in the Battalion, made his famous “Charge on Rouvroy.”
Before his brother officers had recovered their senses, Capt. Winni
frith bellowed what was later described as a bloodcurdling war
whoop and charged the Huns with his revolver crackling. A
wild Highland officer was charging—and the astounded Boche—
there were a dozen or more of them—fled in undignified haste.
Capt. Winnifrith’s action was, perhaps, the only one which could
have saved the party. It remained to be laughed about in later
days
The O.C. on his return sent No. 2 Company, under Lt. W. W.
Fergusson, as Capt. Winnifrith was now acting as secondin
command, to plug the dangerous gap he had discovered between
the 5th Battalion and the 1st Brigade, in the town. Lt. Fergusson
rushed his men up without severe loss and got in touch with both
his flanks within the next two hours. The greater part of this
company was situated in the village. Evening wore on and doubt
still existed but it was now not so serious.
Second Brigade H.Q. were advised by Capt. Maybin of the
situation, after his reconnaissance:
"At 8 p.m. the 5th Battalion was still vague about its disposi
tion, according to Mr. Lloyd. I had a delayed message from
Capt. Bisset that they were held up by machinegun fire and
asking for tanks. All evening there has been heavy machine
gun fire from L.3.c.80.50."

A little later a second message, in reply to a query, went back
from the O.C., 15th Battalion, stating that:
"—5th Battalion advancing towards their correct objective.
The 5th not in touch with either the 2nd or 8th Battalions. I
saw the 2nd in the village of Rouvroy and was informed that
the position is correctly consolidated to the left of the road."

It was not until some time later that the flares went up from the
forward line telling that the objectives had been taken. The
8th Battalion as well as the 5th had suffered severely throughout
the advance, as had the 14th Battalion, following the 8th. There
had been much trouble on their left flank. As the men dugin the
intention of the enemy to counter attack seemed apparent, especially
on the left of the Brigade. Capt. Maybin established his hot,
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tired and thirsty Battalion about 1,200 yards forward from
Warvillers and stood ready to give any aid that the 5th Battalion
might need. Gradually consolidation was being effected and the
gaps in the line closed and manned. The 2nd Battalion, securely
settled in their new frontline just before daybreak of the 10th,
took over the section of front held by Lt. Fergusson, and the fighting
for the 15th Battalion was over.
The O.C. had established his Battalion H.Q. in the château in
Warvillers, shortly afterwards confiscated as a Brigade H.Q., and here
also was the Regimental Aid Post. Wounded men dribbling back from
up forward naturally headed for the village and several battalions’
casualties were looked after by Capt. C. S. McDougall and his
staff. Lt. H. H. Donald, Acting Adjutant, asked for stretchers
and carriers, which were supplied through 2nd Brigade H.Q., and
before morning the wounded were all out. Prisoners, working in
parties, were again impressed as carriers. Water too, was obtained
for the choking Highlanders before dawn.
Morning found the Battalion fagged, but their “tails were still
up” and they could have gone on for another day’s open fighting
had they been asked. The 2nd Brigade was enthusiastic in its
thanks for the prompt willingness of the Highlanders to throw
themselves into the danger points and the Battalion rested at the
end of the twoday fight, satisfied that they had acquitted
themselves well. To them the second day of Amiens is remem
bered for its hot sun, empty waterbottles, dust, din and dry
throats.
Outstanding evidence of devotion to duty and the Regiment
was again seen in the number of officers, N.C.O.’s and men who
were wounded but still carried on. Pain and exhaustion and the
severity of their wounds forced some of them out, after going on
until they could be of no more use, and many did not go out at all.
Fifteen members of the Battalion were wounded on the 8th alone
and refused to seek release from war via a dressing station. That
tells of high morale and love of corps. The individual bravery of
the Highlanders had always been high and no man knows the valour
that passed unseen in the dark of beforedawn attacks and in
isolated places at other times. Here, at Amiens, individual courage
meant much in stilling the song of the defending machineguns and
what’s more, it was seen. Ptes. J. A. Gordon and C. I. Monteith,
two staunch soldiers, were granted bars to their Military Medals
and the following later put up the red, white and blue ribbon that
marked their gallantry during these two momentous August days:
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A/C.S.M.
Cpl.
Cpl.
L/C.
L/C.
Sgt.
Cpl.
Pte.
Pte.
Sgt.
Pte.
Pte.
Pte.

Richards, R.
Morris, H
Marshall, W. L.
Murdoch, A. M.
Flagg, W. G.
Reid, A. M.
Baird, J. A.
Bourdon, A. J.
Harrison. J. F.
Galloway, W. K.
Black, W. H.
Brocks, W. J.
Craigs, W. R.

Pte.
L/Sgt.
Cpl.
L/C.
Pte.
Pte.
L/S.
Cpl.
Pte.
Pte.
L/Sgt.
Pte.
Pte.

Selby, T. J.
Alward, W. A.
Hawkes, H.
McConnach, J. D.
Skarratt, G. A.
Oldfield, W.
Scoville, J.
Binnie, R. W. H.
Ganton, M. W.
Mitchell, J.
Paddon, A. V.
Jones, F.
Hunt, J. G.

Regarding them the diarist wrote a week or so after the battle:
“The deeds performed were outstanding and the utter
disregard of danger shown by them was largely instrumental in
determining the success of this Battalion throughout these
operations.
“Their fearlessness and coolness under heavy shell and
machinegun fire was an inspiration to all and in many instances
saved what looked at the time to be critical situations, in addi
tion paving the way for the complete success of the Battalion’s
allotted part in this epochmaking advance.”

The Battalion remained in their new line throughout the day,
the rear details moving forward and locating themselves in
Beaufort Orchard, where a hot time was had by all, owing to aerial
bombers. Before dusk of the 10th, the Battalion had a new com
mander. Major R. O. BellIrving of the 16th Battalion, who had
commanded the unit for a few days the previous winter, took over
temporarily. Capt. Maybin took over the duties of secondin
command. The casualties for the second day’s fighting had been
much the same as on the 8th. Seven officers, including the O.C.,
had been wounded, 13 other ranks were killed, 5 were missing and
71 wounded. No. 1 Company lost 2 valuable noncoms. by wounds,
Sgt. W. A. Alward and Sgt. J. Edmondson, and all the com
panies had suffered in the loss of officers and noncoms. Once
more the toll of those who led was heavy. The casualties for the
two days’ fighting, as computed officially later, were: 1 officer killed
and 13 wounded; 38 other ranks killed, 137 wounded and 1 gassed.
On August 11th the Battalion was ordered to make a recon
naissance of the forward area preparatory to relief. Major Bell
Irving and officers of each company accordingly went forward and
looked over the line of the 5th Battalion. That day Capt. R. D.
Mackenzie came back from leave and took over the dressing station
from Capt. C. S. MacDougall who had done excellent work while
with the Battalion. C.S.M. Joseph Mutimer, D.C.M., was made
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R.Q.M.S. at this time, vice whiteheaded R.Q.M.S. John Stevens,
who was transferred to the Labour Pool.
The Battalion still rested easy in their new position throughout
the 19th, with various minor operations keeping things lively along
the front. Towards evening warning orders for an attack were
received by the Brigade and then on the 13th new plans were
broached, but all were cancelled. Warning orders late that day
were also received for a proposed attack north of Chaulnes, but
this was also cancelled by midnight. Still further assault plans
for an attack on the Divisional front, similar to the operations of
August 8th and 9th, were received on the 14th, but, like the rest,
were thrown in the end into the discard.
The Hun was now firmly ensconced and consolidated in the
historic jungle of tangled wire, blasted woods, razed buildings and
wilderness of 1916 trenches. Putting him out of it could only be
done at high cost. Had the attack gone on they would have
advanced into the expensive bitter type of trench fighting at their
own asking. The Hun went to ground and they let him. There
were local attacks, squeezing operations to straighten and strengthen
the line, but the battle was over.
The Canadian Corps in the Battle of Amiens captured 67 square
miles of territory, penetrated 14 miles, captured 27 villages, 9,131
prisoners, 190 guns, 1,000 machineguns and mortars, and engaged
and defeated more than 11 German Divisions. It was a victory
decisive and indisputable, and the tale of it went joyously over the
world. It relieved the anxiety caused by the black news of the
spring and brought fresh hope and a renewed confidence and a
strengthened resolve as it travelled. Along the line of the
exhausted and slowly recovering British Army ran the generous
and well deserved encouragement from Tommy: “Go it, Canada,”
and “Go it, Aussie,” for the Australian troops had done sterling
work on the left flank.
Battalion H.Q. narrowly escaped annihilation about 4 a.m. on
the 15th, when the Hun put a 4.1 through the mess, demolished the
room and perforated the whole building with flying pieces of
shrapnel. There was a moment of stunned waiting and then Major
BellIrving, Capt. Maybin, Lt. H. H. Donald and a number of
batmen, runners and signallers who were sleeping in the building
began to feel themselves. By some miracle no one was hit, but
sleep in H.Q., except for the very hardy, was over for the night.
During the day the Highlanders moved away from their quiet
position, east of Warvillers. Casualties had been very few. They
were first instructed to relieve the R.C.R.’s in support at Parvillers
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but this was changed and they relieved the P.P.C.L.I. in this area
instead. They spent the night and the next six days astride the
ParvillersLe Quesnoy Road with their Battalion H.Q. in a dugout,
300 yards southeast of the road.
The Battalion transport during this period was putting in a bad
time in Beaufort Orchard, which was shelled steadily. Brigade
H.Q. on the night of the 15th got them out of it by moving them
back to Hospital Valley. They had much further to travel with
rations but there was at least peace until the moon came up, when
they were again bombed mercilessly. The tour was uneventful,
except for constant shelling of Parvillers, which killed 6 men
and wounded 15, and a gas deluge which sent 8 men out of the line
coughing and nauseated.
It was apparent now to all ranks that the Battle of Amiens
was history. The front was quieting down. It was with interest
that a relief by the French was awaited. Advance parties of the
112th Regiment came forward and looked over the position on the
20th and on the night of the 21st the relief was carried out. They
took over the Battalion’s position with but two companies, not
more than a total strength of 200 men. The gallant Poilu seemed
quite satisfied with his thinly held line, however, and the High
landers bid him bon soir.
It was Warvillers again, and the first bath for some time was
obtained in Beaufort. In the evening, with the move of the
Canadians out of the district causing some natural confusion, the
order was for a move to Caix, but in the end they arrived at Hangard
Wood, where they had jumped off on that memorable dawn two
weeks before. It was a tiresome march and the night bombers
harassed them incessantly. Men were already billeted in Caix;
baggage had been taken there and had to be brought back, but the
Wood was reached after a night’s travel along small, crosscountry
paths to escape the nightflying planes. It was bright moonlight
and one pilot put the windup the transport very thoroughly. He
circled them several times but finally dropped his load on each side
of the road. The Battalion had breakfast in the cool of the dawn,
then all turned in beneath the sky for a wellearned day of rest.
That evening a move was made back to billets in Boves—clean now,
for Chinese coolies had scrubbed them.
Sunday, August 24th, found them standing bareheaded in a quiet
field east of Boves, giving soldierly thanks to God for the greatest
victory of the Allies on the western front since the war began, and
closing their share in the Battle of Amiens with silent blessing of
their dead.

Ch XXII. DrocourtQuéant Line

CHAPTER XXII.

THE CROW’S NEST
and
CRACKING THE DROCOURTQUEANT LINE
Oh, leaping wind, fly eastward,
Gaspé to Cambrai Road,
And with thy tang of saltbrine
Take him our comfort code—
The song of pines snowladen,
The laughter of the loon,
The scent of prairies golden,
The whistles at high noon.
We would not have him lonely
So whisper in his ear,
And tell him when the maples
Are turning with the year.
Oh, leaping wind, ﬂy eastward,
Tell him we sheathed the sword,
Who fought and won together
From Arras to the Nord.

get so chesty,
“D ON’T
a veteran sergeant

me buckoes, there’s more comin’,” spake
from the wisdom of three years’ war.
He spoke truly. There was more to come and his platoon,
most of whom were new, were pluming themselves as if Amiens
meant the end of hostilities at last. None of the veterans
believed for a. moment, however, despite the severe beating they had
just given the Hun, that he was broken beyond repair. They had
suffered the stench, the ﬂies and the lice of summer and the wet
misery of winter trenches because of him for too many seasons.
They had dug and mucked and fought with him over his wire for
too many weary months. He had taken a lot of beating and they
knew he could take a lot more. But they had also seen him fail to
press an advantage more than once and had laughed at him—at
St. Julien and again at Mont Sorrel for instance; and no man in the
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ranks wanted History (though they never consciously thought of
that) or the Hun to point a ﬁnger at THEM for being fools. There
was an air of suspense, of momentous possibilities, everywhere on the
western front, for things were happening. There were few com
plaints and small surprise, therefore, when orders followed closely
upon the heels of rumour, and the 15th Battalion started to pack
up to move. They sensed it was to further action. The wary
veterans smelled it afar and knew there was to be little grace to
preen themselves on their victory. They had jarred him, now to
jar him again and keep him going.
Between August 8th and this stay in Boves, drafts totalling 204
other ranks were taken on the strength and with them came Lt.
R. E. Haldenby, brother of the Adjutant. He was posted to No. 1
Company. C.S.M. A. Muir of No. 4 Company took C.S.M.
Watson’s place in No. 3 Company and C.S.M. H. O. Mathews, who
had recovered from a wound, was back. Also to rejoin on the 13th
and 14th of the month were Lts. G. T. Chisholm, No. 4; B. J. Tait,
No. 3, and M. C. Brockenshire, No. 2 Company. Major Bell
Irving had to relinquish his temporary command of the Highlanders
when he became ill on the 22nd and Capt. W. Maybin, M.M.,
again took command until the arrival from England of Major J. P.
Girvan, M.C., on the 26th.
It was a hard march, for many men were suffering from dysentery
and it was not until they had been four hours on the road that
they climbed aboard their matchbox cars. There was a Y.M.C.A.
in the Saleux Railway yard—the only means of recreation or of
satisfying empty stomachs during the wait—which was the cause of
about 100 men of the Battalion being left behind. The French
engineer was working on orders of his own (not the same as the
Battalion’s) and he started rolling ten minutes before expected.
Lt. G. M. Malone, however, stayed behind to bring the laggards
along on the next train. They bumped and jolted and stopped
and went on again throughout the entire night, after the manner
of French trains, especially those heading for Blighty, but dawn
found them at Aubigny—back in the Arras area once more.
While waiting in the station yard the rumour of action was
conﬁrmed. The 2nd and 3rd Divisions had jumpedoff at dawn
on the 26th in front of Arras, and had already captured Monchy
lePreux and were now holding a line well in front of that war
ravished hamlet. Before midnight Guémappe was captured; so
was Wancourt Tower and Heninel Ridge and the 51st (Highland)
Division, north of the Scarpe, was well beyond Gavrelle by dark.
Major Girvan now arrived and took over command, and with good
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news following good news, the 15th Battalion left Aubigny at noon,
embussed nearby and rumbled toward Arras, marching from
Baudimont to the Moat, west of the Citadel, where they settled
for the night. It is remembered that the Battalion had a visit
here from Sir Robert Falconer of the University of Toronto, who
greeted the University men, and that a certain officer mistook the
educationist for a newspaper man and was thereupon highly
embarrassed.
The Arras German had been as startled and displeased as his
brothers at Amiens when the Canadians suddenly walked into him
at dawn of August 26th. He had thought them still in the south.
The Boche was worried, for, in addition, the Second Battle of the
Somme (1918) had opened and the British left was swiftly striking
down behind the old Somme defences on a 30mile front north of
Lihons. Sir Douglas Haig was justifying his refusal to start
battling his way into the maze of defences in front of Amiens, for
shortly the line advanced from where the Canadians had left it,
without the cost of a frontal attack. It was done through the Battle
of Albert, August 21st23rd, which, although staged by the 3rd
Army, had its origination within the Canadian Corps, from a
suggestion by Brig.Gen. D. M. Ormond, 9th Brigade. It was his
idea to take Monchy and Wancourt and lead his Brigade hellfor
leather down the road to Bapaume. The same idea was carried
out except that it was on a larger scale. The attack went down
behind the German front from near Arras almost to Albert, and
successfully drove the Hun back to the Hindenburg Line.
Sir Arthur Currie, in his operation orders for the Second Battle
of Arras, intimated that there was to be bitter ﬁghting and that the
Canadians would encounter defences stronger than they had yet
met. This was not Amiens. The Canadian Corps, on the right of
the First Army, was attacking eastward astride the ArrasCambrai
Road, to force the DrocourtQuéant Switch, south of the Scarpe,
a tremendously strong series of defences, and so to break the hinge
of the Hindenburg System, The smashing of this outlying spur
of the Hindenburg Line would prevent the possibility of the enemy
rallying under its cover. The Hun’s four main series of defences,
in front of and near Arras, which the Canadians were to attack in
order, became more difﬁcult and promised increasing resistance as
the enemy territory was pierced. But they had started on the job
assigned with the thrill of victory in them, and swift, bold and
relentless were the blows they struck. The old German frontline
system in front of Monchy was already broken; the Fresnes
Rouvroy Line behind it was soon to fall and then came the
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formidable, almost impregnable DrocourtQuéant Line, and lastly,
the Canal du Nord, most grim and difficult obstacle of all. When
they passed the Canal du Nord the Canadians would be, in places,
on ground that only the heel of German soldiery had trod since ’14.
Sir Arthur Currie in his comment said:
“These (the four defence systems) with their subsidiary
switches and strongpoints, as well as the less organized but
by no means weak intermediate lines of trenches, made the
series of positions to be attacked without doubt one of the
strongest, defensively, on the western front.”

The Canadian Corps Commander had but four days to lay his
plans after the general plan of attack was revealed. Yet this
bristling system of defences was enough to make any Corps
Commander hesitate long and plan well. The Canadian Corps,
however, ﬂushed with success, was neither exhausted nor seriously
under strength and so the second blow had been launched without
the aid of a long initial bombardment, but with a determination
that took no denial. To take their share in this series of ambitious
assaults, the Highlanders began to move forward. The 27th of
August, a blowsy, blustering day, found them in the old trenches on
Telegraph Hill. No. 4 Company, which had gone ahead from
Boves as an advance party, had rejoined the day before. The
Battalion’s position was the same as in the previous stay here.
It rained on the 28th, which saw them west of Wancourt, still
further forward, and moving blindly through a jetblack night on
one of the most difficult reliefs they ever made. It was a wild night,
the rain driving on a wind and the shell echoes shattering. They
were to ﬁnd and relieve the frontline beyond Cherisy. Where
was it? No one knew. No accurate information could be obtained
anywhere, so the relief became a dogged plod through the mud that
must continue until they found someone holding a line. It was a
touchy affair and officers and N.C.O.’s with a ﬁne nightsense of
direction and distance had to call upon all their powers. The attack
of that day was badly in the air and the companies were simply
instructed to go forward, ﬁnd the frontline and relieve it. Capt.
Winnifrith found the frontline first and started at once relieving all
men in his area, regardless of units. The 22nd Battalion were come
upon, badly shot up and disorganized and in a frothing rage. The 2nd
Division had been ﬁghting all day, bitter ﬁghting, with small success
for pay. There was much confusion and battalion commanders
could give little help or information. The 15th Battalion, however,
had been given a deﬁnite front to hold and all men between the
boundaries were relieved and ﬁled out as gloomy as the night itself.
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Battalion H.Q. for the tour was in the Sun Quarry in Cherisy.
Dawn, gray and miserable, gave but little respite for the muddy
Highlanders, cold and shivering, in kilts three times their normal
weight. Light disclosed that the Battalion was situated in a line
that wandered aimlessly hither and yon, shellhole to shellhole,
with little protection. The position consisted only of craters, new
and old, and isolated pieces of trenches, hastily dug and shallow.
The ground was chalky and diggingin was next to impossible.
But in spite of this and the harassing ﬁre of the massed German
artillery, which did not stop throughout their stay in the position,
the men took what comfort and cover they could and held on with
ﬁne spirit. From the 29th on, the front stayed active. Minor
operations were carried out to the north and our heavy artillery
played incessantly on the belt upon belt of unbroken wire protecting
the DrocourtQuéant Switch. That vast sea of rusted malignancy
loomed ﬁercely in all minds as the day neared to go through or over
those barbs. The ﬁrst two days in the line cost 11 killed and 28
wounded, Lts. Snow and Denton being among the casualties.
Lt. A. M. Slater followed them to the dressing station and thence
to hospital the next day.
The 30th had an exciting opening and the Battalion expected to
have to lie low and take a severe battering. The 1st Canadian
Brigade came up during the night and squatted amongst the
Highlanders until daylight, when the 15th wished them Good Luck
or the Soldiers’ Farewell as they climbed forth into the open as the
barrage crashed down. They went over to the attack of Upton
Wood, directly left from our line. It was taken, lost again in a
counter at noon, and later in the day stubbornly attacked once
more. This time the Hun was forced out and it was held. With
it fell, due to the ﬁne work of the infantry and the ingenious
barrages of the artillery, the VisenArtois Switch. The High
landers caught their battering but escaped with 3 men killed and
23 wounded.
It was on the 30th that the personnel of Battalion H.Q. again
escaped annihilation by a miracle. It was evening. The usual
bickering of the guns was going on all down the front. In Battalion
H.Q. dugout in the Sun Quarry were the O.C., Major Girvan,
Capt. W. Maybin, Lt. G. M. Malone and Cpl. “Pinky” Ellins of
the Signallers. Two runners were sitting on the stairs. There was
a visitor also in the person of W. A. McKenzie, a newspaperman.
Rations were up, the night’s work complete, and talk ran in
desultory snatches. On the table in front of the signal corporal
was a wicker cage containing homing pigeons. Then into this
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peaceful and homelike atmosphere came near disaster. A whizz
bang screamed directly down the sap steps—the door faced
Germany—passed between the heads of the two dozing runners,
and exploded under the signaller’s table and the pigeons. The
candles went out. Aching silence. The acrid fumes of explosive.
The patter of smashed boards and earth. Then the “ruccatatoo,
ruccatatoo” of the astonished pigeons in the Stygian blackness of
the dugout. Then the stillness was further broken by the awed
quaver of the visiting newspaperman, as a match was struck:
“By God, it’s a wonder any of us came through,” which was inane,
as it was so utterly true. Cpl. Ellins was under the debris of the
table and was badly shocked but unwounded, and how the runners
escaped death will never be understood. Fortune smiled on that
dugout.
On the 31st the FresnesRouvroy Line was practically all in
British hands, for the remainder of the section south of the Arms
Cambrai Road, including Ocean Work, was captured in a single
operation. Pushing still further towards an advantageous position
for the great assault, the 4th (Br.) Division drove doggedly over
the Sensée River, capturing the villages of Haucourt, Remy and
Eterpigny.
So momentous August ended and a wonderful September of
battle and triumph, grim ﬁghting and high valour began for the
15th Battalion. It was to be the busiest month, crammed with
ﬁghting, in their history. On the last day of August, Lt.Col. Peck
of the 16th, and the O.C. of the 15th, were in conference at Brigade
H.Q. at 2 p.m. Major Girvan came back to the Battalion with
orders that his Battalion would relieve units of the 1st Brigade in
the line that night and would capture and consolidate the Crow’s
Nest and Château Wood at dawn.
THE CROW’S NEST
The assault which the Highlanders were to make in the morning
will always be a landmark in the memory of those who were there,
if for no other reason than that the capture of this beetling bump
on the landscape was strictly their own. The Crow’s Nest is
mentioned but in passing, in the history of that summer, but it
always seemed of particular import to the Battalion because it
was their private show. Directly in front of the present position
of the 1st Infantry Brigade was a high hill, squatting, content in
its security, on the outworks of the formidable DrocourtQuéant
Line. It was a landmark for miles and the dominating position of
the sector. Major Girvan was told by the Brigadier to “visualize
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the rock of Gibraltar” when the attack was talked over. Pending
a major smash at the main defence system the Crow’s Nest had
to be subdued and captured. The task was up to the Battalion.
The 14th were to give their gallant aid on the left ﬂank, on a one
company frontage, but the 15th Battalion was facing the towering
strongpoint itself. As Major Girvan came up the road from the
conference one more instance of the tie between the 16th and the
15th Battalions was evidenced when Lt.Col. C. W. Peck shouted
after him: “If you need the 16th, John, you can have the whole
damned Battalion.” Perhaps it wasn’t regimental, but it was
comforting and friendly, and with that encouraging assurance of
staunch support behind him, Major Girvan laid his plans. He
schemed it in the Sun Quarry dugout, which was later Corps
Collecting Station of the C.A.M.C. and also a Divisional Head
quarters.
Before the assault 25 men from each company were sent back to
the transport, each company commander being requested to send men
who could form the nucleus of a new company, should “wiped out,”
by harsh chance, be the bitter answer at the day’s end. During
the early evening of August 31st the Battalion was situated as
follows: No. 2 Company (Capt. Samuel) occupied 600 yards of
Ulster Trench immediately north of the CherisyHendecourt Road;
No. 4 Company (Capt. G. S. Winnifrith) occupied 500 yards of
this trench to the right of the road. Both were in close support
to the 1st Brigade in the frontline. No. 3 Company (Lt. T. M.
Cowan) was in Battalion support and No. 1 Company (Capt. Edge)
was in reserve. The frontline at the moment was badly
disorganized following the stiff ﬁghting of the 30th and difficulties
were expected with the relief.
The 15th Battalion’s Zero was 4.50 a.m., which meant that
time was precious and could not be wasted. Lt.Col. Sparling,
1st Battalion, in charge of the frontline, was located and arrange
ments were made for guides and the details of taking over. But
the guides failed at the rendezvous, or proved to have no more
information as to where or how the sketchy, disconnected frontline
was situated than the Highlanders had and once more it was up
to the companies to carry through a blind relief. They did it, but
it was another wearisome night, taxing all the frontline craft of
the company and platoon commanders. Experience was valuable
these days. Capt. W. Maybin and Lt. G. M. Malone went on
ahead, located the 1st Brigade and were able to expedite the
awkward relief to a large extent. The companies of the 15th
Battalion did not leave their support positions until 1 a.m. and
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then, at ﬁve minute intervals, they began weaving through the
inky night toward their jumpoff position They took the
Hendecourt Road as guide and eventually found Unicorn Ave.,
which crossed the road. It was held by men of the 1st Brigade
and from this point the relief went forward. The whole relief was
hampered by shellﬁre, by the darkness of the night and the
uncertainty of the positions to be relieved, but it was completed
by 3.30 a.m. A cold rain fell at intervals which made the going
bad when off the road. The distance to the frontline was not
excessively great, but the scattered and confused positions of the
1st Brigade made organization for the attack extremely difficult.
Major Girvan’s instructions were for attack on a twocompany
frontage and No. 2 Company (139 men) and No. 4 Company
(135 men) were, therefore, placed in the frontline, the ﬁrst in
Cemetery Ave., a trench which was depressing enough without the
addition of the morbid label. No. 4 Company’s left ﬂank rested
on the Hendecourt Road. Three hundred yards behind them the
other two companies, No. 1 (138 strong) and No. 3 (126 all ranks),
settled down in the tense darkness to await the dawn. About
an hour before Zero, an Alsatian, serving, so he said, against his
will with the German regiment opposite, walked into our frontline
and gave himself up. He was questioned by Major Girvan:
“Were the Germans expecting an attack?”—“No,”—Which was a
relief to the O.C., commanding his Battalion in assault for the
first time. There was no communication between the companies
and Battalion H.Q. during the night except by runner. Lt.
F. M. Murphy, the acting Adjutant, now sent out the C.O.’s orders
giving the Zero hour.
1. The attack will be made under a rolling barrage with
100yard lifts every four minutes.
2. 4.5 Howitzers will bombard selected targets.
3. On the capture of the Crow’s Nest the 15th Battalion will
send up a rocket breaking green over green over green.
4. After the capture of the ﬁnal objective, a succession of
white Very lights will be ﬁred.
5. Zero will be at 4.50 a.m.

So, within one month of the jumpoff at Amiens the 15th
Battalion once more moved forward to wait out the dripping night
in order to commit sudden assault and battery upon their foemen
from beyond the Rhine. There was grave doubt as to the exact
strength of the defences, the trench condition and the wire. There
was little knowledge of how the Crow’s Nest was held and the
attacking Highlanders must overcome the Hun whenever, wherever,
and however he was come upon. It was decided that the position
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should be overrun as swiftly as possible behind the slow barrage,
rather than pausing at any point to reorganize and get their breath.
Pausing at objectives, after many harsh lessons, was now held to
be of more advantage to the defence than to the attacker. In front
of their puny parapets stretched the area they would cross, pitted
with new and old craters. Fortunately it was not far and was not
heavily wired. The chief danger was that machineguns would
deplete their strength before they closed with the defenders high
up on the Crow’s Nest. It was a nasty job but it was with
all their old, cheerful conﬁdence that they waited to start it, carry
it through and ﬁnish it. The last few, creeping minutes of the wait
saw the enemy artillery ﬁre increasing and with three minutes to
go, the line standing up and nervously getting ready, it increased
suddenly to barrage intensity. If that storm of bursting shells had
fallen on the Battalion line, there would have been disaster on the
tick of Zero. But their luck held and most of it went over.
Then with a concerted and stunning shout our guns opened.
Capt. Winnifrith’s company was scrambling from Cemetery Trench
and Capt. Samuel’s company was with him. They were off! It
was seen that the Zero hour was ﬁxed at a wise time. As the barrage
rolled before the slowly advancing Highlanders, thundered on the
known defences and lingered on the crest of the ridge, it remained
too dark, despite lack of a smokebarrage cover, to permit the Hun
machinegunner to see either his sights or his target until they were
upon him. It was stumbling, slippery progress across the tumbled
mud of the open, with the ground shuddering under them and a pall
of smoke in front, in which tongues of red showed wickedly like a
horde of winking ﬁreﬂies. Casualties were light, crossing, though
now and then men spun and went down. Each of the forward
companies had, according to orders, thrown out thin skirmishing
lines to travel as close under the wall of our barrage as backslapping
splinters would let them. Behind came the main force of the
attacking Highlanders, platoons in line, on a twoplatoon frontage.
The support company, No. 3, followed in sections in ﬁle, while
No. 1 Company remained in reserve and stood ready to move up
and take over a line east of the Crow’s Nest when the objectives
were reached, or to move up as reinforcements earlier if needed.
No. 3 Company had the job of mopping up the Crow’s Nest and
Château Wood, and with No. 1, came in for some of the protective
barrage which clamped down three minutes after Zero hour. He
had much gunweight and the stuff he had thrown just before the
jumpoff was in no wise comparable with this. His barrage had
been rehearsed the previous afternoon, to the frontline’s intense
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discomfort, and though it was very precise did small damage for
its weight, as the men were able to pick their way through in
artillery formation. It was all “High Ex.”
The plan of the attack as worked out by Major Girvan and
his company commanders proved excellent. At the last moment
Major Girvan found that the Imperials on the right were not
advancing as he had been given to understand. The Brigadier
on that ﬂank declared that he had been fooled once over the Crow’s
Nest by an attack of another Canadian Brigade. If the 15th
Battalion took the Crow’s Nest, he would take Hendecourt and
come into line, but not before. He was not blamed for this stand
but it meant that Capt. Winnifrith had to advance with an open
ﬂank. Major Girvan changed the original plans and instructed
support platoons to follow closer than had been originally intended,
in order to watch the open ﬂank.
Capt. Samuel led No. 2 Company up the slope of the Crow’s
Nest the moment the barrage lifted and they were swarming over
the machinegun nests before the surprised defenders were at the
butts of their Maxims. The Crow’s Nest was strong, had machine
guns, posts and redoubts, but the Highlanders overran it swiftly.
Casualties from the machineguns were surprisingly light, for the
attacking line jumped impetuously into them before the gunners
who had survived our barrage got out of their dugouts. It was
bayonet and bomb for a time and dull thuds rolled out of the earth
as the dugouts got it. But, shortly, out of the smoke of battle and
the halflight of morning, rose Capt. Samuel’s victorious rocket—
green over green over greenand Battalion H.Q. grinned with
relief. Many machineguns fell into the hands of the Highlanders
as well as several large stores of ammunition.
Reorganizing now, No. 2 Company pushed quickly on, leaving
the moppingup to men of No. 3 Company, already joining them.
It was beginning to grow light. The advance by Capt. Samuel
went 400 yards beyond Crow’s Nest, the 14th Battalion line keeping
pace splendidly with the 15th’s speed. No. 4 Company, Capt.
Winnifrith leading, were also up on time on the right, after putting
up a ﬁne ﬁght in Château Wood. which they captured after swiftly
subduing a series of ugly machinegun nests.
All objectives were taken by the time it was broadday and
Capt. Winnifrith sent, arcing high, a triumphant succession of white
lights from the top of the Crow’s Nest to tell that the day had
been won. Then the signal lamp on the hill set up by Capt.
Maybin, who had gone forward to establish Advance Head
quarters, and Lt. Malone, ﬂashed the news in Morse code of all
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objectives taken to the waiting Battalion H.Q. No. 4 Company
now had tough going for a while as consolidation was carried
forward with all speed possible. The ﬂank was still in the air waiting
for the 2/7th K.L.R. on the right to ﬁght through as pledged.
They must capture Hendecourt in their advance. Snipers from
this point were causing trouble and casualties in the new line, and
there was always a grave danger of a strong bombing thrust or a
quick counterattack from that open ﬂank. The position was made
more secure by the arrival of a platoon of No. 1 Company, who had
followed No. 4 Company on their passage through the wood, which
they moppedup. They faced to the right to form a defensive
ﬂank. Another platoon of this company was urgently needed and
shortly it was also in place on the ﬂank.
To rush the work of consolidation and to make things secure,
Lt. Cowan, O.C. No. 3 Company, placed two platoons behind No. 2
Company, now in touch with the 14th on their left, and the other
two platoons of the company established themselves behind
harassed No. 4. Capt. Samuel was wounded in the leg from the
ﬂank while this was going on. During the move forward of the two
platoons to support the right company, Lt. B. M. Louden, fondly
known as “The Laird” in the officers’ mess, was killed instantly by
enemy shellﬁre. The Vickers guns, which had not been used in
the attack, were soon located in advantageous positions to cover
the work of consolidation. While the doubt of things began to
clear, the last two platoons of No. 1 Company took up strong
positions on the Crow’s Nest.
Signallers had moved up with the advance and under Lt. G. M.
Malone, who was made Signal Officer for the show, established a
visual signal station under the protection of the westerly slope of
the Crow’s Nest. From the Crow’s Nest messages were ﬂashed
back, runners only having to travel 400 yards or so from the front
line to this point. This was working at 5.55 am. and from here
across the shellswept open over which they had advanced, message
after message was ﬂashed back, keeping Major Girvan always
advised of the situation and saving much time as well as runners
and signallers. They told vividly of the action in front. The ﬁrst
was the word of success:
“Crow’s Nest taken. 50 prisoners, 1 officer. Casualties
light. Germans want peace.”
6.13 a.m.
“Advance going well on left. Some prisoners going back.
Now sniping from Château Wood. Imperials held up on
right.”
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6.16 a.m.
“Huns advancing—U 6, b. 40 (Right ﬂank).
6.17 a.m.
The
first
message
from
No.
2
Company:
“Capt. Samuel hit in leg. Am up with 14th Battalion on
left and they seem to think objective reached. I do not
think it far enough advanced. Can’t get through for our
own barrage. Am going to consolidate.”
(This from Lt. J. D’Esterre, now in command of No. 2
Company.)

The second message from this company reported a difficulty
which occurred constantly through the day—short ﬁring by our own
artillery. At one time it seriously threatened the frontline. It
also told something of the cheeriness of all ranks up in front:
“No. 2 Company consolidating in shellholes very fast.
Our artillery short. Lengthen one hundred yards. Everything
seems ﬁne. Casualties very light. Am in touch with 14th
Battalion on left.”
(Signed) “Dusty” (D’Esterre),
For O.C. No. 2 Company.
“P.S.—‘Ferg.’ wants a bottle of Scotch.”

Very early, Lt. R. E. Haldenby of No. 1 Company reported that
the 14th were in the far end of Hans Trench, in which he was
situated with half of No. 3 Company as support to No. 2. The
14th had an advance SOS Line and Hans Trench was their support
also. Lt. T. M. Cowan went forward to make sure that the front
line was making connection and reported casualties light and that
he was holding No. 9 and No. 11 Platoons in Hans Trench.
At 6.30 a.m. Advance Battalion H.Q. ﬂashed the information
from the Crow’s Nest that Capt. Maybin was on the way forward
from there to reconnoitre the situation. The secondincommand
stayed forward throughout the day. About this time the British
on the right broke through Hendecourt and began to come up on
the right of Capt. Winnifrith. Their position was signalled, a
connection was accomplished, the line joined, and Capt. Winnifrith
began to breathe easier. Between No. 2 and No. 4 Companies
was a valley which gave cause for concern. Trigger Alley, a strong
trench, ran into the Canadian line from Hun territory near here and
it seemed to be heavily held. Capt. Winnifrith had placed Lt.
MaxwellScott’s platoon north of the road and Capt. Andrews and
Lt. Barclay were on the left. Lt. A. White had been wounded just
before the ﬁnal objective was reached. At 8.30 a.m., with the
situation clearing fast and the line secure, Capt. Winnifrith sent a
series of messages back:
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“Do not connect across valley with 2 Company; connect
on right with 3 Company. Imperials in Greyhound Alley;
their HQ. in church in village.”
“Will you have M.G.’s cover Sunken Road east of village.
also Trigger Alley and the valley. Hun machinegun active
there. Have it shot up, please.”
“Need Lewis pans, also Mills, in event of bomb thrust down
Trigger Alley. Have only one signaller and one phone.”

So, slowly, the new line began to settle down, the wounded to
work their way out, and an estimate of the casualties to be made.
At 10 a.m. they seemed to be in the neighbourhood of 80, which
was light indeed for the work done and the ground captured. Sgt.
F. E. Held, No. 3 Company, had been killed as had Sgt. J. Huxley
of No. 4 Company. Sgt. A. V. Paddon, No. 4 Company, who was
decorated for his ﬁne work at Amiens, was again prominent and
had been wounded, as had several other valuable and badly needed
N.C.O.’s. Amongst them were Sgts. C. S. Malone and A. E. Terry
and Cpl. W. H. Kidd. Four signallers were wounded and Signaller
M. E. G. Mackman was killed. The Signal Section had worked
valiantly under ﬁre. Cpl. D. Anthony of No. 4 Company was
“missing” as were 13 other men, most of whom, it proved, had been
killed. Cpl. Anthony proved to have been evacuated, wounded.
The forward line was to light ﬂares to advise the contact airplanes
of its position. Shortly after daylight, the machines circled far
west of them, their klaxons pleading incessantly, as their pilots
leaned out of the cockpits to look for signals that never came.
At. 8.45 a.m., however, the Brigade Major requested the advance
units to light ﬂares on a second attempt by the airplanes to conﬁrm
the new position. When they droned over again, not so far behind
this time, it was done. Trophies of the advance lay everywhere
in a hopeless litter and no attempt was ever made to count them
because “our minds were directed on more serious things.” Many
machineguns, trenchmortars, and bomb and ammunition stores,
were captured.
As our artillery quieted, the Hun, demoralized though he was,
started to bomb down Hans Trench in front of the 14th Battalion,
and throughout the day this ﬂank had considerable trouble. The
15th Battalion front itself remained quiet. Frequently our own
guns ﬁred short and several messages through 3rd Brigade H.Q.
failed to stop this always irritating discomfort. At 10 a.m. black
crossed ﬁghting planes were very active and on occasions tried to
machinegun our line. Then about 11 a.m. Pte. Marshal, a Lewis
gunner of No. 2 Company, got one of the greatest thrills that may
come to an infantryman. He shot down a lowﬂying doubleseater.
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It crashed about 300 yards in front of No. 2 Company H.Q. (a
shellhole) to the high glee of the entire line. Lt. J. D’Esterre
sent back a jubilant report.
The day wore on into late afternoon, with desultory shelling
and the usual bickering of riﬂe and machinegun ﬁre. Capt. Edge,
in command of No. 1 Company, was wounded about noon. Then
the situation began to become less secure as activity in the
DrocourtQuéant Line grew threatening. The Hun began moving
up in two’s and three’s into the small wood and undergrowth
directly in front of the Battalion’s line. It was obviously a con
centration for a counter, but the artillery was warned, and that was
that. At 5.45 p.m. Capt. Maybin sent a resume of the situation:
“Huns in front of DrocourtQuéant Line. Our artillery
opened and fell short on No. 2 Company, so Q platoons fell back
as 14th Battalion and 5th Battalion on left were seen coming
back with Huns in small parties advancing. Our troops have
stopped this but he should be pushed back again or they can
enﬁlade us with machinegun ﬁre.
“Position on our front good. British going forward far
over on the right. Conﬁdent situation is well in hand but you
might have 16th stand ready.”

Following this Major Girvan again asked the artillery to correct
their ﬁre and reported the general situation to Brigade. Further
messages were sent back to him:
6.10 p.m. “Huns attacking on ﬂank. Situation in hand.”
6.15 p.m. “Huns advancing V.6.b.40 (ﬂank).”
6.20 p.m. “Huns enﬁlading from Trigger Copse, Butt Wood
and low ground. Turn on heavies.”
6.30 p.m. “Enemy movement stopped. Our barrage again on
our line.”
7.55 p.m. “Situation now clearing.”

This was the last show of aggression by the Hun against the
Highlanders in front of the Crow’s Nest. Night began to fall and
although it remained touchy and quick to break into the shell
clamour of battle, our casualties were few. Shortly after nightfall, a
German officer, returning from leave, came trotting down the road
and trotted straight into the arms of Capt. Winnifrith and No. 4
Company, orderly and all. These verdammt Canadians! Where
was his battery? It had been on the Crow’s Nest. He, the
commander of it, had been away for some time and was unaware
of the extent to which ground had been changing hands. He was
mounted on a splendid dark bay—a typical cavalry mount which
had been captured from the Russians in the east. When Lt.Col.
Bent returned, he adopted the horse, took him to Canada with
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him and years later he was buried beside Bruno on the Colonel’s
fruit farm near Kentville, N.S.
The minor action, memorable, as has been said, as far as the
15th Battalion was concerned, was “completely successful,” and
now the road was clear for the ﬁnal smashing of the third and all
important line of defence, one of the last, which for so long had
given the German High Command a sense of security on the
western front.
CRACKING THE DROCOURTQUEANT LINE
The ﬁrst hours and days of September, 118, ﬁttingly ushered
in the Month of Battle, which it is to the Battalion despite their
full share of assault of the month previous. Amiens was glorious,
as were the entire nevertobeforgotten Last Hundred Days, but
this was the Fighting Month. By midnight of the first tumultuous
September day, the plans which had been long delayed were on their
way for the mighty followup blow. This one was to make him
reel. The last defences, barring the crossing of the Canal du Nord,
were to be split asunder and overrun, and on the other side gleamed
glorious possibilities for a wide and deep advance to Cambrai and
the open country beyond. The opportunity beckoned, a mighty
prize. But first must come the DrocourtQuéant Line, looming
ﬁercely in their path.
Orders reached Major Girvan late on September 1st, of the
important part the 3rd Brigade and his Battalion were to play.
No man can go through the strain of an assault and again attack,
lacking sleep and relief from that strain, with all his normal vigour
and freshness, and that the DrocourtQuéant Line, wirebelted,
strongly manned and cluttered with machineguns, was a hard nut
to crack there can be no doubt. It was one of the hardest the
Canadian Corps smashed. But the news of another Zero hour in
the morning was accepted calmly by the men of the 15th Battalion
in their shellholes and shallow trenches up forward. Much was
being demanded of them but they rose to it gallantly. There was
not sufficient time for the officers to receive orders for this new
attack and to relay them to their men, much less to explain the
difficult plan to those who were to carry it out. Yet the Battalion
never reached greater heights than they did on this second dawn in
succession on which they paid a warring visit to the Hun.
The plans were complete and the barrages worked out in clever
detail, though that mattered little to the Battalion as they fought
beyond range of the ﬁeld guns most of the way. The plan had been
long ready and the Staff had gone forward with it in conﬁdence
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that the Crow’s Nest would fall. The attack of September 2nd
was a major operation and one fraught with difficulty and hazard.
Brieﬂy, the orders, so far as they concerned the Battalion, were:
“The 1st Division will attack on a twobrigade frontage, the
2nd on the left and the 3rd on the right, with the 1st in reserve.
To the right will be the 57th Territorial Division.
“The 3rd Brigade will attack on a twobattalion frontage.
the 16th on the right and the 13th on the left. The 14th will
follow the 13th and the 15th will follow the right battalion (16th).
“When the 16th Battalion has smashed the DrocourtQuéant
Line and has reached its objective—The DrocourtQuéant
Support Line—the 15th Battalion will leapfrog them and
drive on against the Buissy Switch Line, the 16th following on
in close support and as moppersup.”

Long after midnight on September 1st, with but a short time
remaining for organization, the C.O.’s operation order was issued by
Capt. Murphy. They were the last documents this gallant officer
signed as he was killed soon after the assault opened. The orders read:
“The 15th Battalion will leapfrog the 16th on the Red
Line, will capture and mopup the Bois de Bouche, Queer Street,
a trench running between the Buissy Switch and the main road
to Inchy, and will halt just west of the Buissy Switch (Defence
System.)
“At Zero Hour the 16th Battalion will pass through to the
attack. The 15th Battalion will follow 500 yards to rear of the
last company of the 16th in the following order: No. 1 Company
on the right, No. 3 Company on the left, No. 4 Company
behind No. 1 Company and No. 2 Company behind No. 3.
“Battalion H.Q. will move forward immediately in the rear
of the centre of the Battalion’s line.
“After leaving the Red Line, Nos. 1 and 3 Companies will
be the ﬁring line, No. 4 will be support, No. 2 reserve. The ﬁrst
line will advance on a one company frontage, two platoons from
each company as a line of skirmishers. Remainder of these
companies will follow in line of sections in single ﬁle. 900 yards
in rear the support companies will move by platoons in ﬁle and
500 yards further back the reserve company will move up in
artillery formation.
“On reaching ﬁnal objective Battalion will halt, prepare to
support an attack on Buissy Switch or to assist in holding the
line.
“A number of tanks have been attached to the Brigade and
an 18pounder ﬁeld gun will be attached to assist the 15th
Battalion in smashing strong points.
“Each battalion will have a compass party on its ﬂank to
insure correct direction is kept in the smoke barrage cover. All
officers must carry compasses.
“Troops must not cross safety lines shown on the barrage
maps until the hour indicated.”
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The ground over which the Brigade was to advance lent itself
naturally to defence. The attackers had to cross hundreds of
yards of open country under observation from high ground. From
the Crow’s Nest eastward to the DrocourtQuéant Line, south of
Cagnicourt, which was the path of the 15th Battalion, was a stretch
of perfectly level country stretching well over a mile. Beyond the
DrocourtQuéant Line was a slight downgrade under the frown of
fortiﬁed Bois de Bouche, situated on a high hill, dominating and
ugly, and the position which was destined to be the life or death of
the advance of the 15th Battalion. There was a stiff uphill climb
to the wood, which was dense and promised trouble. Beyond,
there was a slow downgrade, then another steep climb to the Buissy
Switch.
Throughout the night the two already weary frontline battalions
of the 3rd Brigade, the 14th and 15th, worked unceasingly. The
Tump Line Section did an excellent job in bringing up rations and
water and carrying parties brought forward fresh supplies of bombs,
machinegun and SA. ammunition. The lucky, not on working
party, curled up in their shellholes and sang in a whisper: “You’re
far better off in the band.” Few slept.
Early in the dark morning Major Girvan arrived at the Crow’s
Nest after obtaining orders for the attack and summoned the
company commanders to his H.Q. A conference was held. Each
was given verbal orders supplementing the operation order and
maps, which could not be exhaustively studied in the short time
allowed and could not be shown to platoon commanders and the
N.C.O.’s because of the impossibility of showing a light on the
forward slope of the Crow’s Nest. This was going to be an added and
dangerous difﬁculty. It seemed a hazardous undertaking—assault
ing the Hun on a wide front and at great depth without time for
the officers to learn in detail of the defence expected, the situation
of strongpoints, the distances between lines, and the countless
things necessary to make the attack sure. But it was impossible
for detailed information to be distributed or assimilated, so they
prepared to do what they could with what they had. It was day
light and the attack was well on the way before they saw their maps
and fully grasped the magnitude of what they undertook. The
scheme was discussed as much as time and information allowed
and the company commanders wended their way back to their men
and passed on their meagre information to the platoon commanders.
Zero Hour for the momentous assault was at 5 a.m. and with
the light expected at this time, seemed exactly right. For days
our heavies had been falling in monotonous succession on that maze
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of wire protection, blowing gaping holes in it, cutting it and
smashing it, until the threat of the miles of black barbs was lessened
so deﬁnitely in hindering power that an attack was deemed safe.
Well before Zero the Seaforth kilts of the 16th were joining the
Davidson in the shellholes of the forward line. They greeted,
muttered and groused there together. There was little protection
anywhere, but the massed troops smoked the usual last minute
cigarette, lit with much trouble and caution, and waited patiently
under desultory artillery ﬁre for 5 a.m. Then for the second time
within 24 hours the stupendous shudder of a 1918 barrage was
ripping into the Hun on the 3rd Brigade’s front. Zero came and
passed. The 16th Battalion went through and moved into the
sounding chaos, towards the mighty DrocourtQuéant Line, quailing
under the million biting beaks of ﬁre, livid in the dark, beating
down upon it. The Hun barrage joined the racket and again it
was all H.E. and failed to do the damage the same weight of shrapnel
would surely have done. The 15th Battalion caught it, as expected,
but casualties were again light.
Then whistles blew and there were quiet commands here and
there along the line. The 16th Battalion had their 500 yards’
start. It was time to follow. Prisoners were coming back in
droves. They were so thick that all knew the 16th were making
splendid progress ahead. Officers of the 15th Battalion believed
that a counter attack by the German had been nipped before it
budded. They would not mass so densely for defence. The mist
made it hard to keep direction, but it lifted with the light.
Our barrage was thick, accurate, and the smoke shells amongst
it were making good cover for the advance along the long line. The
fumes of it were nauseating and some men were violently ill. The
skirmishers in front of No. 1 and No. 3 Companies came up to the
wire, threaded their way through, their companies on their heels.
Everywhere were evidences of the triumphant assault of the 16th.
Dead Huns were thick in spots and many of the 16th had gone down.
As a rule, however, in the trenches were only gray overcoats. packs,
riﬂes, machineguns, the sprawling, still bleeding dead, and the
disorder of rout. There was little opposition left, though prisoners
were still coming back in large numbers and Huns were still coming
up out of dugouts which the 16th had missed. It was here that the
ﬁrst serious casualties occurred and here that Lt. H. B. Steadman
was killed. A cluster of machineguns, still offering opposition,
was come upon and in the bombing and subduing of them, the officer
of No. 2 Company fell, mortally hurt. The 16th Battalion had
gone on, ﬁercely smothering opposition, and the 15th stayed in
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the DrocourtQuéant Line and moppedup. The 16th were up to,
and had captured the Support Line, and the first phase of the battle
on the 15th Battalion’s immediate front was over. The Drocourt
Quéant Line was smashed. It was not in anywise so easy as that,
but it is a 16th Battalion story.
The British on the right were stopped and the entire attack was
in danger from that ﬂank. A devastating machinegun ﬁre was
slashing in from the right. It had the 16th Battalion under cover
and threatened the whole assault and it was certain the 15th would
advance from their position only with bitter loss. The first objective
was gained but it seemed impossible that men could go on. The 15th
must. To make matters worse, the 14th on the left was out of touch.
The 15th Battalion were to remain in support on the Drocourt
Quéant Line until 9 a.m., the Zero Hour of their advance. Con
tinuing in the formation in which they had come up to their present
position the Battalion got up and moved on and at once the ﬁre
from the ﬂank opened and increased steadily as they went forward.
What they had expected occurred. Casualties were heavy and the
attack was forced to ground shortly after passing the 16th. High
landers were crashing down everywhere. The men of the two
battalions were mingled in places, all hugging any shelter available,
praying for tanks, and pinned to earth. It was a critical period
and the day was hanging in the balance. The 14th Battalion was
also stopped but was well ahead. They were through Bois de Loison
by 9 a.m. The situation was desperate.
There were no tanks to help, although several were trundling
up and down in front, broadside to the rows of Hun machineguns,
but ignoring them. Lt.Col. C. W. Peck and Major Girvan, after
keeping all under cover for a time, strove desperately to pull their
battalions together, to reorganize, to get the line moving. It is
an old adage of war that a line once down never gets up again. It
is to the immortal credit of the 15th Battalion that Major Girvan
and his officers had the leadership, and the men had the individual
courage, to get up and face that ﬁre. Their right ﬂank was wide
open and the lash from there was demoralizing. The tanks were asked
to protect that gaping ﬂank but did nothing about it. Whether
from lack of petrol or some other reason, the fact bitterly remains
that they gave no aid. Now it was that men of both the 15th and
16th Battalions saw Lt.Col. Peck win his V.C. A broad, stocky
man strode forward, in a hail of machinegun ﬁre, shaking his stick
like an irate country squire at the tanks; hammering on their iron
sides, demanding that they turn and advance on the nests. He
was an inspiration to the whole line. The language, the frantic
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orders, the recklessness of desperation were very evident in these
wild moments. To stay down was disgrace. To go on, no matter
what it cost, was duty and perhaps death. They went on.
The 15th Battalion was now advancing into the machineguns.
They leaned forward with grim faces like men facing a hurricane,
their jaws twitching and ﬂinching as if feeling a bullet crashing home.
It took stark bravery. There was no help from other arms. The
Field Artillery barrage was soon shot out—it ceased at the First
Objective—and the delay had allowed the heavies’ barrage to
advance far forward. There were countless M.G. posts stuttering
suddenly into life as they worked eastward. There was no exalta
tion in this advance, just grim, wild courage.
Men were crashing down along the broken, uneven line and
during a rush forward under heavy ﬁre Capt. F. M. Murphy fell
at Major Girvan’s side, mortally wounded by machinegun bullets.
He died shortly afterwards and Lt. G. M. Malone, the Intelligence
Officer, had the arduous duties of Adjutant added to his own for
the rest of the period spent beyond the DrocourtQuéant Line.
Capt. Maybin had been wounded early. Passing the 16th Battalion,
Lt. W. W. Fergusson was hit as was Lt. G. S. Macklin, wounded in
the face. The shortage of officers made reorganization after each
delay doubly difficult.
Against riﬂe, bomb and ﬂanking ﬁre the men sweated and cursed
and fought on. It was close, but the men made it sure, and the platoon
commanders strove valiantly to smother all opposition with speed.
Small parties were isolated but going on, their ﬂanks lost in the con
fusion. Yard by yard, without the rolling, searching barragewall to
protect them, their ﬂanks wide open, the Highland ﬁles were ﬁltering
into enemy territory. Delay only caused more casualties and so it
was that the Hun was astounded at many points at the impetuous
recklessness of isolated small bodies of Highlanders who bombed
him unmercifully and from the outset punished him with every
thing they had, which was only Mills, the riﬂe, and their Lewis guns.
They were tired, their eyes burned from lack of sleep—it had been
three days since they had really slept—and their nerves were frayed
and ragged, so that they were cantankerous and vicious and so weary
they didn’t care. They took it out on the Hun. Their bottles
were dry, their throats were dustﬁlled, but they went forward to
dive in a hole a few feet nearer to some stammering Maxim. It
was a day of heat, sweat, dust and machineguns hammering home.
Throughout all this time the 14th Battalion were about 1,000 yards
ahead on the left and there was a dangerous gap. The Hun also
brought a brisk ﬁre to bear on the Highlanders from this ﬂank.
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Out of the trench area and into the grass, with the slope to Bois
de Bouche slowly nearing, the Highlanders worked forward by
short section and platoon rushes. Now, ascending a long bare
slope overlooked by the enemy, the advance was badly exposed.
Riﬂemen and Lewis gunners opened with each rush and the
Battalion covered its own advance. Keeping well split into small
parties and never staying up for long, they fought on.
There was still no sign of the troops on the right, excepting very
befuddled bodies of them who wandered about our rear and did
not seem to know where they were going. These parties of them
were very new, very earnest, and the cause of their confusion was
not windup but inexperience. They were directed to their ﬂank
several times, and as one of the Battalion relates, were so confused
that they thought they were in the frontline when crossing over
the Crow’s Nest and even heaved a bomb down the steep steps
of the Regimental Aid Post to the ire and vast surprise of Capt.
R. D. Mackenzie, the M.O., who afterwards explained very expres
sively how “they bombed me.”
Major Girvan was advancing near the centre and in advance
of his Battalion with a section of No. 2 Company under Sgt.
Dingley. They came upon a trench containing deep dugouts and
the garrison surrendered after a short ﬁght, excepting those below
ground. Despite Major Girvan’s warning, the Sergeant, ﬁghting
mad, went down the steps of a sap after several Germans and was
killed below. This same party also routed the gun crews of a
German battery which was still in action, and stopped an attempt
to bring up horses to haul out the guns. They also cleaned out
scores of isolated machinegun posts.
Bois de Bouche was approaching. It was still stiff work advanc
ing up the slope to the wood. Lt. MaxwellScott and No. 1
Company were’ the first into the wood. It was cluttered with
machinegun nests and the 15th Battalion ﬁles weaving through
had some exciting clashes. They bombed their way in and out
of this formidable and tricky obstacle with splendid courage,
captured many machineguns, and went on and came out on the
other side, in sight now of their ﬁnal objective, down a slow slope
and up a steeper one. The wood wasn’t badly shot up and as
French woods have little undergrowth, they had an easier time of
it than expected. Enﬁlade ﬁre from the left, however, made their
further progress precarious.
To the right of the wood a road ran over the hill. A light gun,
ﬁring at close range, was playing down it and made a crossing
dangerous. In the confusion of things several men of the 15th
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Battalion were too far to the right, amongst the Imperials. Cpls.
Robert Alexander and G. Taylor helped on that ﬂank spectacularly
and were recommended for honours by the British. The taking of
Bois de Bouche was the turning point in the advance that up to
this point had been desperate. The wood was the crux of every
thing as far as the Battalion was concerned. The Hun started
shelling it as the Highlanders came out—shells were dropping
before the last post was smothered. Lts. MaxwellScott and
D’Esterre sent messages through the wood to the QC. as they
reached the eastern side and faced the last objective.
Both ﬂanks were at this moment held by the enemy and machine
guns were stinging from three ways into the Battalion’s advancing
line, but they resolutely pressed on. Their dash had taken them
well ahead of their right ﬂank, and the left also was still open.
Their policy of taking chances in order to put a machinegun
under quick control was working well, saving casualties and gaining
objectives for them. Men sacriﬁced themselves in order to silence
them, for the longer they chattered, the greater their toll. Pauses
were made from time to time in the hope that the right ﬂank
would come up, though they themselves were already hours over
due on their objective. That ﬂank remained open, dangerous and
costly, throughout. Had it not been for the ready support given
by the 16th and the welcome arrival of the 3rd Battalion, the
15th Battalion might have fought themselves into an irreparably
dangerous position. Units of these two battalions blocked that open
right ﬂank again and again as the enemy still held the Imperials far
to the rear. The left was not so serious excepting for long range
ﬁre from uncaptured portions of the Buissy Switch. Only one
officer, Lt. R. E. Haldenby, who had arrived since Amiens but was
carrying on like a veteran, was now left to lead No. 1 Company,
Lt. MaxwellScott being wounded in the ﬁghting just beyond Bois
de Bouche. The entire line was moving on, as the end was neared,
with grave lack of leaders. Lancecorporals were leading platoons.
With that ﬂanking ﬁre still causing serious concern the ﬁrst
sections of Highlanders came up to Queer Street, a long communi
cation trench, its lip grassgrown, but none. the less strong. Capt.
Winnifrith and No. 4 Company were first to reach it. Crossing
the valley from the woods on the hill to Queer Street had been less
severe. The posts situated here were swiftly overcome on the
Battalion’s frontage, with the aid of sections of the 3rd Battalion,
and then towards 2 p.m. a line was being formed beyond, at the
Railway Switch. Here the Battalion, still aided by the 3rd
Battalion, attempted to consolidate, threw out ﬂanking protection
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in the shape of a thin line of men and a few Lewis guns and waited
for the right ﬂank. At 2.30 p.m. the ﬁght on the 14th Battalion’s
front was seen to be bad, but shortly reinforcements began to work
forward; they had captured the left of their ﬁnal objective at 11.15
a.m. and were ﬁghting in the Buissy Switch, and took up their
entire ﬁnal line by 3.30 p.m. But it was not until 6 p.m. that the
harassed Imperials worked through and formed a junction with
the right flank of the 15th Battalion line.
So ended a long, long day for the 15th Battalion. The confusion,
the delays, the weariness of all ranks before they started, and the
utter lack of artillery or tank support throughout the entire depth
of their advance, gave them a situation to face that only a great,
ﬁghting unit could handle. They handled it courageously, beauti
fully, with dogged determination and their tradition of never failing
driving them on. Not a little of the credit must go to the Battalion
Commander, who was decorated with the Distinguished Service
Order for his splendid work. His Battalion was on its objective,
helped by the cooperation of the 3rd and 16th Battalions, late but
victorious, and undoubtedly their success saved the advance on
the right which faltered and hung many times that day.
General Currie, explaining this phase of the DrocourtQuéant
Line, said:
“With the capture of the second objective (DrocourtQuéant
Line) the ﬁeld artillery barrage was shot out and the attack
further east had to be carried forward without its assistance.
The enemy’s resistance, free of the demoralizing effect of our
barrage, stiffened considerably, the open country being swept
continually by intense machinegun ﬁre.”

Again they had tasted open ﬁghting, those short, sharp,
rushes into the face of ﬁre as taught in the Infantry Training
Manual. As they had been taught, they fought. Now they
were weary and ready to sleep where they stood, Voices were hoarse
from thirst and fatigue. Legs and arms were aching and they
were not far short of exhaustion. C.S.M. Muir of No. 3 Com
pany, a gallant man, was amongst the dead, as was Cpl. Gillespie
of No. 1, Cpl. Hughes of No. 4, and a large number of other
N.C.O.’s were missing, killed or wounded. Buissy Village was now
in View and the last section of the main defence protecting the
Canal du Nord, that last defence in turn protecting Cambrai, was
ready for the taking.
In spite of the precarious situation, the men not stationed as
sentries, managed to doze ﬁtfully during the early hours of the
night. Capt. “Dad” Uhlens, in some miraculous manner, found
the Battalion and brought up welcome and much needed rations
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and water, early in the night. Shelling grew heavy at intervals
and watchfulness to guard against a counterattack out of Buissy
Switch was imperative. At 2 a.m. on September 3rd, however,
after a momentous 48 hours in which was crammed enough ﬁghting
to satisfy the most battlethirsty in the Battalion, during the
advance of more than 6,000 yards, orders were received that the
15th Battalion would drop back to the DrocourtQuéant Line in
Divisional Reserve. An hour later the 1st Brigade relieved the
area and the Highlanders straggled to the rear, 100 yards between
companies, and slept in the old, once thought impregnable, defences
of the Hun. At noon on the 3rd of September a check of the
companies showed a ﬁghting strength of only 12 officers and 325
other ranks. The casualty list for the two days was 3 officers killed,
10 officers wounded and 53 other ranks killed, 31 missing and 156
wounded. A total of 253. That was high, and yet in the balancing
of things, after the harsh manner of computing loss and gain in
war, it was little to what they had won.
Brutinel’s Brigade, with cavalry and armoured cars, failed to
force the Marquion Bridge on the Canal du Nord, but the 1st
Canadian Division captured the villages of Cagnicourt, Villersles
Cagnicourt and the Bois de Bouche and Bois de Loison. “Taking
advantage of the breach thus made by the Canadian Divisions,”
wrote Sir Arthur Currie, “a Brigade of the 63rd (Royal Naval)
Division followed the attack of our right Brigade and turned south
and advanced in the direction of Quéant.” The Buissy Switch
Line was occupied on the night of the 3rd, which compelled the
retirement to the Canal du Nord of the enemy holding up the 4th
Canadian Division. “To stem our advance the enemy had con
centrated eight fresh divisions directly opposite the Canadian
Corps, but the striking power of our battalions and the individual
bravery of our men smashed all resistance.” The number of
unwounded prisoners taken in the two days by the Corps exceeded
5,000.
At dawn of the 3rd strong patrols were pushed out and met very
slight opposition. The Hun had started a strategical retirement.
With practically no ﬁghting and very few casualties, a line was
established along the Corps front just west of the Canal, and the
Villages of Buissy, Baralle, Saudemont, Rumaucourt, Ecourt St.
Quentin and Lécluse were liberated with their few French residents.
As the 15th Battalion moved back for a well deserved rest, the way
to the crossing of the Canal du Nord stood open, the Canadians
on the west bank and the Huns beyond. The backbone of the
German line on the Western Front was cracking under the strain.

Ch XXIII. The Canal du Nord

CHAPTER XXIII.

OVER THE CANAL DU NORD
“—there was to be a night, and then many
nights, when the skies turned redly with the
ﬁres of surrender—and a great peace entered
their hearts.”

Last Hundred Days had not worn far along and
T HE
men of the 15th Battalion were already veterans

yet the
of this
spectacular period of smashing assault, in which those who
fought the war with little coloured pins and pretty maps upon the
wall, had their most exciting time since Mons. The Canadian
Corps were far from ﬁnished, though they had already done a big
job that had proved their mettle and tested their worth beyond
doubt. There were to be many days ahead, as the grim Hun was
pounded into defeat, when the Corps was to be called upon to hurl
itself, again and again, against the German’s bent but stubborn
line with all the ﬁerce strength and tempestuous fury of its mightiest
arm—the infantry. The Canal du Nord was an obstacle that all
realized was to be the most difficult to be assaulted that summer.
Even at this time of ﬂushing triumphs, it looked stupendous, and
looking back, it seems impossible.
In any event there was a rest due to the triumphant but now
weary 1st Division and while plans progressed, it was had. On the
afternoon of September 4th, the day following the blowing up of all
bridges over the Canal, the 15th Battalion moved back to the cross
road near Cherisy, had a hot meal, climbed into lorries and rumbled
over the cobbles to Warlus, via Wancourt, ArrasCambrai Road,
St. Sauveur, Arras and Dainville, and then marched to Berneville,
familiar from the previous spring. Before midnight they were
comfortable in Nissen Huts, 200 yards north of the town.
Berneville was home for two weeks, a period of swift recuperation,
gay evenings, concerts, more or less regular drill, and which saw
Major Girvan, M.C., promoted to be Acting LieutenantColonel.
There were many reinforcements before they moved. The following
officers joined: Lts. J. F. Banton, G. F. MacKenzie, H. V. Littler,
L. B. Kyles, D. Logan, W. W. Keele, H. A. Robertson, W. D.
Pearson and W. Proudfoot (not Capt. W. Proudfoot, M.C.,
wounded at Amiens), and 170 men, new draft and casuals.
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There was but one ﬁeld nearby suitable for training and the
owner, Paul Lefebre, worthy citizen of Berneville, wanted to save
his pasture land. And who can blame him? Training was off for
awhile, whereupon all lesser ranks cheered. On the 9th of Septem
ber, however, the thrifty Paul granted permission for the use of
his pasture, on the promise of indemnities, and drill started.
Lt. T. M. Cowan had gone on leave and Capt. A. C. Futcher was
in command of No. 3 Company. LL. W. J. Colquhoun was now
Intelligence Officer; Lt. G. M. Malone remained as Asst.Adjutant,
as Capt. E. W. Haldenby was in England at Staff College; Capt.
A. C. H. Andrews was made O.C. of No. 4 Company and Capt.
G. B. Chisholm, O.C. of No. 1 Company. Two Valuable N.C.O.’s
were lost on the 10th when Sgts. W. K. Galloway and J. Russell
left for England and Cadet School.
Also, while here, a strenuous course on the Lewis gun was taken
by all ranks as many of the newer arrivals knew but little of the
mysteries of this comforting and valuable arm. The Corps
Commander paid an unofficial visit in the rain and spent most of it
chatting with the men in the huts, where he found nothing but fine
morale. He had been hinting at the forthcoming offensive during
inspections of other units, but as he had no opportunity to speak
to the men on parade, Lt.Col. Girvan did it for him later. So did
the Brigadier. The weather throughout the stay in rest was cold,
with frequent rain. An issue of a blanket per man helped to keep
rugged bodies cosy. Neither was their spiritual welfare forgotten.
On Sunday, September 8th, Major Creegan conducted a service as
Major Graham, M.C., (13th Battalion R.H. of C.) did on the 15th.
Many of the men also attended Canon Scott’s service in Warlus on
the 14th.
The Battalion moved to Blangy Trench in Corps Reserve, on
the way forward again, on the afternoon of the 19th and straight
away groused when they found Arras outofbounds. An echo of
the “Battle of Arras” probably, or else to hide massing. The
situation was comfortable, in dugouts and shelters, and life was
uneventful to the point of monotony. Capt. H. J. S. Rigby and
Lt. C. E. Read departed for London on leave and Lt. F. C. S.
French, M.M., took the latter’s place in No. 3 Company. Lt. C. E.
Smith went to No. 2 and Lt. V. J. Colquhoun passed from the
Intelligence to the Signals, and before leaving for Corps Reserve
near Hendecourt, which it will be recalled was captured by the
Imperials when the Battalion took the Crow’s Nest, the following
officers joined: Lts. E. L. Fielding, G. Davies, R. W. Nicholson and
M. R. Twomey.

368

48TH HIGHLANDERS OF CANADA

The awaited hour of battle was near. On the 24th Lt.Col.
Girvan attended a conference of the Brigade Battalion Commanders
regarding future operations and on the same afternoon the Battalion
took over trenches southeast of Hendecourt. The next midnight
found them well forward again, in trenches of the Buissy Switch,
where they rested while the last details of the battle on the morrow
were checked, slightly changed and pronounced complete. The
Battalion welcomed Major W. Maybin, M.M., back from hospital,
just before the opening of the battle.
THE ATTACK
By midSeptember the German line was crumbling under blow
upon blow, increasing in force as he went backwards. Victory
was in all Allied hearts and was putting power into the weight of
their arms as it thrilled along the length of the line from Switzer
land to the sea. The Hun was evacuating the Lys Salient (Artois).
The French were on the outskirts of La Fére and the Americans
and the French had straightened the St. Mihiel Salient. Bulgaria
was being routed, Allenby had captured Jerusalem and now an
other blow at the heart of the German defence on the western
front was to be delivered, simultaneously with attacks to be
launched west of Mezieres, west of the Argonne towards Maubeuge
and in Flanders towards Ghent. Sir Douglas Haig had this to
say of the situation regarding these assaults and the relationship
the Canal du Nord and main British “push” had upon them:
“The results to be obtained from the different attacks
depended in a peculiarly large degree upon the British attack
in the centre. It was there that the enemy’s defences were
most highly organized. If these were broken, the threat
directed at his vital systems of lateral communication would
of necessity react upon his defences elsewhere.”

The attack was on the front of the 3rd and 4th Armies with the
Canadian Corps cooperating by crossing the Canal du Nord,
taking Bourlon Wood and high ground to the east. which would
protect the left ﬂank and so open the road to Cambrai. The 11th
British Division and 7th Tank Battalion were attached to the Corps
for its hazardous part. That the operation was one which was studded
with difficulties is very evident in Sir Arthur Currie’s own words:
“On the Corps battle front of 6,400 yards, the Canal du
Nord was impassable on the northern 3,000 yards. The Corps
had, therefore, to cross the Canal du Nord on a front of 2,600
yards and to expand fanwise to a front exceeding 15,000 yards.
This intricate manoeuvre called for most skilful leadership on
the part of commanders and the highest state of discipline on
the part of troops.”

The canal in 1918
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The assembly of the Corps in such a congested area, known by
the enemy to be the only one available, was a dangerous procedure.
Special counterbattery plans were laid to operate during the crucial
period of assembly. With the exception of the 2nd Canadian
Division, every available resource of the Corps was crowded into
that narrow 2,600yard space facing the Canal. Should the need
for the counterbattery plan become imperative, Divisional Com
manders were to say “Hell” to Corps H.Q. who were to retort with
the word “Bricks” and open the heavies.
On the 26th Lt. J. A. McKinnon, the Intelligence Ofﬁcer, looked
over the assembly position for the Battalion, which in effect was
only a sidestep to the right in the Buissy Switch. It started to
rain in the evening and it was under a downpour and through dense
darkness that the move was made. The Battalion was in position
and standing ready by midnight. Amiens, the Crow’s Nest,
DrocourtQuéant, all in the space of ﬁve weeks, had made this
period one which had given them the hardest and most incessant
ﬁghting in their history. They were paying for that long rest.
Studies of aerial photographs revealed many things. The main
defence of the German on the far bank seemed to be his wire,
immense, wide, ugly belts of it. The heavies could do much to take
care of that. His frontline was in “fair condition,” his supports
“weak” and reserves “poor.” So the prebattle observers said.
Trenches of the Marquion Line, including Bourlon Wood and
Bourlon Village, were in poor condition. The areas between these
systems were dotted with old dugouts, trenches and shelters, all of
which could be utilized for defence and, as it turned out, were.
The Canal du Nord was under construction on the outbreak of
war. It was 44 feet wide at the bottom and 64 feet wide at the
intended water level. The height and width of the embankment
varied according to its state of completion, but everywhere it was
high, and the bottom and sides were greasy with rain two days
before the assault. The places of easy crossing were well covered
by machineguns, and, any way it was looked at, the job was a
difficult one, requiring courage and determination to carry it through
under the heavy ﬁre expected. All bridges had been sent skywards
by the Hun when he retired behind it, but there were possible
crossings at the InchySains Road and at the MoeuvresBourlon
Road, in the centre of which was a large crater.
The thing unknown was the depth of his defence and the strength
of it to the north of the crossing place, all of which could be directed
against the Canadians as they fanned out to the north and worked
up the canal to SainslèsMarquion and Marquion. The 3rd

3rd Bde Battle Plan
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Brigade formed the left ﬂank and they had to work northeast of
the Canal, behind the impassable section of it, as well as strike
east, the direction which it had become natural to follow in attack.
The 3rd and 4th Divisions, who would take Bourlon Wood, were on
their right and from there the assault stretched for miles to the south.
The plan of battle was complicated beyond the usual operation
orders, which were always complicated. But whittled down they
meant this to the 3rd Brigade:
(a) The 14th Battalion will advance on a frontage of 300 yards,
cross the Canal, pass through the belts of wire, and swing to
the left along them and mop them up to the northern
battalion boundary. This Battalion will capture Sains
lèsMarquion and mopup all the ground within the Red
Line (1st Objective).
(b) The 13th Battalion will follow close on the 14th and swing
to the left. On a one company front they will then clear
up the shellhole defence system between the Green Line (End
Objective) and the ArrasCambrai Road. They will be
responsible for capturing and clearing Marquion and all
ground within the battle area.
(c) The 15th Battalion will follow close on the 13th Battalion,
or if bridges are erected by this time, will cross by the
shortest possible route and will mopup the trench and
shellhole system and advance to the ﬁnal objective (the
Blue Line).
(d) The 16th Battalion will remain in Brigade Reserve in Buissy
Switch.

Following issuance of this order Lt.Col. Girvan framed the
operation instructions for his Battalion:
(a) No. 1 Company will then attack (on reaching Green Line
held by 13th Battalion) on a 3platoon frontage in lines of
sections, and will capture all ground including the Marquion
Line, as far as the Blue Line.
(b) No. 3 Company will follow on a twoplatoon frontage in lines
of sections and will attack and capture the remaining trench
systems, up to the Blue Line.
(c) No. 2 Company will attack on the left and will mopup area
between the Canal du Nord Line and the Canal itself, up
to the Blue Line.
(d) No. 4 Company will follow 600 yards behind No. 1 Company
and will be prepared to defend against any attack from the
east. (In this case the east meant their right as they were
attacking north.) One platoon will go forward with No. 1
Company to mopup and defend Sauchicourt Farm. No. 1
Company will call on No. 4 for reinforcements if necessary.
(e) When the Blue Line is captured the 11th British Division
will exploit ground to the north. The 2nd Brigade on our
right will try to reach the Yellow Line also.

Frontline strength
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(f) After capture of the Blue Line. the 169th Brigade will
commence crossing Canal north of the ArrasCambrai Road
and will take over our front together with the 34th British
Brigade.”

The outlook for the show was not one to inspire conﬁdence.
As always in a leapfrog attack, the orders could only be carried out
with exactness—IF—the ﬁrst attackers reached their objectives.
There seemed to be too many “ifs.” With their usual equanimity,
however, the orders were studied by the officers and all ranks grimly
determined to carry them out. There was a visual signalling scheme
on a large scale, as the advance was so wide and so deep, and growing
wider as it progressed, that no other method was feasible. There
was also a signal arrangement with the tanks but the 15th Battalion
had no occasion to use them. This was explained in Lt.Col.
Girvan’s Afterbattle Summary. Under the subhead “Tanks” was
placed the terse information: “We saw no tanks.”
Late in the afternoon of the 25th a muster roll by the platoon
commanders disclosed the frontline strength:
No. 1 Company . . . . . . . . .
No. 2 Company . . . . . . . . .
No. 3 Company . . . . . . . . .
No. 4 Company . . . . . . . . .

Officers
4
4
4
4

Total . . . . . . . . . . .

16

Other Ranks
118
111
113
111
453

So, to this waiting area, jammed with men, where a stiff strafe
would be disastrous and where all ranks could only look with doubt
on the immensity of the complicated job ahead of them, came the
Zero Hour. After much observation of the time the moon went
down, and the hour at which day was in the habit of breaking just
then, Zero had been placed at 5.20 a.m., September 27th. Getting
the troops in for the surprise of Amiens was a masterstroke of staff
work and organization. At Canal du Nord it was marvellous.
The guns were in place, their shells stacked and their lanyards
waiting the tick of the second that said Canal du Nord was on.
The engineers waited in diverse and hidden places with their bridge
materials, and the Highlanders waited for the third red dawn of
battle of the month. All night the lines remained quiet, the dark
ness unbroken except for the steady, harassing ﬁre by our artillery,
neither more nor less than that of other nights.
One gun yapped out. It was asecond ahead of its thousand
brothers. Its echo was swallowed in the shock of the barrage that
spread for miles to the south and lit the world with a red glare that
rose and fell but never died until day grew pale behind Cambrai.

The Canal and the Agache
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The 14th Battalion was up and away, swamped the few hostile
machineguns this side of the Canal, slid down the bank, dry now,
crossed the bottom under heavy ﬁre, climbed the far side and
started to fan to the north and east. Time, for the waiting High
landers, passed slowly under the arch of shells, and the tumult that
rose, fell to a jabber, then rose again to a sustained roar. Six
o’clock passed and the 13th Battalion, Royal Highlanders, had also
vanished ahead. Seven o’clock came and went, with no man in the
ranks knowing how went the day up forward. Were any of those
“ifs” going to fail? Was the job going to be too big for them?
Then it was 8.45 a.m. and the relief of action for the 15th
Battalion. The scouts had gone ahead at 8 o’clock to locate the
crossings which the engineers were labouring under heavy ﬁre and
much difficulty to build. The Highlanders ﬁrst came to the little
Agache River which the 14th had crossed on planks and the 13th
waded. The 15th mostly waded, their kilts ﬂoating and their
riﬂes high. As they came up to the raised Canal bank, looking
across to where our barrage was ploughing up the world in jumping
clouds of earth and brick dust, they met the ﬁre which had been
hampering the engineers. Things looked black and that which
was to occur many times that day happened. Owing to the
“fanning out” there were many gaps. The front widened steadily
and in addition, near the Canal, it was necessary to move forward
in ﬁle between the wire belts. That prevented a close search. It
was seen that the 13th had missed many Huns—the far bank was
spitting ﬁre all along. The front was widening too swiftly. Keith
Wood, the scattered woods between it and the Canal, as well as the
eastern bank between the woods and the crossings, were held, and
not weakly. The Battalion had expected casualties but did not
count upon infantry opposition so early They found themselves
involved long before reaching the point at which they were to have
taken up the attack. One crossing was up, just opposite Sainslès
Marquion, and Lt. McKinnon and his scouts were despatched to
deal with nests of snipers and machinegunners along the Canal
bank. This they did effectively and the Battalion was able to
cross the Big Ditch and gain shelter of the woods with few casualties.
Lt. W. Proudfoot, however, was killed by a shell during the crossing.
The Scout Officer was wounded in the arm during the cleanup job
He cut off his sleeve, had it bandaged, and carried on.
Then there was more trouble. The Hun held Marquion and
the Marquion Line north from Chapel House. From there he was
able to bring sharp machinegun ﬁre to bear on the eastern side of
the wood. There was no hope of going through that way until
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the Marquion Line was clear. He should already have been
moppedup and out of it. He was thick between Keith Wood and
the Canal, and Keith Wood itself was strongly held. He seemed
to be everywhere and throughout the passage forward small parties
popped up from unexpected lairs again and again. Most of the
area along the Canal was a veritable rabbit warrenten Huns
were born into the light of day from somewhere every minute or
so. The 15th went into them like ferrets—but there were delays
and casualties until they were rooted out, over ground which was
to have been crossed swiftly, in artillery formation.
The situation was critical. For a time it seemed that it was
going to be impossible to get out of SainslèsMarquion. The Hun
had strong reserves and they were pouring in from the east on the
Brigade’s open ﬂank behind the 13th to the north. It was useless
to attempt as yet to advance according to plan and the entire line
began grimly to clean out the posts, thickening in strength across
their front. Everything was in the air and success and failure
wavered in the balance that only individual courage of men and
ﬁne leadership of officers could swing the right way. Lt.Col.
Girvan, striving to obtain order out of chaos and to grasp the facts
of the wild confusion, sent the following message to Brigade:
“Situation is very obscure. I have part of a company at
W.16.D.5—and the others are in SainslèsMarquion. We
appear to be surrounded and are being attacked from two
sides. Verbal message from Major Sinclair (O.C. 13th Bn.) to
same effect.”

That message was sent at 11.45 a.m., long after the Battalion
was to have jumpedoff from the Green Line beyond Marquion,
far ahead. The desperation of this morning of ﬁerce battle is plain.
But the Battalion fought doggedly forward. Gradually the defence
was being broken and in another 30 minutes the companies were
forming and proceeding to their various jobs. The 14th Battalion
had taken SainslèsMarquion on time; the 13th, battered and
smashed, were lost in the fog of things. Capt. Chisholm and No. 1
Company swung directly north and started to clean out the Marquion
Line as they progressed. Capt. Futcher and No. 3 Company
followed along the road leading to Marquion village from Sainsles
Marquion and met abundant and grim evidence of the path of the
13th Battalion. Wounded men with white, paintwisted faces, in
silent preoccupation bound themselves up or crawled painfully back.
Faces lay unwinking in the sun. Now and then Huns rose up in the
path of the 15th and attempted to check this second line of
advancing Highlanders. The “fanning” manoeuvre was testing
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them with the great difficulties they had expected. Because of the
delay the barrage had gone far ahead and so afforded no protec
tion to the attackers.
Determined and desperate opposition began slowing the advance
of all companies. It stiffened and the advance once more was in
jeopardy. The Hun was driving in from the east, from Marquion,
which was to have been the point at which the 15th was to take
over the advance from the 13th. That right ﬂank was still unpro
tected and the enemy posts in Keith Wood were being reinforced.
Capt. F. D. Grant was leading No. 2 Company along the low ground
near the Canal, intent upon entering Marquion from the westerly
side. Keith Wood was cleaned out, or thought to be, after sharp
ﬁghting. No. 1 Company fought slowly forward directly north and
No. 4, the reserve company, waited in a ﬁeld near the wood.
Then, as the other companies struggled to make headway
against machineguns and strongly held posts, came near disaster
for No. 4 Company. The men of this company, watching the
attack on the village, were startled by the abrupt presence of
an officer and some 30 Germans, who suddenly appeared from
Keith Wood, behind them, and opened ﬁre with machineguns at
40 yards range It was fast and demoralizing, and only the swift,
ﬁghting mind of the Company Commander staved off a serious
check. While other men were still numbed, Capt. Winnifrith was
in action with a Lewis gun engaging the Maxims, and swinging his
entire riﬂe strength into the face of the ambushing Hun. By his
quick and determined action and by the weight and accuracy of
his ﬁre, he beat down that of the enemy and saved what was a very
nasty situation. The surviving Germans gave it up and surrendered
in bulk. Several men of No. 4 Company were shot in the head.
Elated with their little victory, No. 4 Company now began to follow
No. 1. The 7th Battalion were beginning to cross the Canal to
attack further east, and the danger of a ﬂanking movement by the
enemy on the right grew less.
Meantime, Nos. 2 and 3 Companies were slowly ﬁltering forward
and coming up to the village. They were going warily for there
was still a pestilential ﬂanking ﬁre from the right, in addition to
occasional posts in front of them. Then they were suddenly met
with a swinging sweep of machinegun ﬁre from behind the wire
in front of the town, out of the windows, from a score of angles.
The Hun held Marquion. The 13th had fought gallantly but had
been checked. Their “B” Company was led by one officer and a
lancecorporal, and their “D” Company had found it impossible
under that ﬁre to cut by hand the wide belt of wire guarding the
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town. They had met frontal and ﬂanking ﬁre and a masked battery
had Opened on them at 250 yards range. The 13th were pinned to
earth, stopped cold. The 15th Battalion now went to ground.
Then came those shellhole debates, conferences between captain
and subaltern, platoon commander and noncom., on which an
attack often hinged.
While a decision was being arrived at, the confused Hun began
shelling the town, but before the attack got under way the enemy
gunners were evidently advised that Marquion was still theirs, for this
unplanned aid for the assaulting Highlanders was abruptly cut off.
Shortly, khaki ﬁgures were seen advancing on the right, and
the raking ﬁre from the ﬂank eased off a little. The path into the
town was guarded by thick wire. There were lanes in it—all
covered by machineguns. In the advance, touch here and there
had been lost and the ﬁre from Marquion had scattered the
companies. They would have to take the town by inﬁltration. The
officers now attempted reorganization before attacking the Village.
The battle had a lull and in the midst of it up the road from
SainslèsMarquion marched Headquarters details. They were in
fours and believed that Marquion had fallen. Close behind them
came Battalion H.Q. They started to enter Marquion by the road
and walked into the muzzle of a machinegun that opened with a
roar over the rim of a sandbagged parapet. The scouts, signallers,
runners and other details scattered for the doorways and the scant
cover available. Lt. McKinnon now led a rush on the block and
crammed into this moment were many gallant acts. Runner Duffy
was killed as he tried to bomb, so was Pte. Percy Slade. Then they
were over the barricade and into the town. At the same time
along the edge of the village came the companies. With knees
gauged and ripped, as they scrambled and tore legs and kilts free
from the barbs, they fought over the wire and trenches, and gained
the houses.
Many were left to sleep that night on the wire. A few Hun
machinegunners had been killed in the windows by riﬂe grenades
and our Lewis gunners stopped a few more, but the Highlanders
went in expecting a stiff ﬁght. But the Hun quit. Just who took
Marquion is obscure. H.Q. details claim the honour. No doubt
it was the combined and concentrated pressure of the 15th, and
13th remnants, who stormed in with them, which caused the
stubborn town to fall. It had been well held at long range but
ﬁghting at close quarters was spurned.
More than 200 prisoners were captured, which didn’t include
the wounded ones, and many more ﬂed the town from the rear.
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So many got away that day by retreating onthedouble when they
ﬂinched from bayonet and bomb, that Lt.Col. Girvan recommended
that in all future actions, Brigade Vickers guns should follow the
advance closely. They would have had ﬁne shooting at Canal
du Nord.
Lt. French, M.M., of No. 3 Company, was the first of that
Company to lead his platoon into the village. On his heels came
Lt. W. Keele and then Capt. F. W. J. Grant and Lt. G. MacKenzie
with No. 2 Company. They all would contest H.Q. details’ right
to the capture for there was no appreciable time between them.
Once going, they couldn’t be stopped. Marquion was so strongly
held, however, that if the Hun had had the heart for it, he might
have held out for hours.
The town was cluttered with machineguns and other trophies
but the troops were too busy to count them. The 13th Battalion
now reorganized and occupied the Green Line just beyond the town.
In forcing the town, Capt. G. B. Chisholm had been wounded and
Lt. L. Noble, leading a section of No. 3 Company, had been killed.
It was this young officer’s ﬁrst time in the line. He did splendid
work in the brief spell fate had given him. Lt. D. Logan, who had
also arrived since DrocourtQuéant, was wounded.
The casualties had been heavy and the Highlanders had only
reached their jumpingoff point. It was now 1.30 p.m. The
artillery barrage had passed over Marquion at 10.45 a.m., which
gave the Hun beyond the town ample time to reorganize his defence
as the advance of his foe ate its slow way forward. Lt.Col. Girvan
in Marquion saw that the high ground southeast of the town had
not been gained, which made his chances bad for further advance.
The 2nd Brigade to the east had also run into stiff opposition and
was late. Neither had there been an attack made against the high
ground east of the woods until well after noon. But the reorganiz
ation went on and shortly they were ready to carry the ﬁght through.
The situation did not look cheering. Communication was bad
until Marquion was won and put behind. Owing to the nature
of the country, visual signalling proved impracticable and all
messages had to go by runner. Some got through and some failed.
Now a message was sent to Brigade advising that the 15th
Battalion were pushing on and would take the Blue Line. Despite
their setbacks and the exhaustion of all ranks, they had no doubt
they would take it and ﬁnish their assigned job, which, actually;
was only now starting.
In a few moments they were going forward in open order—very
open for men were few and their frontage had widened dangerously—
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and the ﬁghting grew stiff at once. By rushing from cover to cover,
cleaning the Hun out of trench and shellhole and gully, they worked
grimly, steadily on. Here and there posts were come upon which
were well led and fought bravely. It took an hour for them to
reach the Blue Line and then our own barrage began to fall dead
ahead of them on the right. The 11th British Division were now
coming up on the right and assembling for the advance and this
tumult of British shells in front of the Highlanders was the ﬂank of
their barrage. The left ﬂank of the Highlanders, however, cleaned
out the Blue Line, ﬁlled sandbags and piled the smaller, readymade
ones of the Huns’ in front of their shellhole lips and did all things
possible to consolidate. The right ﬂank, in good order, took up a
position out of the barrage after they had cleaned out the area,
and their day, as far as ﬁghting was concerned, was done. No
armed enemy remained in or behind the last objective.
It had been a glorious ﬁnale for the Highlanders and to this
Month of Battles. They had captured more than 300 prisoners
and scores of machineguns. It was estimated that the Battalion
had put at least 50 machineguns out of action by either killing their
crews or taking them prisoners. It had been a machinegun
defence. The elation of their triumph after a long day of desperate
ﬁghting was marred at the end by the death of Capt. Winnifrith
on their last objective. “Winny” had been commissioned long ago,
in the Salient, and throughout had proved a valiant and brilliant
officer in action. His last ﬁght had been, perhaps, his greatest. He
had become one of the familiar ﬁgures of the Battalion, always
there, always to be relied upon. He had worn a private’s tunic
this day and when badly wounded was carried back on a stretcher
by men of his own company. Perhaps he knew that this thing, this
end unfeared by a courageous soldier, had come for him, for it is
doubtful if he would have survived his wounds, even had a second
catastrophe not happened to him. A shell, it is believed, fell
amongst the party, knocking them all out. Capt. Winnifrith was
buried by Imperials as Pte. Winnifrith and when the report came
through, Major Maybin went to the spot, found the men who had
buried him and then discovered his hurried grave and identiﬁed
him. He now sleeps under his correct rank and name, beside the
Marquion Road.
Lt. R. Carruthers was wounded and Lt. W. D. Pearson, another
new officer, had been killed. Lt. W. J. Colquhoun, the Signal
Officer, was wounded. So was Lt. G. F. MacKenzie. Sgt. R. L.
Lemm, a gallant No.1 Company noncom., out since May, 1915,
was dead, as were 31 other N.C.O.’s and men. Seventeen men were
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missing, most of whom were found to have been killed, and 117
N.C.O.’s and men were wounded. The total casualties for the
crossing of the Canal du Nord were 155, officers and other ranks,
killed, wounded and missing.
As planned, if it were found not possible for the Canadian Corps
to carry out the second phase of the attackwhich meant a further
advance—the 3rd Brigade were to draw back into Divisional
Reserve. Early in the night, then, they occupied trenches east of
Marquion, where they rested and cleaned up while the ﬁght still
drummed on in the north, south and east. While the Canadians
had been attending to the left ﬂank, the Imperials for miles to the
south had fought across the Canal and had gained success on success.
Fourteen divisions attacked in the northern section of the British
assault and 11 made progress. Far down on the right the Coldstream,
Scots and Irish Guards, hard pressed, saw the white lights of the
Canadians’ “Objective Taken,” and when three white Verys rose
over Bourlon Wood, they were mightily cheered for there graves
of the Guards were thick.
The Battalion had been feeding, when they ate at all, upon dry
and monotonous bully and biscuits, with occasional Maconachie,
slightly warmed over cans of solidiﬁed alcohol. On the afternoon
of the 29th the Hun was going back so fast that he was tripping
over his own heels and it was safe for the transport to cross the
Canal. It was a welcome relief to see the black cookwagons and
sooty chefs 500 yards to the east of Battalion H.Q. and south of the
ArrasCambrai Road. The second and third days passed with
little event for the Battalion.
The Hun gave Marquion a vindictive shelling on the 29th and
6 men were wounded by stray shells. That afternoon the Battalion
was warned to stand ready to move at a moment’s notice. Lt.
H. H. Donald, Acting Adjutant, had all available officers come up
from the transport and before the Battalion went forward during
the late afternoon of the 30th, Lts. Phillips, Davies, Brokenshire,
Littler, Kyles and Capt. J. Robertson had joined their companies.
The Battalion were now situated north west of fortiﬁed Bourlon
Wood, of grim history, where they had settled about 6.30 p.m.
During the afternoon a conference of Battalion Commanders had
been held at Brigade H.Q.—which always meant action—and at
7 o’clock the Company Commanders crowded into Battalion H.Q.
to talk it over with the C.O.
The 15th Battalion, which had led the attack on the Crow’s
Nest and ﬁnished the Brigade’s share at the DrocourtQuéant Line
and over the Canal du Nord, now had their turn in Brigade Reserve.
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After the Canal du Nord had been crossed the advance waves came
up against bitter opposition and the Hun, with his back to the wall
and ﬁghting with the courage of despair, regained for a brief
moment his old, masterly style. On the 30th he pushed back an
attack, although Tilloy fell. Now another operation was scheduled
for dawn of October 1st, and the 3rd Brigade’s share was to capture
Blécourt, Bantigny and Cuvillers.
That afternoon the Battalion and all the front thrilled to news
of another campaign. A wire came from Brigade H.Q., saying:
“Bulgaria has surrendered unconditionally.” The thrill of victory
in their grasp throbbed up and down the lines of the ﬁercely ham
mering Allied divisions and added one more incentive to smash and
smash, to strike blow upon blow until it was driven into the
arrogant head of the Hun by point of bayonet and weight of shell
that he was beaten.
The Battalion stumbled and felt their way through the night
into their reserve position, close up, to the north and east of Raillen
court, meeting guides on the ArrasCambrai Road at 2.30 a.m.,
October 1st. The entire assembly was carried through in a heavy
downpour which made the night and the going a misery. The rain
started at 11 p.m. and continued until after Zero Hour, which was
5 a.m. Battalion H.Q. was in Raillencourt and No. 3 Company
had 50 bodies of dead Germans staring vacantly to the skies to keep
them company. After much blind and blasphemous progress in
the wet darkness of the stormy night, all were settled. No. 2
Company H.Q. was a funkhole in the side of the trench and the
other companies had positions which were in no wise more cheering.
The 13th Battalion hoppedoff under the lee of the barrage,
captured Sancourt and took the high ground south of Blécourt after
sustained and nasty ﬁghting. The 14th and 16th then drove through
and put Blécourt behind them and were to continue on to add
Cuvillers and Bantigny to their bag They did for awhile, after a
splendid ﬁght under disastrous conditionsan open ﬂank with the
resultant deadly enﬁlade ﬁre. They had later to relinquish some
of the ground they had won, through no fault of their own but
through the failure of the attack on their left. They had their
objectives, or were close upon them, at 8.30 a.m.
Then the counter activities of the desperately ﬁghting enemy
grew in weight and strength from the northeast. The 16th
Battalion called for aid. No. 1 Company, under Capt. Robertson;
No. 2 Company under Capt. F. W. Grant; and No. 4 under Lt.
Twomey, went up in artillery formation to be in close support.
They came under the command of Lt.Col. C. W. Peck. At 10
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o’clock the situation was hopeless in front and the line fell back,
establishing itself west of Blécourt. The line ﬂuctuated during the
day, as the ﬁght went on, but it rested that night along the line of
the ArrasCambrai Railway. The Hun was ﬁghting now. The
three companies of the 15th Battalion were not thrown into the
frontline excepting at odd gaps. Lt. L. B. Kyles was badly
wounded during the morning. Lt. R. W. Nicholson was wounded,
Sgt. A. Gray of No. 2 Company, Runner L. G. Young and two other
men were killed and eight were wounded. Lt. W. W. Keele and Pte.
J. W. A. Buette were wounded but remained on duty.
At 2 a.m. of October 2nd the 15th Battalion was on its way
back to Corps Reserve, being situated again in the Sunken Road
and along the Railway near Bourlon, astride the ArrasCambrai
Road, where Lt. Fielding and the carrying and working parties
which had been attached to Brigade, rejoined them.
While the Canadian Corps had been taking the Canal du Nord
many sectors on the western front had seen troops of the Allies driv
ing back exhausted German divisions. Thirteen American divisions
and 27 French had battered through in the Argonne; 13 Belgian
divisions and 6 British, under the King of the Belgians, had reached
the MeninRoulers Road. The German, in a month, had lost a
quarter of 21. million prisoners, an immense number of guns and
vast quantities of irreplaceable stores. His main line of resistance
was overrun or breaking, down the length of the line. Now in front
of the Canadians loomed the City of Cambrai as a golden prize.
It was doomed to fall. The world of tired, shocked and warworn
fighting men of the Allies felt the thrill of victory. Within a matter
of hours there was to be a night, and then many nights thereafter,
when the skies burned redly with the fires of surrender. From far
and from near the men of the 15th Battalion saw the glow on the
horizon that marked retreat, and a great peace entered their hearts.

Ch XXIV. Victory

CHAPTER XXIV.

VICTORY
See, yon lark has a mocking rapture
As the mourning clouds drift by,
And I know that he smiles with the minstrel
And laughs at the gloom of the shy.

midst of the elation and the suspense
I Ndays,thewhen
the hope in all hearts was a bit

of these glorious
beyond believing,
Lt.Col. C. E. Bent, C.M.G., D.S.O., came back to his Battalion
from hospital. He was greeted like a father by a loving family and
the tales of the Crow’s Nest, the DrocourtQuéant and the crossing
of the Canal were recounted far into the night. He arrived on
the afternoon of October 3rd, while the Battalion rested near
Bourlon, and Lt.Col. John P. Girvan, M.C., turned over the
command, and assumed the duties of secondincommand. On
the same day orders carried the information that Major Wm.
Maybin, M.M., had been awarded the Military Cross for his fine
work at Amiens. It was well deserved. The Major had served
from the outbreak of war, rose from private to be sergeantmajor,
then was commissioned, and was the second private soldier to
command the Regiment in battle, as he did on August 9th. The
weather was cold but clear and as drill was light and rations and
rest plentiful, there was swift recuperation. The moonlight nights
were the cause of much language that was easy and free, as the
menacing drone of bombers and the shatter of their demoralizing
“eggs” gave no peace. Bombing of billets in the latter days of
the war was an irritation unknown during the ﬁrst three years of
it and the men refused to accept the midnight straﬁng of billets
by bombs, more nervewearing than shells, with the philosophy
with which they stood up under a frontline bombardment. Once
billets meant peace. Now there was peace nowhere.
On October 5th they had moved to the VisenArtois area. The
pipe band was split between companies and details, and with 500
yards interval between, they marched down the ArrasCambrai
Road to trench positions on our side and south of Biache St. Vaast.
The 3rd Brigade were to let the 12th British Brigade out of it for
awhile. Lt. Skene had returned from a reconnaissance with the
news that there would be quietness up forward and Lt.Col. Bent
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decided that 40 men per Company should be left out of the line
to rest and train. Thus a skeleton battalion relieved the 2nd
Essex
during
the
night
of
the
6th.
In this ﬁrst week in October, Lts. G. C. Burton, G. N. Phillips,
J. C. Webster and 100 men were taken on the strength on draft
and 18 casuals got back from hospital. The Battalion learned now,
too, that Sgts. C. J. McInnes of No. 3 Company, R. W. Rowell
of No. 4, and Lt. L. B. Kyles, a new ofﬁcer wounded on the 1st,
had died of injuries in the C.C.S. Orders also at this time carried
a list of honours and awards. Lt.Col. C. E. Bent, C.M.G., D.S.O.,
was awarded a bar to his Distinguished Service Order for his gallant
leadership at Amiens. Capt. G. S. Winnifrith, splendid ﬁghting
ofﬁcer, killed after crossing the Canal du Nord, never learned that
he had been awarded the Military Cross, as had also Capt. J.
Robertson and Lt. W. H. Denton. Lt. G. B. Chisholm was
awarded a bar to his Cross. The Distinguished Conduct Medal was
bestowed upon Sgt. W. R. Bell, C.S.M. J. L. Watson, M.M., and
Sgt. J. H. Wells.
They got away to a bad start for their move into the line.
About 5.30 p.m., just before fallin time, the Hun spotted the
transport lines and the heavies started to spread the stores over the
landscape. Sgt. J. Caldwell was killed and C.Q.M.S. R. H. Lawrence
and 4: men were wounded. Fifteen minutes later the Battalion
was clear of the area. They met guides at the crossroad in Boiry
and were in position by 9 o’clock in the evening, when Major Girvan
reconnoitred the positions. No. 1 Company took the right ﬂank,
No. 4 the left, No. 2 was in support and No. 3 in reserve.
The frontline position was a peculiar one. Their area was wide
and No Man’s Land was a mystery. The low ground had been
inundated and the front conformed more or less to the windings of
the Trinquis River. To the leftfront was Biache St. Vaast, held
by the 23rd British Division, heavily wired, and part of the second
series of strong defences of the DrocourtQuéant Line. Also as a
general left boundary, was the brimming Scarpe Canal, 400 yards
wide. Everything was indeﬁnite. The position of the 3rd Brigade
was now, roughly, to the left and rear of Cambrai. Late in the
night of the 7th a patrol of 5 men, led by ScoutSgt. Butterﬁeld,
left our lines at 10 p.m., crossed Trinquis Creek and proceeded
northeast to the Scarpe Canal. They followed the tow path on
the bank for 250 yards and were ﬁred on by machineguns. They
succeeded in getting near enough to throw a few Mills.
Every rumour brought word of low morale of the Hun, of
exhausted divisions and depleted riﬂe strength, of reverses in the
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north and south, and of an enemy defeated and near the breaking
point. The tour was uneventful and was developing into a period
of wary watchfulness for the retreat which had been expected to
occur on the 5th or shortly thereafter. Cambrai was trembling in
the balance and the entire British line was taut with suspense.
The end seemed imminent. But with the exception of a “Chinese
Attack,” in which a smoke screen was thrown in front of our lines
at 3.30 a.m. on the 8th, to help confuse as the British were at him
in the south, the principal excitement was when a shell made a
direct hit on the runners’ cookhouse. The cook was luckily away
on a rustling expedition. Late that day the British on the left
were able to occupy Biache with little struggle, and No. 1 Company,
under Lt. T. M. Cowan, pushed out patrols on our side of the canal
and were able to establish touch with patrols of the 2nd Middlesex
on the left. There were no casualties.
At 1.30 a.m. of October 9th the grumbling front broke into the
sustained roar of action and the enveloping operation to squeeze
the enemy out of Cambrai was on. It rained heavily, a cold wind
blew, and a dense mist hung low over all the ﬁeld of battle. By
3.30 a.m. the 3rd Canadian Division had patrols in the outskirts
of Cambrai and shortly after dawn word came through from Brigade:
“Cambrai has fallen.”
The Hun line was broken—irretrievably. Close upon the heels
of this, word reached Battalion H.Q. that the Boche had withdrawn
between the Escaut and the Sensée Canal, and orders were issued
that patrols were to feel him out. Lt. Skene and his scouts went
forward but found machinegun posts strongly manned by the
enemy along the bank of the canal.
On this day, to the victorious Corps, the Canadian Corps
Commander issued a special laudatory Order of the Day, dealing
with operations since September 26th, in which he said in part:
“In your advance you overcame the very formidable
obstacle of the Canal du Nord; you carried by assault the
fortiﬁed Bourlon Wood, the Marcoing Line, and seized the
high ground extending along the DouaiCambrai Road. The
towns of Oisy le Verger, Epinoy, Haynecourt, Marquion, Sains
lèsMarquion. Sancourt, Neuville St. Remy and Tilloy are now
ours, and patrols have entered Cambrai itself.
“You have taken in this battle more than 7,000 prisoners
and 200 ﬁeld and heavy guns, thus bringing the total captures
of the Corps since August 8th, to 28,000 prisoners, 500 guns and
3,000 machineguns, 69 towns and villages and 175 square miles
of French soil, from the deﬁling Hun.”

The pressure all along the line and the fall of Cambrai made a
withdrawal by the enemy on the immediate front appear imperative.
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He was being squeezed to the north and south. Prisoners stated
that a withdrawal, with Cambrai as the pivot, seemed likely, and
in order to follow him closely, should he go, strong patrols were
pushed forward by the 13th Battalion on the right, and the 15th on
the left of the 3rd Brigade’s area.
The 15th Battalion party was made up of the Intelligence
Section and No. 3 Company. No. 9 Platoon, under Lts. Inglis
and Burton, were to cross the Trinquis Creek, and establish a bridge
head on the Canal consisting of three strongposts. No. 12 (Lt.
Skene), No. 11 (Capt. Futcher) and No. 10 Platoon (Lt. Tait)
were then to push on and take up a position in the Hindenburg
Line, with the left on the canal and the right ﬂank on the 13th
Battalion. Two platoons of No. 1 Company were then to follow
closely, Battalion H.Q. was to move up, as was No. 2 Company.
But little of this happened. Led by the Battalion Scouts the
party safely crossed the Trinquis, but discovered to their cost that
the Hun posts were still manned and active along the canal. Lt.
Skene fell, killed by a machinegun bullet, and, as it developed,
proved to be the last officer of the Regiment to be killed in action
in the war. Pte. Beer, a scout, was killed also. ScoutSgt. Butter
field and Sgt. J. J. MacDonald of No. 3 Company were wounded,
as were several other men. The night was jet black, the ground
was unknown, so the attempt was abandoned, as orders were: “If
slight opposition is met, drive through; if strong, halt and wait for
orders.”
Dawn of October 11th. The 8th British Division broke the
Hindenburg Line on the immediate left ﬂank. The 15th Battalion
was ordered immediately to standto and prepare to take advantage
of any withdrawal on our front.
“VitryenArtois has fallen,” a report said, and at 9.30 a.m. two
scouts went forward and conﬁrmed this. Thirty minutes later,
with the whole area on its toes, information was received that the
16th Battalion, who had relieved the 13th the previous night, were
going to advance and occupy the Hindenburg Line. The 15th
thereupon pushed out patrols to do likewise. Lt. G. Davies and
one platoon went forward at noon, occupied part of the trench
system, established several posts, and were followed at 3 o’clock
by the balance of No. 2 Company under Capt. F. W. Grant, who got
in touch with the 16th Battalion on the right. An hour later Capt.
Futcher and No. 3 Company crossed the Trinquis, went through
Biache St. Vaast, and connected on the left ﬂank with the troops
in Vitry. By late afternoon the entire Battalion was forward in
the strong system of trenches—in the trenches of the vaunted
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Hindenburg Line. Early in the evening they had patrols and posts
far forward of it and by 10.30 that night full communication with
Brigade and the ﬂank battalions had been established.
It had all been done with but one man wounded. The Hun
was “hopping it.” As they moved forward, about a mile, the
elation in the victorious advance just starting ran through the
Battalion, though they still could not foresee the nearness of the
end. Words may not describe the feeling in the hearts of war
weary veterans on this great day and through the glories of the
days to come.
Throughout the 11th of October those “ﬁres of surrender” had
been burning. Columns of smoke were going up at intervals behind
Noyelle, behind Metier Hill, near Brebieres, and puffs of white
smoke broke from the top of the hill late in the afternoon to denote
the ﬁring of a large dump. Stores, dumps, châteaux and towns were
burning everywhere along the line. It was at once glorious and
terrible. At midnight of October 11th12th Lt.Col. Bent conferred
with the Brigade Commander and further orders resulted to keep
up mild pressure.
Six a.m. on October 12th found the Battalion in the “push” which
cleared Arleux. No. 1 Company, Lt. T. M. Cowan, was on the
left; No. 3 Company, Capt. Futcher, in the centre; No. 4 Company,
Lt. Twomey, on the right, and No. 2 Company, Capt. Grant, in
support. Heavy shelling hampered them from the north bank of
the canal. The left ﬂank, therefore, after a long advance with only
occasional machinegun ﬁre, drew back to wait for the Imperials
on the left to come up. The Battalion was established beyond a
wood 500 yards east of the Sensée Canal, with their right ﬂank
connected with the 16th, and their left resting on the Scarpe Canal,
by 10.30 a.m. The support company was situated in Groves Copse
and Battalion H.Q. in Genois Château, which the Hun hadn’t ﬁred.
By 3 o’clock in the afternoon the British were up and the Battalion
sat still and waited for relief that night by the 3rd Canadian
Battalion, guided in by our runners. There had been several
casualties during the day. The Battalion lost Sig. A. Stewart and
Ptes. J. D. Kelly and S. White of No. 1 Company, killed, and 15
men by wounds, including Sgt. A. V. Swift of No. 3 Company.
It started to rain at dark and continued all night, and as there
was a long march to billets, it was a weary battalion that ﬁnished
the journey through marshes and ﬂooded ﬁelds and along unfamiliar
roads at dawn. There was further shelling in their châteaubillet
and more casualties. But the last tour in an old line, the last time
the 15th Battalion, 48th Highlanders, were to hold a trench under

Maj Girvan's citation
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the grim, heartbreaking, monotonous and indecisive conditions of
the old type of trench ﬁghting, was done.
In reserve it was a case of “No parades today,” except that the
paymaster took the opportunity, which meant that the men could
at least buy decent cigarettes from the canteen. Blankets were
issued against the sharp chill in the air on the 14th, and the stay at
GouysousBellonne proved comfortable. They had baths, the first
for a long time, in St. Rohart Factory, near VisenArtois.
On the 15th of October the funeral of MajorGeneral L. J. Lipsett,
C.B., C.M.G., who was killed in action commanding the 4th (British)
Division, took place in Quéant Cemetery and representatives of
the Battalion attended. His new command, and the personnel of
his old, the 3rd Canadian Division, mourned his death deeply. He
was the last ofﬁcer of his rank in the British Army to be killed in
action.
While here, Major Alan Turnbull, M.C., and Capt. J. Robertson,
M.C., were conﬁrmed in their ranks, and 119 men were up on draft.
Major J. P. Girvan, M.C., Lts. R. Y. Inglis and C. E. Read, M.C.,
C.S.M. J. L. Watson, D.C.M., M.M., and a large squad of eager
other ranks vanished for a brief stay in Paris and England. Major
Girvan’s leave followed on the heels of the notiﬁcation that he had
been awarded the Distinguished Service Order for his gallant
leadership in the smashing of the DrocourtQuéant Line. The
diary recounted Acting Lt.Col. Girvan’s leadership thus:
“The action in which this gallant officer distinguished
himself, occurred on September 1st and 2nd, 1918, on which
dates the strongly fortiﬁed enemy positions in the Drocourt
Quéant Line were successfully overcome. Owing to very
strong enemy resistance, the ﬂank battalions were, however,
unable to come up and it was during this very critical situation
and exposed position of the Battalion that Major Girvan, under
the most trying conditions, directed all operations, fearlessly
exposing himself to all dangers reorganizing units concerned,
in order to meet and overcome the existing dangerous position
of the Battalion. His courageous handling of an extremely
dangerous situation was admired by all, for which the above
honour was conferred.”

At the same time Pte. A. P. Buell, M.M., who was decorated
for gallantry at Amiens, received a bar to his medal. The adjust
ments and promotions were legion amongst the noncoms. C.S.M.
J. Edmondson, D.C.M., No. 1 Company, was conﬁrmed in his rank
and the corporals and acting sergeants who became sergeants were!
R. Alexander, D.C.M., J. Thompson, W. H. Black, J. Moffat
G. McCrone, B. C. Starks, J. A. Baird, R. W. H. Binnie, L. F.
McCracken, O. F. Benyon, J. F. Harrison and N. S. Devenny.
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Before a move was made Lt. G. M. Malone was back from leave,
Lt. C. A. Smith returned from hospital, Lt. F. C. S. French, M.M.,
returned from MonchylePreux, where he had been area com
mandant, Lt. W. J. Phillips of No. 1 Company took the place of the
late Lt. Skene as Scout Ofﬁcer and Lt. J. D. D’Esterre became
Intelligence Ofﬁcer.
On the afternoon of October 17th the Battalion paraded to the
funeral of Major R. O. BellIrving of the 16th Battalion, who had
commanded the 15th for two brief periods. This officer had been a
member of the 1st Contingent and had the misfortune to be mortally
wounded with the war in its dying stages on October 1st in front of
Cambrai. The service was very impressive and representatives of
every unit in the Division were in attendance. A company of the
16th Battalion formed the ﬁring party over the gallant officer’s grave
in the cemetery in Eterpigny.
That afternoon word came that the Hun was in full ﬂight and
the Battalion stoodto. The Belgians had captured Roulers and
Germany had answered the American note on armistice terms.
At 8 o’clock on the 18th, No. 4 Company leading, the Battalion
moved off and marched through Etaing, L’Ecluse and Tortequenne.
The advance to the end was on. After dinner in Tortequenne they
moved to Rocourt to comfortable billets. Battalion H.Q. was in
the great château in the town, which had been H.Q. for a German
Army Commander. The once magniﬁcent building was a smoulder
ing monument to the wanton Hun, bitter in his defeat. It had been
fired deliberately and was merely a smoking shell. The O.C. lived
in the cellar.
Statements made by prisoners and orders issued by the German
High Command told plainly that the German Army of October,
1918, was not what it had been. Discipline was bad, looting was
rife in the backward career, and though some regiments still fought
with their old patriotic stubbornness, the German Army was fast
crumbling internally.
On this day, out of Corps H.Q. came orders which gave instruc
tions as to how the advance was to be carried out. There was no
doubt in any mind but that they were going to keep close on his
heels until he had been driven beyond the Rhine, unless an
armistice stopped them as they mopped him up. But casualties
were to be held down, for the order from Corps H.Q. to the advancing
infantry as to how to carry on, in part was:
“The G.O.C. desires that special care be taken to see that
ground in front is well reconnoitred before advancing, to ensure
that troops do not become engaged against the enemy holding
strong positions.”

The liberated villages
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At dawn they were moving on and at 9 a.m. passed through the
2nd Brigade. They marched out of Rocourt by companies, went
through Lewarde, Masny and, Ecaillon in columnofroute and then
opened into artillery formation and followed in support of the 16th
Battalion, who were attempting to keep close to the ebb of the
feldgrau. It lasted all day with no opposition at all and Very little
up front where the 16th Battalion followed him. The victorious
march of the Corps into Hunheld French soil that day took in the
villages of Bruille, Somain, Fenain, Erre, and the northern part of
Hornaing. It was the most thrilling advance in the history of the
Battalion. Here and there signs of the recent Boche would be
seen and the ﬁres still burned on the horizon ahead.
But it was the emotional civilians, hysterical with joy in their
release from bondage under the heel of the Hun, who made the
day a march of triumph. From somewhere they unearthed the
tricolour of France and cheered, laughed, cried and shouted Vive
la France from the depths of full hearts. Those who did not see
the tears streaming on the cheeks of the deeplymoved peasants
cannot ﬁttingly imagine the joy of this hour. They had little food
but both hands were held out to the Highlanders with coffee, beer
and black bread—everything they had was their liberators’.
They were mad with excitement and overwhelming relief and the
Highlanders were much embarrassed by their affectionate saluta
tions. Women and children followed them, toothless old ladies
kissed grizzled and grumpy sergeants who were jeered for their
blushes. It was a laughing, gay and completely satisfactory day.
It was the first time they had ever really felt like “heroes” and
“saviours of democracy” as ﬂowery pens of the day were wont to
describe hard and cynical ﬁghting men.
Two eighteenpounders tried to keep up to the Battalion and
cavalry advanced with the infantry, feeling forward and keeping
contact, and the cyclists went up and down roads on countless
errands. The infantry were gleeful, for their traditional enemy,
the engineers, slaved as they seldom had since the war began,
searching for booby traps, poisoned wells, bridging crossings over
canals and streams and making themselves exceedingly useful.
Once more they were living hours that only men who were there
may describe. As they wove through ﬁelds, dipped into the
valleys, plodded over the hills, heading into the east, they knew
that along the length of the line, British, Belgian, French and
American troops were pressing the enemy from Switzerland to the
sea. They envisioned a panorama of all the western front—
British khaki and horizon blue of the French sweeping steadily
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forward, and the beaten gray line going backwards on its heels to
the border. Forty hysterical towns and villages and countless
farms and châteaux were liberated that day by the Canadian Corps
from their four bitter years of close acquaintanceship with the
soldiery of the Vaterland. That night the Battalion slept east of
Bois St. Amand on both sides of the HornaingWandignies Road
with Battalion H.Q. in a picturesque château between the two
villages. No. 1 Company billet was in a farm house where the
civilians warned Lt. Cowan that the Hun had a complete trench
system in front of St. Amand. The warning was passed to Brigade.
On it went. On the 20th, a wet, cold and particularly dreary
autumn day, the Battalion passed through the 16th at 9 a.m. and
headed in the general direction of Wallers. Capt. A. C. Futcher
was in command, as Lt.Col. Bent was acting Brigadier. Now
and then there would be glimpses of the retreating Hun. A lorry
would be seen on a far hill or a troop of Jäger zu Pferde (Mounted
Infantry) would be glimpsed for a moment, watching them, before
wheeling to vanish in the rain over the skyline. Occasionally our
Light Horse clashed with them. The German, in the early after
noon, began an excellent rearguard action and after the line had
crossed the HelesmesHasnon Road, heavy machinegun ﬁre
suddenly startled the comparatively peaceful morning. It was a
strong rearguard. Nos. 1 and 3 Companies, in front, took cover,
as there was no way of working to the machineguns excepting by
costly rushes over open ﬁelds. The leftﬂank Battalion was also
held up and the Brigade H.Q. asked for an artillery shoot. The
guns failed to ﬁnd the machinegun nests along the edge of Wallers
Wood and when patrols tried to force them a nasty ﬂurry of
machinegun bursts stopped all movement. Both ﬂanks were now
in similar discomfort and a general halt was called. It was agreed
to remain there that night. The 13th Battalion had taken Wallers
at 11 a.m. that day and a message to all battalions said:
“Information from civilians in Bruille and Somain says
enemy withdrawing to Valenciennes, will stand there tem
porarily. Enemy will retire to frontier before making a
determined stand.”

But even that news failed to ease a miserable night. The
Highlanders were between Wallers Station and the Bois de Wallers
in the open. The rain had become a downpour during the afternoon
and the night brought acute misery for a cold wind blew until dawn.
Lts. C. E. Read and W. J. Phillips had been wounded by machine
gun bullets as they neared Wallers Wood. L/Cpl. W. H. Norris
and Ptes. W. R. Dean, S. S. Illinger and J. S. Macauley were killed
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and 10 men were wounded. These were the last officer casualties
and last men of the 15th Battalion to be killed in action in the war.
There was dread in hearts these days, and the unspoken prayer
of brave men was: “Not at the last. Not just at the last.” No
men were buried with a more sincere sympathy than were those
gallant men who fell—just at the last. To the grayfaced, mud
sheathed warriors who lived all these last, long days of suspense,
death did not come as a release, but as a cup that brimmed with gall.
Friends of the men killed at the end muttered their old “what is to
be will be” in vain. There was peace in it no longer even for the
fatalist. Fate’s harshness could not be forgiven, not just at the end.
Stiff, cold, miserable and cursing the Battalion saw another
murky dawn come up behind the eastern horizon. At 3 a.m. the
1st Battalion on the left had reported that patrols had reached
Grand Bray and before it was actually light the disgruntled High
landers were pushing forward. Patrols went ahead, reached the
railway, and reported that the Hun had “hopped it” during the
night. Capt. Grant, covering 200 yards with his company, found
several jabbering excited peasants trying to say that the Hun was
only 30 minutes in front. The Battalion pushed on, through wet
fields and dripping woods, over brimming ditches and ﬂooded
marshes. Kilts were soggy and heavy and riﬂes were continually
clogging. There was but one ﬂurry of machinegun ﬁre and Pte.
P. J. Larocque of No. 1 Company, went down, wounded, the last
casualty of the 15th Battalion, 48th Highlanders, in the Great War.
For them, though they did not yet know it, the unbelievable
Duration had arrived.
The 16th Battalion jumped over them at the St. AmandValen
ciennes Railway and as the weather had cleared the 15th pushed
on behind with better cheer. The advance was halted by ﬁre from
the windows of Raisnes and they called it a day. The companies
were situated close up to the 16th and that night hope for relief
was in sight. Lt. H. H. Donald, the Adjutant, stated at the end
of a message to all companies: “There is rumour of relief tonight
by 3rd Division.” Then he cautiously added: “Don’t spread it.
in case it is not true.” Why raise false hopes in a drenched,
shivering and thoroughly miserable Battalion? Again it poured
and a chill wind cut into rainweighted clothes. Without protection
they shivered out the night in the open and the one bit of cheer was
the arrival of the cook kitchens at dawn. Then the 9th Brigade
passed through and the 1st Division got its ﬁrst chance to reﬁt
since Canal du Nord. It was a downpour all day and the Battalion
splashed and trudged through it, back to billets in Somain, where
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parades were off and dry socks, hot meals, concerts, baths, and a
ﬁne rest, brought the Battalion back to normal cheerfulness in a day.
Somain was a pleasant home and as Lt.Col. Bent, acting
Brigadier, ordered few parades, he was spoken of as “Good old
Charlie,” though he didn’t know it, and life generally was worth
living. Picquets were placed in the square at night and Somain
took on something of the atmosphere of a peacetime garrison town.
The troops were enjoying themselves, listening to rumours and news
of the rapid advance and letting the war roll on. Fifty men came up
on draft and Lt. A. J. Lester arrived from England. Capt. W.
Maybin M.C., M.M., was back from leave and in command of
the Battalion, and orders at this time stated that the Military
Cross had been awarded to Lt. G. M. Malone, Lt. R. E. Haldenby
and the Medical Officer, Capt. R. D. Mackenzie. all of whom had
served valiantly during these ﬁnal victorious, ﬁghting weeks. Capt.
A. C. Futcher was placed in command of No. 4 Company; Lt. W. C.
Barclay left to be townmajor of Fenain and several promotions
amongst the N.C.O.’s were made before the end of the month.
On the 28th all Very light pistols, wire cutters and other things
symbolic of trench war, were turned into the stores and those cynics
who couldn’t believe that the end was near were now forced to do
so in spite of the disbelief that anything really good could happen
which months of war had taught. Lt.Col. Bent inspected the
Battalion in Somain that day and presented ribbons to all N.C.O.’s
and men who had recently been decorated. There was consterna
tion but no casualties when shells fell on the parade ground. On
the 29th there was another inspection, this time by the G.O.C.
Division. MajorGen. Macdonell gave them a straight talk on
discipline and on absorbing the new drafts. The last day of the
month was spent in more “spit and polish” and the warning came
that on the marrow the Corps Commander would visit Somain.
There was added interest to this inspection, for His Royal High
ness, the Prince of Wales, who was accompanied by Sir Arthur
Currie, the Corps Commander, took the salute of the Brigade as
they marched past in columnofroute on the road. The entire
Brigade was inspected and the G.O.C. of the Corps expressed him
self as being pleased with their discipline and smartness. Later,
H.R.H. spent an hour or so chatting with the men in their Somain
billets.
Early in November the following were promoted to acting rank
as given: Capt. T. M. Cowan, Capt. H. H. Donald, M.C., Capt.
J. A. MacKinnon (in hospital), and Capt. C. E. Read, M.C., one of
the last officers of the Battalion to be wounded. Lts. J. M.

Hostilities will cease...

392

48TH HIGHLANDERS OF CANADA

Henderson, J. C. Henderson, D.C.M., and D. D. Thompson joined
as reinforcements during the ﬁrst week of November and Major
Girvan returned from leave and took over command from Capt,
Maybin.
Dull November days wore along. Then on the 9th the tense
expectation of the end ﬂared high when an order was read on parade
that the enemy plenipotentiaries were crossing the lines, had left
Berlin to meet the Allied CommanderinChief with instructions to
negotiate for an armistice. It was later reported that the Allied
CommanderinChief had stated his conditions and had given the
German envoys 72 hours in which to accept or refuse. Also, it had
already been rumoured that the German Navy had mutinied,
that the Kaiser and Schleswig in Keil were ﬂying the red ﬂag, though
under orders to put to sea. They knew that the German Embassy
had left Russia, that the German press was asking that the Kaiser
abdicate. Even with all this, it was hard to believe. They had
fought him so long it had become natural to ﬁght him. Men
declared hotly in the wild arguments around the braziers at night
that: “He’ll go back, get his wind at the border, dig in, and stop
us with a jolt.”
So it was that the last hours of the war were spent in suspense
in quiet, peaceful and happy Somain. There was a church service
on Sunday, November 10th, in the cinema, and for the R.C.’s in
Somain Church. The last night was passed ordinarily and undra
matically, but with the estaminets a hum of conjecture and the
Highlanders clutching at the hope. Dawn saw them astir. Was
it to be? A parade was called for 9.30 a.m., but long before this
rumour had run its swift way through the Battalion that the
armistice terms had been accepted and that the last shot of the
war must be ﬁred before 11 am. Men buckled on their web in a
fever of impatience, some sang, some were loudly boisterous, but
some, perhaps the great majority, were strangely and soberly quiet.
Ninethirty. The bugle blew. The companies fell in, shuffled,
stood easy. Major Girvan took over. A paper rustled in the
waiting stillness. The Major read the order to them. But all
they heard was:
“Hostilities will cease at 11 hours today.”
It was done!
It took them according to their natures. To some there came
a panorama of blood as the years behind went past in grim procession
in their memories. Some realized what it meant, slowly, and with
ever growing gratefulness, and a few were beside themselves. But
no man, and the bravest least of all, will deny that one phrase came,
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and came again in his mind: “I’ll go home, I’ll go home”—as the
need for “not thinking,” the need for resistance against dread and
strain and horror at last was no more. Nothing more was to be
added to the bloody storehouses in the backgrounds of their minds
where they had been hiding things they saw and felt for so long.
Each man vaguely pondered on the marvel that “he” had really
done it, had actually come through the war. And, somehow, in
that ﬂood of feeling, there was a lessening of resentment against the
adversary they had fought and now had beaten. The Canadian
had warred thoroughly, systematically and at times viciously,
for the one way to stop war, in his straight reasoning of things, was
to beat the Boche. The Hun had been a grim, arrogant, but withal
worthy foe, and now, cowed, pridesmashed and grovelling, they
could afford to ease their hate a little for the heat was cooled and
their blow was in.
The parade was dismissed to celebrate. Just before the tick
of the momentous hour a silence fell, a strange hush that was to
persist, a stillness in which was mingled gratefulness and the rough
prayer of strong men. It was like that stillness that was to fall at
this same hour on this same day as their Glorious Dead were
honoured by them in after years. Then it was eleven, and Somain,
civilians and soldiers, went mad with the rest of the Allied world.
No man knows what the men of the 15th Battalion, 48th High
landers, did, thought, or felt in that afternoon of delirium. The
pinchfaced civilians were frantic. It passed in a dream with
hilarity, pentup, ﬁerce relief and thankfulness all jumbled together.
There was apathy evident, too, but it was a sham. One thing all
men noticed. It was the stillness. The strange, sudden peace
that fell at eleven, still hung over their world like a blanket. There
was no deeptoned mutter of guns on a far ﬂank, no stabbing leap
and ﬂash on the horizon that night, no sharp toctocing of a
Mitrailleuse somewhere ahead. The voice of ﬁghting aircraft was
no longer a drone of terrible menace. Unconsciously they listened
for the familiar soundings of war. They missed them. All men
noticed it and realized again that this was peace. Peace was indeed
upon the world. Fear that had been held deep inside suddenly
went out and that peace with its forgotten feeling of security
Came softly, strangely, in its place.
At night an organized celebration was started. A gigantic
bonﬁre was lit, rockets, which had become the stars of peace in
place of silver seekers of trench nights, hovered over the town.
The bands of the 16th and 15th Battalions skirled gaily up and down
the joyous cobbles of the tumultuous square. Civilians and soldiers
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danced and sang and ignored the inevitable rain. Speeches were
made by Lt.Col. Bent and Lt.Col. C. W. Peck, V.C., but what
they said is unknown. It wasn’t heard and it doesn’t matter. The
crowd drifted away. The bonﬁre smouldered and went out.
Men, unable to sleep, because of the strangeness of it all, talked
until dawn. Friends sat silently side by side and stared into the
brazier, smiled and slept. It was ﬁnished. A Regiment, blooded
and victorious, bringing with it a tradition founded on the might
of its deeds and hallowed by its dead, would come home.

Ch XXV. The road to Germany

CHAPTER XXV.

THE ROAD TO GERMANY AND HOME
Ah, do not grieve, I do not even rue
lily absence from the haunts of men;
I’ll meet you, where the Future’s surges beat,
And greet you, hand to hand, again.
All’s well with me; and only this I ask:
Remember that I went your bond;
My life is pledged to Honour of my Race
For Now, Forever, and Beyond.

the estaminets of Somain were clamourous with argument
H OW
and conjecture in the evenings. There were a few cynics
who still declared the Armistice was only an interlude but
“home” was the thought uppermost. Then someone recalled that
there was “something or other in their enlistment papers” to the
effect that His Majesty could retain their services as menatarms
for six months after the declaration of peace, or longer still, should
His Majesty or his successors so decree. Which, of course, means
“for ever if they want.” The old vision of the Duration’s arrival
which had frequently risen up in woeful, waiting times, of at once
scattering to the four winds with a yelp of joy the riﬂe, messtin,
waterbottle, gas helmet, web, Kitchener boots and itching khaki,
faded dismally out. Medals? “They can keep their blasted
medals”—all they wanted were civvies and the Order of the Bowler
Hat. Others, arguing from the hope within them, declared that
the first to be demobilized would be the Canadians because they
were the most “expensive” troops. A few wanted to put a foot on
German soil and none could fathom just how a ﬁghting battalion
carried on when their job was satisfactorily cleaned up. But when
word came that they would march to the Rhine there was little
grousing. It seemed, after all, ﬁtting. They had suffered much.
Why not this little taste of triumph?
During that ﬁrst week in November, 125 men went to rest camp,
leave opened generously, Capt. J. Robertson, M.C., and Lt. A. G.
Donald rejoined and Capt. G. S. Winnifrith and Lt. S. D. Skene,
both killed, appeared once more in orders as having been promoted
and carrying higher rank through their last days with the Battalion.
395
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With ﬁtness, too, lengthy lists of decorations came through orders,
Sgt. A. M. Reid, No. 3 Company, a doughty soldier, received a bar
to his Military Medal, as did Pte. E. Key (died of wounds) of the
same company. Those who received the Military Medal during
this month were:
C.Q.M.S. C. L. Ross
Q.M. Stores
Cpl. A. Ernslie
No. 4 Coy.
Cpl. C. T. Third
No. 4 Coy.
Sgt. J. H. Douglas
No. 2 Coy.
L/Cpl. P. C. Insley
No. 2 Coy.
L/Cpl. P. Dawson
No. 3 Coy.
Cpl. N. H. Moffat
No. 3 Coy.
Sgt. R. W. Rowell
No. 4 Coy.
(died of wounds)
Pte. G. Oliver
No. 1 Coy.
Pte. T. Home
No. 2 Coy.
Pte. J. F. Carroll
Transport
L/Cpl. L. I. Sheppy
No. 3 Coy.
Sgt. B. J. Howlett
No. 4 Coy.
Pte. R. Knox
No. 4 Coy.
Runner F. X. Gauthier

Pte. A. L. McNairn
Intelligence
Pte. F. H. Sawkins
No. 1 Coy.
Pte. F. Yannopoulos
No. I Coy.
Pte. A. Harrison
No. 2 Coy.
Pte. Mittelholtz
No. 2 Coy.
Pte. P. F. Ovenden
No. 2 Coy.
Pte. H. S. Knisely
No. 3 Coy.
Pte. P. W. Moon
No. 3 Coy.
Pte. R. McLeod
No. 3 Coy.
Pte. R. Fleming
Intelligence
Sgt. W. T. Henderson No. 1 Coy.
Sgt. A. T. Yule
No. 2 Coy.
Pte. I. Alexander
No. 2 Coy.
Pte. H. M. Osborne
No. 4 Coy.
Sig. J. R. G. Church

Lt. W. T. Uhlens. who had done valiant and yeoman service
in bringing up the rations in hazardous and awkward situa
tions for many months, was awarded a well earned Military Cross.
On the day after the Armistice, Capt. E. W. Haldenby, M.C.,
returned from England and took over the Adjutancy; Lts. W. H.
Denton and D. Miller returned from hospital and shortly the
Headquarters Staff was reduced when the Signal, Intelligence and
Tump Line Sections were broken up, and the Runners’ strength
cut down, the men being attached to the Various companies.
Two days after the Armistice, Reveille shattered the cold
morning at ﬁve o’clock and the Battalion swung for Herin, 14
kilometres away. It was clear, frosty weather, ideal for marching.
and one of the most enjoyable days of cobble pounding in their
history. They were through Wallers and in Herin by 1 p.m.
MajorGen. Macdonell took their salute en route. The march
went on. On the 14th, still dry and cold, they swung through
Valenciennes and crossed the FrancoBelgian frontier at 2.30 in
the afternoon. Throughout the day the road streamed with
refugees coming back, their few household goods piled high on dog
cart and barrow, pulled by horses, dogs and even women and
children. They were trudging for home after four years in exile.
A staff car, carrying German officers, and ﬂying a white ﬂag, was
also met. The returning refugees cursed. They came that night
to Elouges and many luxuriously slept in feather beds as guests of
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the civilians. The march that day was 30 kilometres, over rough
Belgian cobbles, and no man fell out.
For days they were to pass through villages where emotional
Belgians cheered and wept; where all roads were interesting and
where the victory thrill was sustained as they moved steadily
eastward. Each dawn meant just another day of marching. It
was march, march, march, over tedious miles, under full packs, in
good weather and bad, but mostly bad. They passed out of the
industrial area and into the ﬂat farmlands of Belgium. They spent
days on beautiful, picturesque roads, winding ever eastward through
the hills until they came to the Rhine. The three Brigades of the
1st Division were moving Rhinewards in three columns, all con
verging on Cologne.
Along a crowded road they passed through Boussu and Hornu
and stopped at Quaregnon at noon of the 15th, where they spent
two nights. While at Quaregnon, permission having been granted,
Major Girvan cabled Toronto asking that the Regiment’s Colours,
which had been left with the home Regiment, be sent to the
Battalion so that they might be carried in triumph into enemy
territory. Just before moving off to continue the march, lorry
on lorry, bearing British prisoners of war, passed through Quaregnon.
That night, the 17th, they bedded down in a cement factory which
held the entire Battalion, at Jurbise, after a tiring march along
winding lanes. They were now near the line where the war had
died. The 18th was damp as it snowed, then thawed, while they
passed through a long series of villages, all of which had erected
triumphal arches. They came to Soignies, the ﬁrst British troops
ever to be in the town. They stayed here, hugely enjoying life,
until they moved forward to Braine le Comte on the 21st, with the
British prisoners of war still coming. They were hungry and the
Battalion fed them as they could.
Lt.Col. Bent, C.M.G., D.S.O., returned to the command on
the 22nd, and on the 24th they marched 27 kilometres to Genappe,
passing through Nivelles, where the German had left great stores
of wagons, lorries and airplanes, according to the terms of the
Armistice. The town band escorted them into Genappe and the
Burgomaster took the salute in the square. The weather was damp
and muggy but on the 25th they went on to Cortil Noirmont, and,
as they were but ﬁve kilometres from historic Quatre Bras, a party
of officers visited the scene of the Battle of Waterloo, on the 26th,
which was a day of rest.
In a Scotch mist on the 27th, they marched to FrancWaret, the
longest plod so far. They were on the cobbles all day, strode
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through Nivelles and Leuze and had sore feet and short tempers
when they billetted in the dark. The next day, in the rain, it was
on again. This time they slept in Landenne and PetitWaret and
on the last day of November it was Andennes, reached by a road
that wound between wooded hills in the valley of the Meuse, 3,
pleasant change from the ﬂatness of Flanders. Throughout this
great march of the Corps, the 3rd Brigade was well forward in the
movement of troops and marching as it seldom had before. The
weather was bad, the roads long, but discipline was tight and
stragglers were almost unknown.
In the ﬁrst week in December awards for September battles
were announced. Major J. P. Girvan, D.S.O., M.C., Croix de
Guerre, was awarded a bar to the D.S.O. Capt. S. D. Skene was
posthumously awarded the Military Cross for his fine work as
Intelligence Officer in the early stages of the ﬁnal advance. Lt.
F. C. S. French, who won the Military Medal on the Somme before
being commissioned, was now given the Military Cross, as was
Capt. J. A. MacKinnon, for his gallant effort at Marquion. Capt.
MacKinnon had been a piper in the band before being commissioned,
and did not return to Canada with the Battalion. He was later
killed while serving with the Black and Tans in Ireland.
GERMANY
December 2nd found the Battalion still marching through the
picturesque country of the Ardennes. That night it was Ocquier
—34 kilometres away—the next Hamoir, then came Rahier and
St. Jacques and then, on the 6th, the Battalion reached the last
billettown before crossing the frontier. It was Ville du Bois.
At 10.15 on the morning of the 7th December, the 15th Battalion,
with heads high and pipes ﬁttingly skirling Blue Bonnets are Over
the Border, crossed from Belgium into the land of the Hun. The
order of march was Nos. 4, 1, 2, and 3 Companies. The iron sign
on a house wall BelgePrussienne Frontier and the blackandwhite
striped post, brought a strange thrill and a ﬁnal realization that It
was done. A farmer, wearing Belgian colours, leaned on his plough
and stared in wonderment as the Battalion swung past. He was
the lone spectator of their triumphant crossing into Germany.
The kilt had not been seen here before although the 1st and 2nd
Brigades had already crossed. Meyerode and Medell, where the
Battalion billeted that night, were as curious as they were sullen
The next day they were deeper in and slept in Büllingen, where the
O.C. gave them instructions on “Carrying on in Germany. Sir
Arthur Currie’s order was read, which ended: “I trust you, and the
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people at home trust you, and the memory of your dead comrades
demands of you, to bring back your glorious record, pure and
unsullied.”
Then they were in Reifferscheid, then Obr Gartzen, with the
valley of the Rhine just ahead. They spent a night in Pingstadt
and crossed the Rhine on the 12th, in a driving rain, marching from
Podenkirchen to the assembly point of the 1st Division. The 3rd
Brigade led the way, with the battalions crossing the bridge in the
following order: 14th, 15th, 16th, 13th. No. 2 Company led the
Battalion column. A halt was made at the outskirts of Köln
(Cologne), bayonets were ﬁxed, and then at attention, with the
pipes skirling Hielan’ Laddie, the Battalion marched through the
heart of the city of Cologne and across the famous river by the
Neue Brücke (new bridge). MajorGen. A. C. Macdonell, with his
Staff, was standing on the bridge to take the salute.
Life in Germany proved uneventful and if any men of the
Battalion thought of remaining in the army, they lost the notion,
after weeks of monotony and routine. They were in Rosrath on
the 13th and moved on next day to Immelkeppel. Being a hostile
force in enemy territory, an outpost line was taken up, posts were
manned and sentries placed throughout their stay over the Rhine.
It was here, at Immelkeppel, that a letter was received from
England stating that the Colours of the Regiment had arrived from
Toronto. A Colour party was at once despatched to England.
It was composed of Major J. P. Girvan, D.S.O., M.C., Capt. T. M.
Cowan, M.C., Sgt. C. N. Smith of No. 1 Company and Sgt. R.
Richards of No. 4 Company.
Discipline remained stiff throughout the occupation of Germany.
Even tinhelmet chinstraps had to be worn under the chin, an
unheard of thing. It had been habit to wear them with the strap
behind the head as ﬂying missiles could thus easily knock them off,
which gave less chance of having them pierced. But there were no
missiles now. Interpreter Fayolle now vanished from H.Q. forever
and the runners were peeved when six cyclists were attached to the
Battalion to do their work. They were returned to their companies.
On December 16th the Battalion took over the entire frontage
of the 3rd Brigade, after relieving “C” Squadron of the Queen’s
Bays at Ehreshoven. The 3rd Brigade were holding the Cologne
Bridgehead. The only interest in the job was preventing civilians
from crossing the line. The Burgomaster was passed through to
plead with Lt.Col. Bent that stopping all traffic worked great hard
ship on the German citizens living west of the town, as they could
not enter Engleskirchen where they worked and obtained supplies.
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Convoys of supplies were thereafter allowed through and on
December 20th there was further relief for them when traffic was
allowed to move unhindered. Inﬂuenza was spreading through
the ranks of the Canadians about this time. Pte. C. Churchill died
on the 23rd and more were to succumb as the days wore along.
Four days’ King’s Leave was granted all “medal” men who thus
knew the joys of Blighty for Christmas.
The Battalion had experienced one Christmas on Salisbury
Plain, three in France and now came Germany. From the 21st to
the 24th there was serious planning and much time and energy
expended in purchasing supplies. Poultry could not be delivered
by the C.A.S.C. until the 25th, so officers went forth seeking young
pig. Funds were again available through the generosity of the
home regiment. It was a white Christmas and the pines were
snowladen at dawn of Christmas morning. It brought nostalgia.
Being on duty, the Battalion could not dine as a unit, but did so
by companies amid familiar Yuletide decorations. The ofﬁcers
held their annual dinner in the Schloss (Castle) at Ehreshoven.
On the 29th, Major Girvan and the Colour Party returned with the
Regimental and King’s Colours.
The Battalion ushered in the New Year massed in front of
Battalion H.Q. and after a brief speech by the O.C. paraded the
streets of the town, headed by the band, until almost dawn. New
Year’s Day was a holiday and Battalion H.Q. entertained many
visitors from other units and services. Leave to Cologne opened
on the 2nd, after two weeks outofbounds, and then the mono
tonous round of garrisoning the Outpost Line settled down again.
On January 4th, 1919, however, there was welcome news. The 1st
Division were to be relieved by the 41st (British) Division on the
7th of the month. Before the move the Battalion Colour Party
was detailed by Lt.Col. Bent. It was made up of:
Lt. F. C. S. French, M.C., M.M.,
Lt. J. C. Henderson, D.C.M.,
Sgt. C. M. Smith,
Sgt. R. Richardson,

King’s Colour.
Regimental Colour.
Guards

Major Moffit, the Chaplain, held church service in the Lutheran
Church in Engleskirchen on the 5th; the next day, Dr. Dale, Of
McGill, lectured on “Education” and on the 7th the Battalion, less
the men necessary to man the posts, marched out of Engleskirchen,
the extreme eastern point of the Colonne Bridgehead, with their
Colours rippling at their head. The sullen inhabitants they had
met on arrival were friendly now and wished the Battalion good
luck and a safe return home. They had discovered that the
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verdammt enemy were human after all. They had lunch in Overath
and reached Esbach late in the afternoon, where they spent their
last night on German soil.
The next day they marched to Bensberg, and to honour their
last parade beyond the border, the ofﬁcial photographers took
pictures of the Colours, the band, and the Battalion on the march.
They crossed the frontier without regret, but with a kindly feeling
of farewell to the land of the Hun they had conquered. They were
in Huy, where they detrained, at 10 a.m. on January 9th, and
marched to Moha, where they were to stay in comfortable billets
until they marched to their ﬁnal destination in Belgium, Bas Oha,
on January 12th. Here they were to remain until they left Flanders
two long months later.
Throughout January “Education” was stressed and Lt. G. E.
Macklin, with a competent staff of instructors, held daily classes.
Parades were steady—an idle soldier is generally up to something
—and every effort was made to keep all ranks employed. On
January 14th all supernumerary ofﬁcers were sent to England.
Those to go, Capt. H. O’Leary, Lts. J. D. D’Esterre, B. J. Tait,
G. N. Phillips, Burton and Webster, all but wept and all but missed
their train over the leavetaking. There were many adventures
and there are many memories of Bas Oha that remain. It was not
an unpleasant place. Life was easy and agreeable even if discipline
was necessarily stiff, but there was much homesickness, too strong
a longing to see the harbour of Halifax or St. John, or the wooded
hills of the north shore of the St. Lawrence, to allow real
contentment.
The Battalion Concert Party, under Capt. Williams, the new
Regimental Chaplain, made a journey to Mons and were outﬁtted
with costumes, and, in addition, the Battalion saw many concert
parties of other units throughout their long stay in Belgium. Every
night during the last few days in January there were whist and
euchre drives and a host of dances given by the men, the sergeants,
or the officers. Capt. J. Robertson, M.C., who was sent to hospital
sick, while in Germany, was evacuated to England and at the same
time notiﬁed that he had been awarded the Belgian Croix de Guerre.
So was Capt. A. C. Futcher who had joined the 15th with a draft
of the 30th Battalion early in 1915, and was commissioned the
next year.
February’s feature was the Liege Review, held on the 4th.
Every battalion in the 1st Division was represented. Many passes
were issued to men of the Battalion who travelled to Liege by train.
The salute was taken by Lt.Gen. A. Jacques, commanding the
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Fifth Belgian Army. The G.O.C. rode at the head of the Division
escorted by a detachment of Lord Strathcona’s Horse. Then
followed the Brigades, 2nd, 1st, 3rd, C.E.’s, 1st Battalion, C.M.G.C.,
Signallers, Field Ambulance, Artillery and Train. Liege was
ﬂooded with troops after the parade, which was, perhaps, the most
striking sight of the afterwar period.
On March 19th the inspection by the Army Commander,
General Rawlinson, took place at Huy. Then on with the training,
lectures and concerts. Routine! Routine! Routine! Bane of the
barrack soldier. On the 14th of the month Brigade asked for an
“entraining state” but it didn’t mean anything. The strength was
36 officers and 949 other ranks. Then the officers and men who had
been on station guard began to drift back. Lts. Banton and
Barclay and 36 men returned from Charleroi and Lt. M. C. Broken
shire and 23 other ranks came back from Andenne. Three men died
from inﬂuenza during the month in the C.C.S. at Huy. They were
Ptes. McLeod, Holland and Brown. Lt. J. C. Henderson had gone
to hospital and Lt. A. G. Donald, M.C., became Colour Officer in
his place. Tools and some equipment were turned into Ordnance
Stores and the next encouraging thing was the departure for
England of Lt. Inglis and ﬁve men who were going to accompany
dependants home. Next, the Transport turned in their horses.
Lt.Col. Bent was permitted, however, to retain Fritz, the German
horse captured on the Crow’s Nest.
March dragged monotonously along. On the 4th, the 13th and
14th Battalions left for England, 50 other ranks left the 15th
Battalion for dispersal points in Eastern Canada, and a week later,
the Battalion knew it would march away from Bas Oha on the
homeward road on the 19th.
They were up at 4.30 that morning and were swinging out of the
village at 7 o’clock. They had spent a comfortable two months
in Bas Oha and had made many friends, but there were no tears on
the parting. They marched to Huy, and were aboard the train at
8.30, and then for 37 slow, jolting, shunting, exasperating hours
they crawled across Flanders. They bumped to a stop on a siding
at Le Havre at 10 o’clock on the night of the 20th. There was the
process of rigid fumigation then for a day or so, and with the cooties
gassed and clean underwear issued they at last marched down the
long quay up which many of them, coming up on draft, had marched
years before when they arrived on the Great Adventure.
They boarded the Lorina, their impatience quieted for the
moment. Strangely, all eyes were not turned towards England
Men were silently staring aft, as though drawn irresistibly by

LT.COL. GEO. T. CHISHOLM, V.D.
LT.COL. ARMOUR A. MILLER
MAJOR OLIVER H. MAYBEE, O.B.E.
CAPT. JOHN SLATTER, V.D.

Crossing the Atlantic

TO GERMANY AND HOME

403

something that was both terrible and glorious, as the shores of France
dropped astern. It dimmed in the distance, the land of their great
ness and their dread, their years of anguish and horror and glory.
France faded out and they were lonely. But the memory of her
would never fade, nor would the memory of those gallant 61
officers and 1,406 noncommissioned officers and men they
were leaving behind in their greater loneliness to sleep on
through the seasons, till comrade met old comrade, hand to hand,
again.
They reached Weymouth at 8 a.m. on March 24th and entrained
early in the afternoon for Liphook, Hants, which they reached at
six in the evening. They marched, then, the three miles to
Bramshott. The great camp, where thousands of Canadians had
trained for war, was another place of discontent for the Battalion.
There is little to tell of the stay which saw every man fuming with
impatience to get home. Each man had leave, a medical board,
his pay was adjusted, and he signified to what point in Canada he
wished to go. There was word of land settlement schemes and
other things which reminded him that it would soon be civvies
again. It was hard to believe. They had worn His Majesty’s
uniform for so long.
At last it was over. A few men took their discharge in England
but the rest entrained on April 29th for Liverpool and clambered
gaily aboard the Baltic on the last unbelievable leg of the journey
home. The crossing was uneventful and the days were slow.
Leaning over the rail in the evenings, staring into the phosphorescent
waters, were youngsters coming home, short years away, half the
years of their fathers on the earth, and yet twice as old. They
were returning with memories seared redly into their minds, things
they had forced into the rearmost recesses of their consciousness,
that in future years they would take out, turn over and examine,
and feel again all the old exultations, the old dreads, recklessnesses
and miseries.
The Baltic stole silently past Chebucto Head and into Halifax
harbour at 1.20 a.m. on Wednesday, May 7th. The Atlantic was
washing on the shores of home. They were astir early and about
eight o’clock the gangplanks were down and Sir Robt. Baden
Powell was first to disembark. When the Battalion was ready,
Lts. F. C. S. French and A. G. Donald led the way with the Colours.
The 15th Battalion, 48th Highlanders, came home 782 strong, of
which 40 were officers. Of all those who had sailed out of Gaspé
with them in that autumn so long ago, only a handful were with
them now.
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Some of those who had homes in the Maritimes said their fare
well here, an adieu in which was a strange mingling of eagerness and
regret. Then, in two trains, at 10 and 10.30 a.m., the 15th Battalion
started for Toronto. It was a gay journey and an unforgettable
one. They rolled up to the Exhibition sidings and were clambering
out in an hysteria of greetings as half the city crowded the grounds
to meet them. No words may describe that proud homecoming.
Hearts were brimming, mothers laughed through their tears, and
no voice was steady in that tremendous throng of ﬁghting High
landers and their loved ones. The anguish that had been hidden
so proudly by those who had lived through years of fearful waiting,
broke now in a ﬂood of relief that was pain.
They came in, in that welter of cheers, at 10 a.m. and 3 p.m.,
on Friday. They were dismissed at once, a command they had
heard countless times, but this time it was a momentous gesture as
they turned halfright and broke off and Lt.Col. Bent returned
their salute. This time it was “Goodbye.”
A reception and parade was planned for the next day at two
o’clock, when illuminated addresses were to be presented to Lt.Col.
Bent by Mayor T. L. Church and Premier Hearst, but this was
cancelled because of rain. A smoker was held in the Armouries,
however, on Saturday night. Many of the men who lived in the
western provinces left Saturday for their homes. On Sunday there
was a parade to Varsity Stadium, under Col. D. M. Robertson,
M.V.O. There, the Colours they had carried into Germany were
trooped by the 15th Battalion for the last time. They were then
returned to the Regiment. On Monday there was a dinner for the
officers and their wives at the King Edward Hotel, followed by a
ball in the Arena, which was attended by more than 4,000 High
landers and their friends. The period of celebrating the home
coming was nearly over. More men left for outoftown points.
On Tuesday there was a theatre party and an officers’ dinner later
in the King Edward Hotel.
It was done. The 15th Battalion, 48th Highlanders of Canada,
who had fought from Ypres to the Rhine, was no more. The men
who had filled its ranks were scattering from Halifax to Vancouver
or relaxing after eons of strain, a feeling of strangeness upon them
all, in their homes in Toronto. The Battalion of which they were
so justly proud had dissolved and vanished, leaving only a glorious
memory. But it is a memory that will remain forever vivid while
their generation survives. And the tale of their mightofarms will
be forever fresh, for “time, the enemy of fame,” shall not dim the
lustre of their deeds.
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ADDITIONAL WAR EFFORT

15th Battalion, C.E.F., although the major gift
T HE
48th Highlanders of Canada to the Empire—because

of the
it was
the service unit—was by no means all. The war history of
the Regiment goes much further; in fact, the Regiment is surely
incomparable in Canada or in the Empire’s Dominions, in the
number of men recruited, trained and sent overseas to battle.
Lt.Col. Duncan Donald, who was notiﬁed that he had succeeded
to the command of the Regiment shortly after the 15th Battalion
had settled in Valcartier, in 1914, took up the work of further
recruiting at once. To keep the ranks of the 15th Battalion up to
strength with 48th Highlanders as much as possible, two full
battalions, wearing the tartan and badges of the Regiment, were
recruited and proceeded overseas. In addition, many drafts were
recruited, which aided in bringing other Toronto battalions up to
strength.
92ND BATTALION, C.E.F.
The second major accomplishment of the 48th Highlanders was
the recruiting, equipping and training of the 92nd Battalion. The
decision to form this second battalion, composed of 48th High
landers, was inspired by the intense ardour for service which ﬁlled
the hearts of those Scotsmen who regretfully watched the 15th
Battalion swing out of the Armouries, warbound, without them.
In these early days of 1914, these same disappointed Scotsmen will
now point out to you, the war was looked upon as a glorious adven
ture. None could judge its duration. It might resolve itself into
a brief sharp conﬂict, soon over, or it might become as some pre
dicted, and as it did, a veritable Armageddon. As the months
rolled on it became increasingly evident that the struggle meant
the very life of Canada, the Empire, and her Allies. These Scots
men, of staunch patriotism and imbued with a great anxiety to
serve, gathered together and agreed that although Canada had sent,
or was sending, two divisions into action, more would be needed.
The result of that realization was the decision to obtain authoriza
tion to recruit the 92nd Battalion, which was completed, and
training began in August, 1915.
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For this unit, it was originally planned that the 48th Highlanders
should supply three companies and the 91st Regiment, Argyll and
Sutherlands, of Hamilton, should supply one. This was done, but
a ﬁlth company was formed to precede the Battalion itself overseas,
and the 48th Highlanders, therefore, actually raised a complete
battalion. When the Battalion went under canvas at Niagaraon
the Lake, the 91st Regiment’s company arrived and shortly changed
its tartan for the Davidson.
Lt.Col. Donald had excellent aid in his organization work as
several ofﬁcers of the 15th Battalion had been invalided home.
Capt. Geo. H. McLaren, badly gassed in the 2nd Battle of Ypres,
was back, and though he could not be active for a time, as he was
on sick leave, he later acted as Senior Major and aided materially.
He went to England as secondincommand. Lt. Wilfred Mavor,
M.C., was also home and took a company. Lt. W. H. Shoenberger,
wounded in the 2nd Ypres, had been invalided home and acted as
Adjutant. In addition, Sgt. L. D. Anderson of the 15th Battalion,
had been wounded, and later commissioned. He commanded a
platoon. These veteran officers proved invaluable during the period
of training of this second battalion the 48th Highlanders recruited
and sent overseas.
There was little difficulty obtaining a full complement of officers.
Many officers of the Regiment had been left behind with great
personal regret when the 15th went overseas, and, shortly, the 92nd
Battalion had a waiting list and almost from the outset the unit
was overstrength in officers.
The officer chosen to command the new battalion was Capt.
George T. Chisholm, a native of Aberdeen, and a member of the
48th Highlanders since 1898. Capt. Chisholm had served as a
sergeant before he was commissioned and at the outbreak of war
was in command of “C” Company. He was seriously ill when
the 15th Battalion was formed, and was unable to accompany
them, much to his regret, In the interval he had been in command
of the guards on duty at the wireless station on Toronto Island
and also was in charge of the guards over the German prisoners Of
war who were detained at Stanley Barracks.
Vigourous efforts were made to obtain the Gordon numeral
“75” for the new battalion but this was refused as it had already
been allotted to another Toronto unit. The Battalion actually
should have been numbered in the “80’s”, but through the willing
ness of the Department of Militia and Defence to cooperate, the
number “92” was ﬁnally bestowed. This was another Gordon
numeral and the Highlanders were consoled.

ADDITIONAL WAR EFFORT

407

When organization and training was completed and the
Battalion stood ready to proceed overseas, Lt.Col. Chisholm’s
officerpersonnel (with service units where known indicated) was:
Officer Commanding
Senior Major
Junior Major
Adjutant
Asst. Adjutant
Quartermaster
Medical Officer
Paymaster
Transport Officer
Chaplain
Machinegun Officer
Signalling Officer
Musketry Officer

HEADQUARTERS
Lt.Col. G. T. Chisholm (6th Army Corps)
Major G. H. McLaren (15th Bn.)
Major J. F. Lash (Argyle House and Russia)
Capt. W. H. Shoenberger (R.F.C. and 15th Bn.)
Lt. W. G. Bell (R.F.C.)
Capt. T. W. Banton
Capt. H. C. Maynard (C.A.M.C.)
Capt. J. E. Hodgson (P.P.C.L.I.)
Capt. D. R. Morton (15th Bn.)
Capt. C. S. Oke (Chaplain Service)
Lt. E. V. Chambers (M.G. Corps)
Lt. D. A. MacIntosh (15th Bn. and M.G.
Corps)
Lt. R. Y. Inglis (15th Bn.)

“A” COMPANY
Major A. C. Snively
Capt. L. M. Rathbun (Forestry Cps.)
Lt. W. B. Hanna
Lt. E. W. Haldenby (15th Bn.)
Lt. G. Machell (15th Bn.)
Lt. G. A. Snow (15th Bn.)
Lt. T. B. D. Tudball (42nd Bn.)

“B” COMPANY
Major J. S. Laycock (15th Bn.)
Capt. H. H. Donald (15th Bn.)
Lt. K. B. Maclaren (15th Bn.)
Lt. A. G. Donald (15th Bn.)
Lt. G. B. Henderson (15th Eng.)
Lt. J. B. Mackenzie (15th Bn. anp
Railway Tps.)

“C” COMPANY
Major W. Mavor, M.C. (15th Bn.
and Tanks)
Capt. L. B. M. Loudon (15th Bn.)
Lt. J. M. Forgie (15th Bn.
and Tanks)
Lt. L. D. Anderson (15th Bn.)
Lt. L M. Cameron (15th Bn.)
Lt. W. H. Denton (15th Bn.)
Lt. Archie Wylie (15th Bn.)

“D” COMPANY
Major R. J. Wattam (42nd Bn.)
Lt. Gordon Chisholm (15th Bn.)
Lt. L. C. Ramsey (15th Bn.)
Lt. Newton Gurney ( 4th Bn.)
Lt. Arthur Sykes (13th Bn.)
Lt. W. M. Munro (15th Bn.)
Lt. Arthur Vallance

1ST REINFORCING DRAFT
Lt. Walter Menpes (15th Bn.)
Lt. A. W. R. Sinclair (15th Bn.)
Lt. J. H. Chipman (15th Bn.)
Lt. R. J. Selbie (13th Bn.)
Lt. C. J. Skene

Training started in the Armouries in August and the Battalion
carried on in rather motley garb, mostly civilian raiment, until
they moved to NiagaraontheLake late in the month, where it
began in earnest. There it went on apace until October 31st, when
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the coming of cold weather caused the breaking up of the great sea
of tents and the troops moved into various barracks.
Training at beautiful NiagaraontheLake shortly had the office
stoop transformed into soldierly straight backs, pale faces took on
a healthy tan, and all ranks proﬁted much by the early P.T., despite
bitter abuse of the bugle at Reveille, of the monotonous forming
fours, tiresome ﬁeld manoeuvres, and sore shoulders on the ranges.
Perhaps most clear in memory, however, will be the weekly marches
to Brock’s Monument on Queenston Heights, which ended with the
entire Battalion well blown at the top of the long steep hill. They
would have lunch, there, beside the high column, and then would
swing for the mouth of the river and home.
Before camp was struck, they were reviewed and complimented
by H.R.H. the Duke of Connaught, Governor~General of Canada,
and then the sunbronzed and ﬁt Battalion took part in the now
historic camp march from NiagaraontheLake, around Lake
Ontario, to Toronto. It was a stiff test for new soldiers and they
came through splendidly.
The Battalion left NiagaraontheLake at 11 a.m. on November
1st, had lunch on the road and reached St. Catharines at 4.30 p.m.
The second leg of the long plod was to Grimsby Park. They
marched out of St. Catharines at 8.50 a.m., halted at midday, and
were entertained at Vinelands, and were throwing off their kits at
3.55 p.m. On the morning of the 3rd they started at 8.40, lunched
at Stoney Creek (and remembered 1812) and reached the Armouries
in Hamilton at 4.30 p.m. They spent two nights in quarters in
Hamilton Armouries as rain cancelled the march on the 4th. But
they fellin at 9 a.m. on the 5th and reached Merton at 4 p.m.,
going on the next day to Port Credit. The ﬁnal leg of the long
march was the most thrilling. They had their lunch in High Park,
with many relatives and friends there to greet them, and then
marched past the City Hall in Toronto where Mayor T. L. Church
and a huge assembly of citizens gave them a tumultuous reception.
They then proceeded to their winter quarters in Riverdale Barracks
—the old General Hospital on Gerrard Street.
It was during the march that the Battalion begot its mascot,
a goat, an animal which is frequently the mascot of a Highland unit.
The goat was the pet of a small boy who lived near Burlington and
was presented as they marched through. It was cherished by mem
bers of the transport for many months, survived the passage to Eng
land, but could not stand the English weather, apparently, and died.
Training continued throughout the winter in Riverdale Park and
the Battalion also had the use of the nearby Y.M.C.A. building,
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with its swimming pool and extensive range of lecture rooms which
insured them splendid facilities for drill and exercise in any kind of
weather. Officers and N.C.O.’s were sent on various courses and
all had a good working knowledge of the Lewis, as well as the heavier
machineguns, by spring.
H.R.H. the Duke of Connaught again inspected the Battalion,
this time on University Avenue, on January 17th, and H.R.H. was
highly appreciative of their efficiency and progress since the last
time he had seen the Highlanders on review. In the same month
the Battalion had the misfortune to lose a popular and efﬁcient
young officer—Lt. Murray Skeaff—who died on the 25th of January
and was buried with full military honours the next day.
Shortage of kilts was lamentable and an irritation, in these
early days of the life of the Battalion, especially to those Highlanders
going on leave. What Highlander appreciates furlough without the
swank and swing of his kilt? The owners of kilts and sporrans made
many a bright bawbee by renting theirs. During the winter the
shortage was fully made up.
The Battalion was kept active by means of monotonous drill,
lectures and slightly less boring route—marching, all winter and
spring. In March there was a break in the dull round of days when
a detachment was sent to guard the home of a pacifist in Todmorden.
Unfortunately the house was burned down before they arrived.
In April, the band, together with those of the parent unit, and
of the 134th Battalion (which was now formed) took part in a series
of concerts in aid of the Prisoners of War Fund. And on the 29th
one hundred men, under Capt. Rathbun, won the Brigade marching
competition.
The next day, Sunday, Toronto saw one of the greatest musters
of soldiery on the march that ever swung down her streets in a single
column. There were 18,000 troops in the great column which
marched past H.R.H. the Duke of Connaught on University
Avenue. The occasion was a Garrison Church Parade which was
held in Queen’s Park. The 92nd Battalion was placed in the
Highland Brigade—the 6th Infantry Brigade—under Col. W. C.
MacDonald, former commander of the 48th Highlanders. The
other units of the Brigade were the parent Regiment and the 134th
Battalion. Major Geo. H. McLaren acted as Brigade Major.
After the main parade the three units of 48th Highlanders marched
past Col. MacDonald.
The Battalion’s senior noncommissioned officers, as the time
for saying farewell to Canada neared, were: R.S.M. J. R. Cotterill
and C.S.M.’s R. W. Binnie, M. B. Kennelly, A. F. Maries and
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R. Sandford; R.Q.M.S. A. S. Anderson and C.Q.M.S.’s J. S. Judge,
M, K. Kennelly, Alex. Sawyers and F. J. Stinson; PipeMajor
Burns; Bandmaster J. H. Hunt; and Sgts. C. Aiken, J. C. Bradbury,
F. G. Brown, C. C. Callowhill, T. Chidlow, D. M. Cleal, D. Collins,
G. M. Cowan, E. Creighton, W. Dann, W. Forbes, A. Gibson, A. R.
Gilchrist, A. Gray, A Henden, G. Herbert, F. Jamieson, C. A. Kane,
H. M. Kane, W. G. Lennox, J. H. Longbottom, W. Little, A.
MacDonald, G. G. MacKenzie, J. D. McConnach, D. McIntosh,
S. McLean, W. McMurray, J. A. McNabb, E. E. Miller, S. J.
Mitchell, R. Ness, J. Newport, J. Noy, A. J. Pirie, C. H. Quick,
G. A. Quick, J. Rogers, A. Russell, G. Sim, D. M. Somerville,
J. Sorton, W. J. Stewart, E. H. Williams, J. Wilson, H. Wixon and
J. C. Wright.
The date of departure was now close. On May 9th a farewell
dinner was given to the Battalion by the City of Toronto at the
CarlsRite Hotel, and two days later Col. W. C. MacDonald enter
tained the officers in his home. On May 17th they were off, after
a tumultuous passage through madly cheering streets to Riverdale
station. The great throng which turned out to bid them farewell
all but submerged the fours of marching Highlanders in an hysterical
goodbye—a laughing, crying, cheering farewell. They travelled
to Montreal in two trains, thence to Halifax, reached on the morning
of the 20th. They embarked aboard the Empress of Britain, which
also carried the 78th and 82nd Battalions, an artillery draft, and
drafts of the C.M.R.’s and R.C.R.’s, a total troopcargo of 3,750.
They sailed two days later in a ﬂotilla comprising the Empress of
Britain, the Adriatic and Baltic, with H.M.S. Drake on guard.
The Battalion disembarked at Liverpool at 9 a.m. on the 28th
of May and reached Sandling, Kent, that night, to be greeted by
many 15th Battalion casuals. Reinforcements were wanted at
once and it was evident that there was no hope of serving as a unit.
There was regret over that, and real indignation when a rumour
cropped up that they would reinforce 3rd Division battalions.
Major Geo. H. McLaren, however, went to London to interview
General Carson and successfully averted, for the moment, the plan
to have them reinforce other units than the 15th Battalion. But
it was only a temporary stay although the majority eventually
reached the service unit of the 48th Highlanders.
On June 17th, the ﬁrst drafts left for the 15th, accompanied by
Major W. Mavor, M.C., and Lts. L. Anderson, B. Henderson and
W. Denton. H.R.H. Princess Louise inspected them on July 6th
and in August further drafts left for action. Going with them, to
joint the 15th Battalion then marching towards the Somme, were
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Capts. Laycock, Morton and London and Lts. McIntosh, Ramsay,
Machell, Cameron, and Forgie. Maj.General Sir Sam Hughes,
accompanied by an imposing array of senior officers, inspected them
on August 4th, and it was now made certain that they were to be
used as a general feeding unit for service battalions in France.
They knew before this that they were doomed as a unit. So, when
the need was great, they were sent across the channel to the 13th,
15th, 42nd Battalions, and many other infantry units as well as
other services. The 92nd Battalion did not lose its identity until
January 4th, 1917, when it became the 5th Reserve Battalion for
training and reinforcing. Col. G. T. Chisholm proceeded to
France later and joined the 6th Army Corps on Staff duty.
The 92nd Battalion had heavy casualties and members of it
lost their lives in service with many different corps. Nine officers
and 217 noncommissioned officers and men were killed or died. Of
the officers, Lt. Ian M. Cameron, Capt. J. S. Laycock, Lts. L. B.
M. Loudon, L. C. Ramsay and G. A. Snow were killed while serving
with the 15th Battalion. Lt. L. D. Anderson died in Canada,
after serving with the 15th Bn. and Trench Mortars. Lt. J. E.
Hodgson died in England and Lt. A. N . Gurney died of wounds,
suffered while serving with the 4th Battalion.
92ND BATTALION, 1ST REINFORCING DRAFT, C.E.F.
The Draft Company of the 92nd Battalion, which left Toronto
for overseas in November, 1915, six months prior to its parent unit,
was placed under the command of Lt. Walter Menpes at Niagara
ontheLake. The Company comprised three platoons from the
92nd Battalion and one from the 91st. The Company marched
with the Battalion but trained separately, undergoing more intensive
work than the main unit.
The Company spent long hours on the ranges, and while the
Battalion would be having a lecture, frequently given by Major
G. H. McLaren, they would be perspiring over the green ﬁelds of
the camp, learning the ﬂopandrun method, as they called it, of
open order attack. They were a bit superior toward the rest of the
Battalion, as they were going overseas ahead of the other companies,
but groused long and loud at the thought of the Battalion, sitting
in the shade of a marquee, while they learned the arts of the soldier
under a boiling sun.
The Company took part in the marches to Queenston Heights;
sometimes routemarched by themselves, and nothing was left
undone to get them ﬁt and ready for action as speedily as possible.

412

48TH HIGHLANDERS OF CANADA

In the great camp march from NiagaraontheLake to Toronto,
which started for them on the last day of October, they acted as
scouts, skirmishers, advance and rear guard for the artillery. The
result was that they probably walked 15 miles or so farther than
the infantry battalions who followed the roads. They climbed the
“mountain” and travelled along its crest, ranged the vineyards,
vied with each other to be chosen for the advance guard in order
to be ﬁrst into each village, where pies and cakes were always wait
ing, and got lost occasionallyin an orchard. The Battalion itself
marched a day behind the Draft Company.
Intensive training continued at the old hospital barracks, but
not for long. They were completely outﬁtted, all had leave to their
homes, and then rumour said they would sail from Halifax late in
November. For once the latrinegossip proved correct. The entire
Battalion turned out, saluted them, and gave them a rousing farewell
when the trooptrain was ready for them.
They sailed from Halifax on November 27th, aboard the Lapland,
unescorted, and after an uneventful sevenday voyage—excepting
for the usual false alarms of submarines lurking in the offing, and
tuition in CrownandAnchor given by the sailors aft—they shortly
were comfortably housed in the huts of Sandling, and carrying on
training in English winter weather and Kentish mud.
To go overseas with Lt. Menpes were Lts. C. J. Skene, J. H.
Chipman, A. W. R. Sinclair and R. J. Selbie. The senior noncom
missioned officers of the Draft Company were: Sgts. S. W. Brodie,
R. E. L. Browne, M. T. de la Courneuve, G. Reid, J. A. Tweedie,
K. E. Watson and J. T. Wright.
The Draft Company was not long in England. Their entire.
period of training for war was less than six months. After but
three months’ drill in the mire of the great hut camp of East and
West Sandling, with occasional trips to the ranges at Hythe, calls
came for drafts for the 15th Battalion. They were not sorry, for
the weather and training conditions that winter were atrocious.
large draft was taken on the strength of the 15th Battalion in
March, 1916. while the 48th Highlanders were holding the line 111
the PloegsteertMessines sector. Another was taken on by the 42nd
Battalion about the same time. All the Company, naturally a
wanted to serve with the 15th Battalion. But this was impossible
although the big majority did eventually reach their own service
unit. Detachments also went to the 13th and 42nd Battalions.
By the end of March only those of the Draft Company who were
hospital or had transferred to other units or services, were left in
England. Members of the Draft Company served in many units
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and services and something of a record was created in that fully
98% of them reached action.
Fortyfour noncommissioned officers and men of the Draft
Company fell or died of wounds on active service. Lt. R. J. Selbie
was killed while serving with the 13th Battalion and Lt. W. D.
Pearson, who was commissioned overseas, was killed while with
the 15th Battalion. Many other ofﬁcers, N.C.O.’s and men
suffered wounds.
134TH BATTALION, C.E.F.
In November, 1915, yet another offer was made by Lt.Col.
Donald to the Minister of Militia and Defence, to raise, equip and
train a third battalion to wear the Davidson tartan and regimental
crest of the 48th Highlanders of Canada. The authorization was
instantly forthcoming and the life of the 134th Battalion, C.E.F.,
actually dates from December 4th, 1915.
It was decided that Lt.Col. Donald would command the new
battalion himself, and Lt.Col. C. W. Darling, brother of Capt.
Clifford Darling, the first officer of the 15th Battalion to lose his
life in action, took over the command of the parent unit. A dis
tinctive badge, embodying the crest of the Regiment, was chosen.
It was the falcon’s head, surrounded by a garter, with “48th High
landers” above and “134th Overseas” below the crest. This badge
was officially approved.
Immediately after receiving authorization, Lt.Col. Donald
arranged with the local Military Headquarters to commence
recruiting on January 1st. Before this time, however, Lt.Col.
Donald had already organized his Headquarters’ staff and had
decided on the ofﬁcer personnel of his companies and details. A
delay, however, was caused when the request was made by the
Department that opening of the rolls would not take place until
later. This was owing to the fact that another Toronto unit was
not yet up to strength.
From the outset Lt.Col. Donald did everything possible to
insure that he would have a battalion of efficient officers and of
picked men. In the ﬁrst place all officers taken on were selected
from the personnel of the Regiment, itself. It was also arranged
with the Recruiting Depot that the Depot would do the actual
recruiting, carry out the medical examinations and attestations, but
that Lt.Col. Donald reserved the right to refuse any recruit. This,
the Officer Commanding felt, would result in a body of men of high
standard, as each recruit was interviewed by officers of his Head
quarters staff, who saw to it that the new Highlanders understood,
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and were imbued as deeply as possible, with the traditions and ideals
of the Regiment before they donned the tartan.
Recruits poured into the Depot to join the new battalion. Forty
men were taken on the strength on January 11th; by the end of the
first week, the strength was 391 all ranks, which is a testimony to the
popularity of the 48th Highlanders. At the end of four weeks
recruiting, even with the restrictions mentioned, the strength stood
at 1,075 all ranks. The required number, 1,200, was reached on
February 22nd.
There was little difficulty in obtaining either kilt or equipment,
The men were taken on, equipped fully at once and posted to their
companies. The tartan, much of which was being made and dyed
in Canada, proved satisfactory. Hair sporrans could not be
obtained so leather pouches were used instead. The sum of $1,500
was donated by the Citizens’ Recruiting League and a committee
of ofﬁcers of the 48th Highlanders quickly raised sufficient funds
to meet every ﬁnancial requirement of the new battalion.
The Horticultural Building in the grounds of the Canadian
National Exhibition was transformed into a barracks for their
winter home. It was clean, comfortable, and despite a lack of
paradeground space in the Vicinity their drill and training started
immediately after enlistment. They routemarched hither and yon,
learned the rudiments of the infantryman’s job in peace and war,
heard lectures in the lecture rooms of Osgoode Hall, loaned by the
Law Society, and were swiftly whipped into soldierly shape. By
the time it was warm enough for tent life they had a splendid
foundation for the intensive training to follow.
That winter and spring the Davidson tartan was thus thick on
the streets of Toronto, in Parkdale, in the vicinity of the Don ﬂats
and about the Armouries. Two battalions of 48th Highlanders
were training for war. The 134th Battalion took part in the
momentous church parade in Queen’s Park and the marchpast on
Sunday, April 30th. After the great massed service, H.R.H. the
Duke of Connaught took their salute and they later marched past
their Brigade Commander, Col. W. C. MacDonald.
The move to NiagaraontheLake, where they went under
canvas, was on May 16th, one day before the 92nd Battalion heard
the cheers of Toronto growing dim behind them. They were not
to stay here long, however, as another great camp was in the making.
They shortly moved to Camp Borden, in Simcoe County, and at
once experienced all the discomforts of an unﬁnished camp. There
was dirt, dust and loneliness. That was another thing to dislike
the Camp’s remoteness from Toronto. However, they made them
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selves at home and carried on. The training at Camp Borden held
little actual trenchwar work but every officer, noncommissioned
Officer and man was given thorough training in all the branches of
drill, musketry, machinegunnery, bombing and ﬁeld manoeuvres.
In July, 1916, the Battalion lost its commander, Lt.Col. Donald,
who was forced to retire through serious illness. His place was
taken by the secondincommand, Major A. A. Miller, whose
unfortunate fate it was to be killedinaction while serving with the
19th Battalion in France. Major F. S. Allan was promoted to take
the place of the new Ofﬁcer Commanding.
As the Battalion went through these ﬁnal days of instruction
and preparation, Lt.Col. Miller’s officer personnel (with service
units indicated) was:
Officer Commanding
2ndinCommand
Adjutant
Paymaster
Medical Ofﬁcer
Quartermaster
Chaplain

HEADQUARTERS
Lt.Col. A. A. Miller
Major F. S. Allan
Capt. F. M. Murphy
Capt. W. G. Reburn
Capt. G. W. Lougheed
Hon. Capt. J. Nicoll
Hon. Capt. N. A. MacEachren

Machinegun Officer

Lt. W. A. MacLachlan

COMPANY COMMANDERS
Major H. W. Murray
Major T. P. Grubbe
Major R. Shiell
Major P. E. Boyd
G. B. Snow
G. Heyworth
G. M. Malone
R. S. Dunlop
A. M. Slatter
S. H. Crawford
E. C. Gordon
A. C. Dean

(15th Bn.)
(19th Bn.)

(19th Bn.)
(42nd Bn.)
(15th Bn.)
(Pay Corps)
(C.A.M.C.)
(Chaplain
Service)
(4th C.M.R.)

2NDINCOMMAND COMPANIES
Capt. A. R. Ramsey
Capt. M. T. Morgan
Capt. J. B. Young
Capt. F. W. Grant

SUBALTERNS
(15th Bn.)
F. M. Ross
(4th C.M.R.)
J. Miln
(15th Bn.)
T. B. Phillips
(4th C.M.R.)
L. M. Murray
(15th Bn.)
G. Heighington
(Mud Bn.)
G. R. Marani
(4th Bn.)
M. H. Bird
(R.F.C.)
A. J. Lester

(4th C.M.R.)
(C.M.G. Bn.)
(C.M.G. Bn.)
(15th Bn.)
(8th Bn.)
(M.G. Bn.)
(4th C.M.R.)
(15th Bn.)
(4th C.M.R.)
(42nd Bn.)
(R.F.C.)
(15th Bn.)

The senior noncommissioned Officers, on departure for England,
were: R.S.M. R. B. Henderson, R.Q.M.S. C. C. Harlow, Band
master R. H. Lodge; C.S.M.’s A. T. Yule, W. N. Watson, A. H.
Carswell and H. Hebson, and C.Q.M.S.’s. H. P. Freeman, D. Dawson
and L. B. Kyles; Sgt.Bugler E. G. Evans and Sgts. R. Armstrong,
E. A. Bennett, E. R. Benniman, R. P. Black, R. G. Calder, T. T.
Carpenter, T. R. Church, T. Cotton, J. S. Cruden, H. C. P. Drader,
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D. M. Duncan, G. M. Emslie, B. Faichney, G. Finlayson, C. C.
Gardner, E. G. George, C. J. Glover, N. Graham, T. A. Grover,
K. B. Hannah, J. R. Hardisty, W. Heigh, F. K. Honey, F. W. Kirk,
C. A. Kirkaldy, A. MacDonald, T. J. Mathers, R. M. McCheyne,
G. McGregor, H. Nicoll, W. J. Paterson, J. H. Pyper, A. M. Reid,
J. Reid, W. Riddick, J. Roberts, J. Russell, B. J. Savage, F. L,
Seddon, J. Simpson, W. W. Sinclair, R. Smith, L. Spalding and
W. Terrell.
They were tired of the dust and heat of Camp Borden and were
not sorry when rumour followed rumour that they were due to go
overseas. At last rumour became fact, ﬁnal furlough was had by
all ranks, and then on August 5th they were aboard a troop train
heading for Halifax. The strength of the Battalion, as they
rumbled out of Camp Borden, was 1,110 all ranks.
Short route marches were held to ease their legs at Chaudiere Jct.,
Que., and again at Moncton, N.B., and they detrained at Halifax on
August 8th and immediately marched up the gangplanks of H.M.
Troopship Scotian and found themselves in the company of a
tunnelling unit. The following day they sailed with three other
troopers, escorted by the cruiser Carnarvon. It was a pleasant
voyage, in ﬁne weather, and although the Scotian was the slowest
ship in the convoy and she steamed the latter part of the crossing
with the other craft over the horizon ahead of her, none was at all
perturbed. They drew into the Mersey late at night, after a day
spent in admiring the heather on the Isle of Man and the hills of
Scotland in the distance, as they clove through the Irish Sea.
They disembarked on the early morning of August 18th, had

their usual Canadian chuckle at the Old Country matchbox railway
coaches, and ended their trip to Bramshott Camp in pitch darkness
and a drizzling rain. It was not a cheering arrival but these young
soldiers had already become used to making the best of what luck
might bring.
Training settled down and a series of inspections, as usual,
followed. On August 21st, the Battalion was paraded for Sir
Archibald Hunter, G.O.C. Aldershot Command. With him were
General Carson of the Canadian H.Q., and Col. F. Meighan, in
Command, Bramshott Area. The Battalion presented a ﬁne appear
ance and were highly complimented. Following this review, the
officers and other ranks of the Battalion scattered throughout the
British Isles on their ﬁrst leave.
On August 28th, MajorGen. Sir Sam. Hughes paid a visit and
said he had not forgotten the splendid farewell they had given when
he left NiagaraontheLake in the spring. On the 4th of September
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the Battalion was inspected by Hon. W. H. Hearst, Premier of
Ontario. Another momentous review took place on the 28th of
September when Field Marshall Sir John French, Commander
inChief of the Home Forces, looked them over and pronounced
them splendid.
Throughout this period, the 134th Battalion had carried on with
the usual round of trainingroute marches, drill, bayonet ﬁghting,
ﬁring on Longmoor ranges and lectures—with every rank fervently
hoping that they were to go to France as a unit.
There was consternation, therefore, when a reinforcing draft
of 350 men was ordered on October 7th. However, assurances were
given to Lt.Col. Miller that the Battalion was not to be broken up.
Capt. F. M. Murphy and Lt. G. Heyworth crossed the Channel
with them on October 10th, as conducting officers. But it meant
the wiping out of ﬁnely trained “B” and “D” Companies and the
294 men and 6 officers who arrived from a reserve battalion to take
their places, were found to be far less advanced than the men who
were now on their road to action. The consolation was that they
were going to the 15th Battalion, who had lost heavily in the
Somme ﬁghting. These men were taken on the strength of the 48th
Highlanders’ service unit in November, after moving to the Vimy
sector. As practically every battalion stationed at Bramshott sent
drafts at this time, the 134th Battalion continued to believe they
would eventually ﬁght as a unit.
There was a move for them on November 1st, when they took
over quarters in Whitley Camp, Surrey, where they settled down
for the winter of 191617. The ChristmasNew Year period came
and passed with leave generous and the QuarterMaster General
openhanded with rations. A splendid Christmas dinner was held
which was enjoyed by all ranks in camp.
Then, on January 22nd, a move occurred which brought general
elation and instant visions of crossing the channel, as they had hoped,
as the 134th Battalion. They were made a unit of the 5th Canadian
Division which seemed to point to a decision having been reached
that Canada was to have, eventually, ﬁve divisions in the ﬁeld.
It developed that the 134th Battalion had had the opportunity
for more extensive training than any other battalion up to the time
the 5th Division was formed. Drafts were called for regularly and
then the numbers would be replaced from reserve battalions. The
19th Battalion received 378 other ranks in May, 1917, and in the
same month 117 men went to the 3rd Battalion. New drafts replac
ing these men arrived at the end of May, when 300 men came from
the 3rd Reserve Battalion.
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During the long summer’s training of 1917, the Battalion fur
nished a guardofhonour for Sir Robert Borden, when the Dominion
Parliament was presented with a mace by the Lord Mayor of
London. They were inspected by H.M. the King, and H.R.H. the
Duke of Connaught; the pipe band played for His Majesty, by
request, at Aldershot, and the brass band furnished music for a
Westminster Abbey Service. They were also inspected by Sir
Archibald Murray, G.O.C. Aldershot, Lt.Gen. Sir Richard Turner,
V.C., O.C. Canadian Forces in the British Isles, Gen. Sir Francis
Howard, Sir Robert Borden and other distinguished soldiers and
statesmen.
The weeks lengthened monotonously into months and then
another ChristmasNew Year period arrived, with the appear
ance of the Battalion vastly changed since it had sailed from
Halifax—that is in the strange faces that had taken the place of
the men of the 134th Battalion now serving in France. Then came
the shock which came to all those great battalions which had to be
broken up through the exigencies of war. Now they came to know
that they, as a Battalion, were to vanish and the personnel to become
merged with the various units of the Canadian Army Corps in
France.
On February 12th, 1918, the G.O.C. of the 5th Canadian Divi
sion called the Battalion commanders to his Headquarters. He told
them, regretfully, that the Division was to be demobilized at once,
that everything possible had been done to save the Division, but
that the Canadian Corps Commander was adverse to having a ﬁfth
division in France and that Ottawa supported him. With that went
the last hope of ﬁghting in the Davidson tartan and the 134th
Battalion badge.
Original ofﬁcers to proceed to France about the time the 134th
Battalion lost its identity were: Major R. Shiell (19th Bn.), Major
H. W. Murray (15th Bn.), Capt. F. M. Murphy (15th Bn.), Capt.
J. Young and Capt. M. T. Morgan (C.M.G.C.), Capt. A. R.
Ramsey and Lts. W. R. McLachlan, R. S. Dunlop, G. Heighington
and G. Heyworth, all to the 4th C.M.R.’s, and Lt. E. G. Gordon to
the 4th Battalion. One hundred additional men went to the 15th
Battalion, 100 to the 4th C.M.R.’s and 100 to the 4th Battalion.
It was natural that all officers of the original 134th Battalion
should prefer retaining their tartan and serving with the 15th
Battalion in action and many of them did so, though they were not so
fortunate as had been the 92nd. A total of 10 officers eventually
reached the service unit of the 48th Highlanders. Capt. F. W.
Grant; and Lts. G. B. Snow, G. M. Malone, A. M. Slatter, L. M.
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Murray, and A. J. Lester were taken on the strength of the 15th
in addition to those previously mentioned. Lt. F. M. Ross went to
the 8th Battalion; the Royal Flying Corps got Lts. M. H. Bird
and A. C. Dean, and the 4th C.M.R.’s also had Lt. T. B. Phillips;
Lt. John Miln went to the C.M.G.C.
Thus it was that officers and men of the 134th Battalion died
while in service with many units of the various arms of the forces.
One hundred and seventysix noncommissioned officers and men
were killedinaction or died of wounds. The officer who led them
overseas, Lt.Col. A. A. Miller, was killedinaction while with the
19th Battalion. Their Adjutant, Capt. F. M. Murphy, was killed
while Acting Adjutant of the 15th Battalion. Lt. H. M. Bird died
of wounds suffered in service with the Royal Air Force and Lt.
Geoffrey Heighington, M.C., was wounded with the 4th C.M.R.’s
and died in England. Two noncommissioned officers of the
original Battalion were commissioned later and also lost their lives.
Q.M. Sergeant H. P. Freeman was commissioned to the Royal Air
Force and was accidentally killed. C.Q.M.S. L. B. Kyles became
a subaltern and served with the 15th Battalion only to lose his
life after being critically wounded in the closing weeks of the war.
MISCELLANEOUS DRAFTS
In addition to the two reinforcing battalions, 92nd and 134th, and
the 92nd Battalion 1st Reinforcing Draft, the home Regiment also
recruited many men who were merged with other Toronto battalions.
The ﬁrst draft raised after the departure of the 15th Battalion, in
1914, was a half company of 100 men which joined the 19th Battalion.
This half company was commanded by Capt. Norman Perry and
comprised the Regiment’s representation in the 2nd Division.
A full company was also raised under Major Robt. Wilson, Capt.
Campbell and Lt. Walter Grow. It was recruited in the Armouries
and joined the 35th Battalion which at that time was being brought
up to full strength.
Sixty men were later recruited, the two platoons being under Lt.
G. Cassels, and becoming part of the 58th Battalion. Recruiting
was now at its height and another full company was raised, which
under Capt. M. R. Gooderham, was absorbed by the 74th Battalion.
The 48th Highlanders were also responsible, if indirectly, for a still
further 100 men who went to the 7 3rd Battalion, being recruited by
a Montreal officer, Capt. Mathieson, through the Highlanders’
Orderly Room and by means of the Regiment’s facilities.
In addition to recruiting, there were many other duties; such as
guard duty at the Wireless Station on the Island and over the
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Prisoners of War at Stanley Barracks; and throughout the war the
Regiment was a unit of the Home Defence Force, with varied
activities and parading regularly. At all times the nucleus, at
least, of a Headquarters Staff was functioning.
In addition, again, the ﬁne work of the leaders of the brass and
pipe band organizations must not be forgotten. Capt. John
Slatter organized and gave early instruction to countless brass
organizations in addition to those required by his own Regiment.
He was invaluable in the Military District in which Toronto was
situated. His long experience in army band work caused him to be
constantly in demand. PipeMajor James Fraser did the same for
the Highland organizations and it was through him that pipers
were gathered and organized for the 92nd and 134th Battalions.
He led them himself and turned over efficient pipe bands when the
time came for them to go overseas.
Thus while the 15th Battalion gallantly fought itself to high place
in the annals of arms, and while men of the tartan warred no less
splendidly in many services and units, it can be seen that able men
still stood staunchly behind the Regiment at home.
The 48th Highlanders of Canada had been blessed with many
loyal and generous ofﬁcers and friends from the Regiment’s forma
tion. Time and money had been given to form it and build it, and
now while its blood was being offered in the welter of war, time and
money were still being spent, and are still being spent, with an
open hand.
The Regiment’s friends were many during the stressful days of
war, and, perhaps, none should be singled out. But some word
should be recorded here of Col. John Forbes Michie, who had been
one of the foremost instigators of the movement for the formation
of the Regiment, and who had always stood staunchly behind its
steady growth. He acted as Paymaster (hiring the war and in the
trying period of reorganization afterwards. Perhaps he should
be called the Treasurer. When funds were needed by the new
battalions, for Christmas gifts for the 15th Battalion, and for
countless other expenditures, they were always forthcoming no
matter what the condition of the exchequer. His wise counsel is
still eagerly sought and highly valued in all matters of moment to
the Regiment.
The Regiment suffered an all but irreparable loss on Sunday
January 22nd, 1917, when Col. William Campbell MacDonald,
who had commanded the 48th Highlanders from 1900 to 1906, was
killed at the Union Station when struck by a train. It was a bitterly
cold night and steam from the engines made it almost Impossible
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to see ten yards. Col. MacDonald, then Brigadier of the 1st
Infantry Brigade, had been saying farewell to a battalion of cyclists,
bound overseas. He was last to step from the moving troop train
and was in the centre of track No. 6 when a shunting engine loomed
Suddenly out of the steam. The Colonel was killed instantly and
four others were injured, one seriously.
The funeral of the gallant Colonel, who was characterized at
the time as “the most thorough soldier produced in Canada since
the days of Otter,” was the largest and most picturesque ever held
in Toronto. Eight thousand troops were in the lane of khaki through
which the funeral cortège passed and almost every senior officer in the
Military District and most of the prominent statesmen and citizens
in the Province of Ontario were in attendance. News of his death
was heard with much regret in England and France, and with deep
sorrow by his son, Lt. Fred MacDonald, in Germany, where he had
been since being taken prisoner in the 2nd Battle of Ypres.
Col. MacDonald’s military experience had been invaluable to
the Regiment from the outset. He had previously served with the
Queen’s Own Riﬂes and was a veteran of the NorthWest Rebellion
where he participated in the relief of Battleford. He held a ﬁrst
class certiﬁcate from the Royal School of Infantry. He was a keen
rifleman and three times shot as a member of the Canadian Bisley
team, of which he was Adjutant in 1902. He had been President
of the Dominion and Ontario Riﬂe Associations and of the Military
Institute in 19011902. Following his relinquishment of the
command of the 48th Highlanders in 1906, Col. MacDonald com
manded the 16th Infantry Brigade for two years, and swung back
into active duty on the outbreak of war. As Toronto newspapers
said at the time, Col. MacDonald was an ideal citizensoldier and
“his tragic death was far from a ﬁt ending to a life of such real worth
and usefulness.”
To Lt.Col. Duncan Donald and to Lt.Col. C. W. Darling, who
followed Col. Donald to the command of the home Regiment, must
go much of the credit for the brilliant recruiting record of which the
48th Highlanders can boast. That they laboured at home with
the feeling that they were standing behind the men of the Davidson
tartan who were on active service there can be no doubt. Every
facility at their command was always at the disposal of the
Department of Militia and Defence and there was never a time
throughout the entire period of the war when they did not have
a complete recruiting organization in efficient working order.
That the 48th Highlanders had proven their worth to the
Dominion as a unit of the Canadian Militia, and that they had
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gallantly answered every dream of those patriotic Scotsman who so
determinedly set out to bring them into being in the last century,
is not only gloriously plain in their record on the ﬁeld of battle, but
also in the fact that the Regiment can claim to have recruited three
full battalions and sent them to war, and a fourth battalion in
miscellaneous drafts. That is a prideful record and one which can
hardly be surpassed by any single regiment in the Dominions of
the Empire.

Ch XXVII. Peace and the Reunion

CHAPTER XXVII.

TEN YEARS OF PEACE AND
THE REUNION
Remember how?—again an Archie’s pumping
And yapping futile puffballs to the blue!
Remember when?—the Loos skyline is jumping
And dawn’s berserker strafe is raving through!
It’s dusk—they loaf by St. Eloy’s tall tower
Or watch the Ypres guns play down the rise.
It’s dawn—in roaring Mouquet they’re acower
With fortitude and faith and sacriﬁce.

following cessation of
I MMEDIATELY
strong revulsion sweeping all parts of

hostilities there was a
the Empire and most of
the world against all things military. Men wanted to relax and
this feeling naturally prevailed most strongly where the red hand of
war had touched most ruthlessly. It was to persist for several
years, and, in fact, until the world could think clearly and had rid
itself of the delirium of war and its agonies.
With few exceptions, however, the antimilitary feeling was
little more than lethargy and a desire to merge into civil life on the
part of Canadian exservicemen. They had learned the grim lessons
of war and the wisdom of preparedness. Throughout the winter
of 19191920 there was a growing desire on the part of officers and
men who had worn the Davidson tartan, to revive the Regiment
actively as a militia unit. This was given impetus by a suggestion
that this should be done, made by the Minister of Militia. So, on
April 19th, 1920, the officers of the 48th Highlanders, including
those who had served with the 15th, 92nd and 134th Battalions,
gathered in St. Andrews Institute.
Col. D. M. Robertson, M.V.O., presided at the momentous
meeting and the first decision was the unanimous one that the
historical title “48th Highlanders of Canada” should be retained,
who should be offered the command? The leadership of the
reorganized Regiment was at once offered to and accepted by
Lt.Col. C. W. Darling, who had commanded at home since 1916.
(The OrderinCouncil authorizing this was dated March 1st, 1921).
All thought it important that the numbers of the three service
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battalions be not forgotten and provision was made for preserving
them. It was decided that the Regiment itself would perpetuate
the traditions of the 15th Battalion, hard won through four years
of strife. The 92nd and 134th Battalions became the 1st and 2nd
Reserve Battalions. It was also necessary to reappoint the
honourary commanders. General Sir Ian Hamilton, G.C.B.,
G.C.M.G., D.S.O., the Colonel of the Gordon Highlanders with
which the Regiment was allied, and Col. D. M. Robertson, M.V.O.,
were unanimously reappointed Honourary Colonel and Lieutenant
Colonel respectively. Thus were the major steps quickly consum
mated.
Recruiting started on March 14th, 1921, and by April 1st they
were in shape to be inspected by MajorGen. V. A. S. Williams,
C.M.G., and on the 28th of April, when the 6th Infantry Brigade,
commanded by Brig.Gen. J. A. Gunn, C.M.G., D.S.O., was
inspected by MajorGen. Sir H. E. Burstall, K.C.B., C.M.G.,
A.D.C., they were already showing that all their old popularity,
enthusiasm and keenness, had been swiftly revived. The parade
state showed that 578 had answered the roll call. At this time,
Lt.Col. Darling had Lt.Col. K. R. Marshall, C.M.G., D.S.O., as
secondincommand; Capt. D. A. Cameron, as Adjutant, and his
other senior officers were: Major Geo. H. McLaren, O.C. No. 3
Company; Lt.Col. I. M. R. Sinclair, D.S.O., M.C., O.C. No. 4
Company; Major J. I. Girvan, D.S.O., M.C., O.C. No. 1 Company
and Major Wm. Maybin, M.C., M.M., O.C. No. 2 Company.
Sgt.Major Louis de Harte, taken prisoner during the 2nd Battle
of Ypres, had accepted the post of R.S.M., and many of the old
noncommissioned officers of the 48th Highlanders of prewar days
and of all the service units, had proven their loyalty to the tartan
by donning it once more. A number of the outstanding noncoms.
and men of the war days at once rejoined and the personnel of the
reorganized unit was of high calibre. Its successful future was
assured.
With the start of parades also began the countless other activities
of regimental life. Shooting was carried on each Saturday after
noon during the summer at Long Branch. The annual riﬂe matches
were resumed, when on Saturday, October 22nd, the first postwar
regimental shoot was held. Pte. R. Storrar won the John I.
Davidson Challenge Cup and the D.C.R.A. silver medal and the
following year these awards went to C.Q.M.S. Thos. Young.
Shooting at Bisley had also resumed and in 1920 S/Sgt. W. A.
Hawkins, G.M., proved he had lost little of his skill while repre
senting the Regiment at the ﬁrst meet of Empire marksmen after
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the war. He made the team again in 1921, with Sgt. G. M. Emslie,
M.M., and in 1922 Pte. H. Kent and C.Q.M.S. Thos. Young were
the Unit’s shots to go overseas. Immediately following the resump
tion of regimental shooting, also, the McGregor Club was formed,
composed of marksmen, to perpetuate the memory of Capt. A. R.
McGregor, killed in the 2nd Battle of Ypres. He had always been
a riﬂe enthusiast. The Club meets each year on the ranges, shooting
for a cup, and spends a social evening after the match. Also, each
year, in order that the friendships formed during the war between
officers of the Royal Highlanders of Canada and of the 48th High
landers might be continued, alternate gatherings take place in
Montreal and Toronto for sports and a mess dinner.
The year 1922 was uneventful and the trying period for the
militia in Canada was seen to be only starting. Public opinion was
listless and aid from the Federal Government, hardpressed for
funds because of the tremendous war expenditures, was naturally
limited. The 48th Highlanders were, however, destined to get
through these lean years with their strength unimpaired and their
progress steady. Although the blood of the Regiment had been
spent loyally throughout the years of war and they had proud
traditions now, won in battle, the officers and friends of the
Regiment were again called upon to spend time and money gener
ously. It was done, as it was before the war.
On Saturday, September 1st, 1923, a garden party and sports
day was held at Benvenuto, late residence of Sir William Mackenzie,
with a detachment from the London Scottish to add interest. The
48th Highlanders defeated the Scottish at tugofwar before 9,000
spectators. In the evening, Lt.Col. K. R. Marshall gave a dinner
to the visiting Scottish officers at the York Club. During that
summer the regimental bungalow had been built at Long Branch,
which added greatly to the convenience and comfort of the marks
men and riﬂe enthusiasts. Sgt. G. F. Antell won the Davidson
Match and S/Sgt. W. A. Hawkins, G.M., again represented the
Regiment at Bisley. The regimental church parade was held this
year to St. Andrew’s Church on Sunday, October 28th, and the
officers of the Regiment were photographed in a group, for the first
time since the war.
Then came the momentous Armistice parade of 1923. A regi
mental memorial, of which Capt. E. W. Haldenby, M.C., was the
designer, had been erected during the summer in Queen’s Park, being
ﬁnanced by members, exmembers and friends of the Regiment.
The beautiful granite column, standing in remembrance of the 61
officers and 1,406 noncommissioned officers and men of the 48th
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Highlanders who had given up their lives in the Great War, was
unveiled by His Excellency, Lord Byng, GovernorGeneral of
Canada, before a tremendous throng. It was one of the most
impressive ceremonies in their history; hundreds of Veterans who
had worn the tartan stood bareheaded and still as the flag fell
slowly back from the face of the column. The monument, standing
at the head of Queen’s Park, looking up Avenue Road, was sur
rounded by the Regiment in uniform, by exmembers in mufti,
and a proud and sorrowing host of relatives of men who had fallen
while serving in the ranks of the Highlanders. Women sobbed in
the waiting quiet, for the war was still bitterly fresh in memories,
and the Last Post sounded in silver cadence with deep meaning.
It was a moving service and when the Regiment at last swung
quietly away, the base of the column was smothered under a mass
of wreaths and poppies. On the four sides of the monument are
replicas of the Regimental crest and on the face are the words:
DILEAS GU BRATH
19141918
To the glorious memory of those who died and to the undying
honour of those who served—this is erected by their
Regiment—the 48th Highlanders of Canada.
The unveiling service was followed by a dinner in the officers’
mess, where it was announced that this was the last parade on which
Lt.Col. Darling would act as Officer Commanding. He was
retiring, and on April 24th, 1924, Lt.Col. K. R. Marshall, C.M.G.,
D.S.O., succeeded to the command.
Lt.Col. Marshall had proceeded overseas with the 15th
Battalion in 1914 but contracted pneumonia on Salisbury Plain
and for a considerable period was unﬁt for service. Later he had a
distinguished career on the staff. He was Staff Captain of the 12th
Brigade and served for 36 months with the 3rd and 4th Divisions
in the ﬁeld. He was D.A.A.G., 3rd Division and A.A. & Q.M.G.,
4th Division, and ﬁnally relieved Brig.Gen. G. A. Farmer as Acting
D.A. & Q.M.G. of the Canadian Corps. Thus it came about that
a distinguished soldier, and a 48th Highlander of long standing and
great loyalty, now led them through trying years. Apart from
them, he had not forgotten them. He had always felt one of them
though his contact with the tartan had not been close during the war.
The Regiment had a much enjoyed trip to Belleville in 1924;
taking part in the United Empire Loyalist celebration there from
June 14th to 17th. A detachment under Major G. H. McLaren,
with Lts. G. M. Malone, M.C., and E. C. Gordon, had also taken
part, on June 5th, in the unveiling of the University of Toronto
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Soldiers’ Tower. The Tower was erected in honour and remem
brance of men who gave their lives in the Great War. The
bugle band, at this time. was equipped with silver bugles, the gift
of friends of the Regiment, and Col. John A. Currie, M.P.P.,
presented new drums and leopard skins. This year, too, the ofﬁcers
obtained the cavalry mess in place of their old cramped quarters.
Col. Robertson and Lt.Col. Marshall presented the mess with a
beautiful cabinet to hold the splendid array of cups, trophies and
books, and Mrs. T. Crawford Brown, wife of the Chaplain, pre
sented a set of ﬂat silver.
There was another memorable parade on Sunday, May 24th,
1925, when 689 men under Lt.Col. Marshall, marched in the
Garrison church parade, giving the salute to His Excellency, Lord
Byng, GovernorGeneral of Canada, at the Parliament Buildings.
The 48th then broke off and on the University of Toronto campus
gave His Excellency the Royal Salute, and trooped the old Colour,
marching off to Auld Lang Syne. New Colours which had been
donated by the reserve battalions (92nd and 134th) were dedicated
by the Chaplain, Major the Rev. T. Crawford Brown, and formally
presented to the Regiment by His Excellency. The King’s Colour
was received by Major Geo. H. McLaren and handed to Lt. G. M.
Malone, M.C. The Regimental Colour, received by Lt.Col. I. M.
R. Sinclair, D.S.O., M.C., was handed to Capt. C. T. Clark. The
Regiment then marched past Lord Byng with their new Colours
at their head. A dinner was held that evening in the officers’ mess.
The Regiment spent the July 30thAugust 2nd weekend of 1926
in London and greatly enjoyed the centenary celebration there.
The marksmen of the Regiment continued to turn in high scores
on all ranges and no Canadian team went to Bisley without a repre
sentative of the 48th Highlanders included. In 1924, Sgt. R.
Storrar and C. S. M. W. A. Hawkins, G.M., shot; C.S.M. G. M.
Emslie, M.M., and Sgt. H. Ashling shot in 1925, and Emslie again
in 1926. Sgt. J. Borland also shot in the latter year. C.S.M.
Emslie again made the team in 1927 and 1928, having C.S.M.
Hawkins with him in ’28. There were large turnouts at every
annual match and during these years the honours of the day,
represented by the Davidson Match went to C.S.M. Hawkins, 1924;
C.S.M. Emslie 1925; C.S.M. Emslie, 1926; C.Q.M.S. Jos. Buick,
1927; and Sgt. Harold Ashling, 1928.
The old Colours of the Regiment were deposited in St. Andrew’s
Church on Sunday, May 15th, 1927. The King’s Colour was
carried by Lt. C. V. Fessenden and was handed by Col. John A.
Currie to the Rev. Stuart Parker, Assistant Chaplain. The
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Regimental Colour, carried by Lt. G. M. Malone, M.C., was given
into the care of the Church by Lt.Col. C. E. Bent, C.M.G., D.S.O.
Thus it was that the officer who took the 15th Battalion to war and
the officer who brought it triumphantly home, handed the battle
honoured Colours of the Regiment to the Church for perpetual
safekeeping. Later, the Regiment marched to the 48th High
landers’ Monument in Queen’s Park where wreaths were placed by
the various units and a brief service was held.
Ten of the twentyone battle honours, awarded the Regiment
by His Majesty the King in 1928, were inscribed on the Colours.
The total list is given below with the chosen ten in italics:
Ypres, ’15, ’17
Arleux
Gravenstafel
St. Julien

Festubert, 1915
Mont Sorrel
Somme, 1916
Pozières
Thiepval
Ancre Heights
Arras, ’17, ’18

Scarpe, ’17, ’18

Hill 70
Passchendaele
Amiens
DrocourtQuéant
Hindenburg Line

Canal du Nord
Pursuit to Mons
France and Flanders,
191518.

Vimy, 1917
July 1st, 1927, saw a splendid turnout of the Regiment to take
part in the Dominion Day celebration of the 60th Anniversary of
Confederation. The Regiment was back to its old prewar strength
and popularity. It was not possible to return to the striking
uniforms worn before the war, but they were smart now in white
spats, white belts and white riﬂe slings. The officers had also
adopted a new pattern mess uniform. Efﬁciency was high in the
Regiment and the Highlanders won the Infantry Association Cup
in 1925 and again in this year (1927).
In November the pipeband, under PipeMajor Fraser, and
accompanied by Capt. Eric Haldenby, M.C., the Adjutant, went to
Washington. They took part in the unveiling of the monument
in Arlington Cemetery which was erected to the memory of the
American citizens who lost their lives while serving with the
Canadian Expeditionary Force.
In 1927, also, Lt.Col. K. R. Marshall, C.M.G., D.S.O.,
was appointed A.D.C. to His Excellency, Viscount Willingdon,
GovernorGeneral of Canada, and on April 9th, 1928, he was pro
moted to Colonel, to command the 6th Infantry Brigade. Major
Geo. H. McLaren was now promoted LieutenantColonel and came
to the command of his Regiment. He had proceeded to France with
the 15th Battalion and was badly gassed in the 2nd Battle of Ypres
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and invalided home. After a long period in hospital he aided in the
training of the 92nd Battalion and proceeded to England with it as
secondincommand. On reorganization of the 48th Highlanders,
after the war, he was senior company commander,
The 6th Reserve Battalion, Gordon Highlanders, presented the
officers’ mess of the 48th with a quaich in 1928. There was now
room and an appropriate place for paintings in the mess and beside
that of Col. John I. Davidson, the first Officer Commanding,
appeared those of four other officers. The portrait of Lt.Col.
C. E. Bent, C.M.G., D.S.O., was presented by exofficers of the 15th
Battalion; that of Col. W. C. MacDonald, by Mrs. MacDonald;
of Col. Wm. Hendrie, by Mrs. Hendrie, and of Col. John Michie
by friends of the Regiment.
The Regiment spent a ﬁne weekend under canvas from June
29th to July 2nd, 1928, when they camped at NiagaraontheLake,
and were honoured by being inspected and addressed by Lt.Gen.
Sir George Cory, K.B.E., C.B., D.S.O. On August 25th they
Trooped the Colour at the opening of the Canadian National
Exhibition, as they had done at the Garrison Military Tournaments
of 1926 and 1927. In 1927 R.S.M. de Harte relinquished his
appointment on leaving Toronto. His place was taken by C.S.M.
Fred Gledhill, D.C.M., who had been Regimental SergeantMajor
of the 15th Battalion from the early summer of 1917 until the end
of the war.
The other senior noncommissioned officers in 1928 were:
R.Q.M.S. R. A. M. Meldrum, O. P. Ardagh, PipeMajor
J. Fraser, DrumMajor C. A. Kirkaldy, C.S.M.’s G. T. Hermitage,
Colin Barron, V.C., T. Young, Geo. Emslie, M.M., T. A. Armstrong,
R. G. Henderson, W. Terrell, F. Jamieson and Adam Goodfellow,
D.C.M.; C.Q.M.S.’s G. Elms, T. C. McDonald, S. Guylar, W. H.
Aikins, J. Phillips, J. Buick, D.C.M., G. M. Chisholm, D. S.
MacLachlan, W. H. Ball, A. W. Jacobi, Harry Ralph, G. A.
McMurchy, J. Roper and J. E. Lamb; Arm.Sgt. G. T. Antell,
Prov.Sgt. F. M. Calvert, PioneerSgt. R. S. Marsh, Tran.Sgt. S. S.
MacPherson, M.M., and Sgts. S. Brechin, W. H. Farrant, P. Reesor,
S. H. Fraser, D. Hunter, W. Riddle, J. Simpson, J. R. Ferguson,
C. R. Wilkings, T. McKean, C. A, Talbot, J. Borland, D. Cameron,
E. F. Russell, W. C. Lewis, W. A. Burns, R. Smith, J. P. Thompson,
A. E. Bridges, T. B. Jarvis, W. B. Turner, E. Rogers, E. Burley,
J. Annand, H. Ashling, S. J. Bond, A. R. Burﬁeld, T. R. Church,
A. E. Crisp, P. E. Cleal, W. M. Duguid, W. J. May, H. R. Watson,
E. F. Bevis, W. C. Carrol, H. Drader, J. Farnell, C. H. Hare,
J. R. Shaw, M.M., J. Sheppard, A. T. Yule, M.M., A. J. E. Chandler,
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J. Devlin, H. Hurford, J. A. McNab. J. D. McConnach. M.M.,
J. Stewart, F. S. Taylor, R. G. Brown, R. Dermondy, F. H. North
and W. Burroughs.
The officer personnel at this time was;
HEADQUARTERS
Lt.Col. Geo. H. McLaren, V.D.
Major (Bt. Lt.Col.) I. M. R. Sinclair, D.S.O., M.C.
Capt. E. W. Haldenby, M.C.
Lt. W. W. Southam
Capt. J. Nicoll
Capt. T. H. Banton
Transport Officer Lt. (Bt. Major) A. J. Sinclair
Musketry Officer Lt. S. W. Graham
Signalling Officer Lt. J. E. Willis
Medical Officers Major (Bt. Lt.Col.) A. J. MacKenzie, V.D.
Major J. C. Maynard
Paymasters
Major Scott Griffin
Capt. D. D. Macleod
Chaplains
Hon. Major Rev. T. Crawford Brown
Hon. Capt. Rev. S. C. Parker
Director of Music Capt. J. Slatter, V.D.
“A” COMPANY
“B” COMPANY
Major J. P. Girvan, D.S.O., M.C.
Major G. M. Alexander, M.C., V.D.
Lt. G. Machell
Capt. J. H. Chipman, M.C.
Lt. W. B. Hendrie
Lt. J. E. Ganong
Lt. W. R. Catto
Lt. J. S. P. Armstrong
Lt. T. Mackie
Lt. J. G. Cassels
Lt. G. S. Osler
Lt. W. L. Gordon
Lt. J. E. F. Seagram
Lt. R. L. Merry
Lt. B. B. King
“C” COMPANY
“D” COMPANY
Major F. W. Macdonald, M.C., V.D.
Capt. E. W. Bickle
Lt. (Bt. Capt.) C. T. Clark
Capt. G. M. Malone, M.C.
Lt. W. C. Barclay
Lt. S. H. Crawford
Lt. E. C. Gordon, M.C.
Lt. R. B. McPherson
Lt. A. F. Macpherson
Lt. C. M. King
Lt. W. M. McLaren
Lt. G. C. Hendrie
Lt. W. W. G. Darling
Lt. J. A. McDougald
Lt. C. Seagram
Lt. J. K. Edgar
C.O.
2nd in Command
Adjutant
Asst. Adjutant
Quartermasters

Now the Regiment reaches the celebration of the tenth year of
peace. A decade had passed since they heard the last shell
screaming over, saw the last searching starshell, heard the last
whine of a stray. Men who had been wounded somewhere along
the long road of war and had been invalided home had, as a. rule,
kept to themselves. They, too, had felt that desire to relax. But
now the period of wishing to forget was over. There was a wide
spread desire amongst the thousands of men who had worn the
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Davidson tartan to meet old comrades, to retell old tales, to look
once more at the men with whom they had swung along miles of
Flemish pavé, had shared a quaking funkhole, and with whom they
had lived through tremendous experiences such as had not come
to any other generation of men.
So it was that one of the greatest reunions of one regiment ever
held in the Dominions of the Empire, was arranged. Nothing was
left undone that every man who had ever served in the Regiment, no
matter where he might be, should hear of the gathering of High
landers. Plans were laid long before the time they would come
together at the Armistice period of 1928. From shop and farm,
from office and school, from countless trades and callings, came men
whom their comrades identiﬁed with evil nights on the Somme,
with grim hours before Ypres, with dugouts and shellholes of many
sectors, with the smashing attacks of 1918, with delights of leave
or the agonies of hospital.
It was a glorious thing, that reunion. It started officially on
Friday, November 9th, but long before this the hotels of Toronto
were crowded with Highlanders drifting in from distant parts.
The parade by the active Regiment on the night of November 9th
was an unforgettable spectacle, the active unit Trooping the Colour
while the stillfaced veterans ringed the Armouries, lost in their
memories. The crimson days came back to the men who gave the
Regiment immortality at St. Julien, and all down the weary months
of war until the Colours were carried triumphantly into Germany.
To these men, and to those others who watched, it seemed, as
the drums throbbed and the white spats rose and fell in unison,
that the Regiment was paying honour to its soul. Watching, too,
were hundreds of mothers and loved ones of those who died that the
Regiment might become great. Men remembered that it takes
“a deal of time, money and blood to make a Regiment.” The
utter silence of the great crowd told of something beyond the scene
and the ceremony that was throbbing with poignant meaning.
When Lt.Col. Geo. H. McLaren gave his order for the troop,
the shuttling, jammed hall fell still, and that stillness lasted until
the end, while those white spats lifted and dropped and the
throbbing, sobbing pipes went on and on. The steel gleamed under
the arc lights as the Regiment went smoothly through their paying
of homage to the Colour, which is The Regiment, before the
veterans, the fathers of sons who sleep lonely and afar. the loved
ones of men who went down somewhere along the crimson trail
of war. The great hall was utterly silent as the drums boom
boomed on the word and beat into the hearts of ﬁghting men, until
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the glinting bayonets ﬂashed three times and went crashcrash
crash in the Present Arms. Men stood straight and stem, watching,
spellbound.
The salute that evening was taken by His Honour, Lt.Governor
W. D. Ross. The Rt. Hon. Sir Austin Chamberlain, Foreign
Secretary, and Brig.Gen. A. H. Bell, C.M.G., D.S.O., Officer
Commanding Military District No. 2, were also present. Sir
Austin spoke brieﬂy, concluding with: “I can only wish this Regi
ment a record of honour as great as in the past. What more can
I wish of you as a Regiment?”
On the following night, Saturday, the great dinner was held.
The only available hall in Toronto large enough to accommodate
the immense throng was the Coliseum Building of the Canadian
National Exhibition and here the tables were laid and men sat
about the board together after a lapse of many years. Twentysix
hundred men who had worn the Falcon’s Head of the Regiment
were present. Lt.Col. Geo. H. McLaren was toastmaster for this
great army dinner. Never had there been such a reunion of the
ﬁghting men of one regiment in Canada. The great banquet hall
was a jostling, joyous mass of reminiscent warriors, as soldier shook
hands with soldier, as men shook the hand of a beloved officer.
The years of strife rolled back and they lived again for a brief spell
in roaring Mouquet, in the battered ditches of St. Julien and the
rest of the nevertobeforgotten parts of war. It was a memorable
scene, splendid and stupendous.
As the memories came back with a rush, and the pipers ﬁlled
the hall with old, familiar tunes, Lt.Col. McLaren proposed his
toasts. Beside him were Lt.Gen. Sir Richard Turner, V.C., their
ﬁrst Brigadier, the past commanders of the Regiment, and the
service units, and most of the senior officers of the Toronto Garrison.
His Honour, Lt.Governor W. D. Ross spoke to them, saying in
part: “I am sure all of you in your hearts hope we have fought our
last war and that we may be allowed to continue our fellowship
in peace.”
Col. D. M. Robertson, M.V.O., proposed “Our Guests” and
Mayor McBride responded, declaring that the history of the 48th
Highlanders was a proud one and one that was cherished by the
City and the Dominion. Maj.Gen. J. H. MacBrien, proposing
the toast to “Canada and the Militia,” paid a tribute to the militia
regiments who had made it possible to swiftly build the Canadian
Expeditionary Force. Brig.Gen. A. H. Bell, C.M.G., D.S.O.,
responded. Lt.Col. Geo. H. McLaren, in brief and quiet words
that told of his great pride in commanding the 48th Highlanders;
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toasted “The Regiment.” Col. John A. Currie, who led the 15th
Battalion overseas, was ﬁrst to respond and was given a rousing
ovation. Lt.Col. Bent, emotion choking him, and the thunderous
tribute of his men drowning his voice, told something of their deeds
and of what it had meant to him to command them. It was long
after the last speech before the great hall was emptied. Some of
them went back to the Armouries, some of them went home, in
sections and squads of gay men, thrilling with memories and visions,
to continue this joining after ten years of peace.
Then came the last scene of the great reunion. On Sunday,
Toronto saw the largest parade of men of one regiment ever on the
streets of the City, when the active unit in uniform led the veterans
of many battles up University Avenue to the memorial service at
the Regimental Monument. The service was beautiful, pregnant
with meaning, with proud sorrow and crowding memories. Thou
sands watched as, in the stillness under the bleak trees and the dull
autumn skies, the Highlanders paid tribute to their dead, to the men
who made their Regiment immortal. The brass band of the Royal
Grenadiers, pipers of the Princess Louise Argyll and Sutherlands,
Hamilton, and of the Toronto Scottish, and buglers of the Queen’s
Own Riﬂes, joined the musical organizations of the Regiment for
the service. Prayers were read by Major, the Rev. T. Crawford
Brown and Captain, the Rev. Stuart Parker, and then the
various detachments of veterans laid wreaths, which were soon
smothered in the mass of ﬂoral tributes of memory from mothers
and loved ones of Highlanders who are gone. Then, as the clear,
calling notes of the Last Post lingered and faded afar, there came
the long two minutes of reverent silence, when even the wind fell still.
Breaking it, came the mournful Flowers o’ the Forest from the
massed pipe bands and then the rousing Reveille. Voices spoke
in command and shortly the great parade was moving out of
Queen’s Park.
Lt.Col. George H. McLaren, V.D., led the active Regiment;
Lt.Col. C. E. Bent, C.M.G., D.S.O., was at the head of the 15th
Battalion; Lt.Col. Geo. Chisholm, V.D., led the 92nd veterans and
Major F. S. Allan, senior surviving officer of the 134th Battalion,
headed the veterans of his unit. Col. D. M. Robertson, M.V.O.,
Honourary LieutenantColonel of the Highlanders, was in command
of the parade. They marched past Lt.Gen. Sir Richard Turner,
V.C., K.C.B., K.C.M.G., D.S.O., on University Avenue.
It was nearly over. Down University Avenue came the three
bands of the Regiment and the swinging kilts of the active unit.
Behind strode the men in mufti, medals agleam. The uniformed
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Highlanders reached the Armouries; they swung into two lines,
halted, faced each other. There was a command and bayonets
glinted dully, thrice, and dropped to the Present. It was the
Regiment’s farewell. Through the lane of saluting Highlanders
came the men who had fought under the Regiment’s Colours, in its
tartan, worn its insignia. They went past the Crowntopped
blooded Colours, bareheaded and sternfaced, thrilling on through
the ranks to the lilt of Hielan’ Laddie. It was their marchpast,
They had swung to it in strange places, had felt it lift them with
new strength as they stumbled down some all but forgotten stretch
of foreign cobble. Now it lifted them again. Backs were straight,
heads jerked up, and men strode as they did of old, as if they didn’t
really limp, as if the proud strength of ﬁghting men was once more
running through them.
The mufticlad veterans Vanished into the Armouries, leaving
behind them the new Regiment of Highlanders and leaving with
them the realization that these were worthy men whose tradition
was a proud thing to carry on. And the Veterans took with them
the knowledge that these young men, their younger generation, who
now wore the tartan, were ably carrying on those glorious traditions
hard won in the red wrath of battle. They were safe in their hands.
The Veterans dismissed and scattered, content that the generations
to come would hold them safe likewise.
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Bell, A.H. BrigGen. 432
Bell, D. Sgt. 146, 223
Bell, Signaller, 69
Bell, Lt. 20
Bell, Pte. 43
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284, 302, 308, 311, 318, 321, 324, 328, 3313,
355, 3812, 385, 38990, 394, 397, 399400,
402, 404, 4289, 433
Bernard, A. Cpl. 22
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Calder, J.W. Hon, 310
Calder, Sgt. 69
Caldwell, J. Sgt. 382
Cameron, D.A. Lt. 424
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Kidd, W.H. Cpl. 354
King George V, 29
King. J.E. Sgt. 194, 204
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Mcleod, Pte. 402
McMasters, W. Sgt. 36, 37
McNab, L. 15
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Murphy, F.M. Capt. 357, 361, 41719
Murphy, Col. 21
McMurray, L. Lt. 308
McPherson, S. Sgt. 36, 192
McRoberts, J. Sgt. 183
McSwayed. P/M. 7, 10
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ROLL OF HONOUR
Rank

Name

Died

Cemetery

Pte.

Adamson, Clarence

25/06/16

Bedford House Cemetery

Pte.

Ades, Bert

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Agar, George

24/07/17

Lillers Communal Cem

Pte.

Agassiz, Henry

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Aikenhead, Robert

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Aitken, Arthur

27/09/18

Chapel Corner Cemetery, SauchyLestree

Pte.

Alberts, John

22/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Lieut.

Albright, Solon

09/08/18

Crouy British Cemetery, CrouySurSomme

Pte.

Alek, Mike

29/05/15

Bethune Town Cemetery

Pte.

Alexander, James

27/04/15

Moorseele Military Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Allan, John

07/10/16

Adanac Military Cemetery, Miraumont

Pte.

Allardice, George

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Allbright, William

20/07/17

Barlin Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Allison, Peter

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Amos, James

06/10/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Pte.

Anderson, Charles

09/08/18

Hillside Cemetery, Le Quesnel

Pte.

Anderson, Henry

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Anderson, James

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Cpl.

Anderson, James

09/08/18

Warvillers Churchyard Ext

Capt.

Anderson, Lou

18/10/18

Toronto (Park Lawn) Cemetery

Cpl.

Anderson, Thomas

14/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Annesley, Joseph

07/02/18

Fosse No.10 Communal Cem Ext, SainsenGohelle

Major

Ansley, Alfred

14/10/16

Vimy Memorial

Sgt.

Appleton, Samuel

30/08/18

Faubourg D'amiens Cemetery, Arras

Pte.

Armstrong, Arthur

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Armstrong, William

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Arthur, William

30/04/17

Fort Pitt Military Cemetery

Pte.

Austin, Henry

21/05/15

PontDuHem Military Cemetery, La Gorgue
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B
L/Cpl.

Bacon, Francis

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Bailey, Albert

07/11/18

Bramshott (St. Mary) Churchyard

Pte.

Bailey, Walter

20/03/17

Villers Station Cemetery, VillersauBois

Pte.

Baird, Andrew

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Baker, Alfred

02/10/16

Ste. Marie Cemetery, Le Havre

Pte.

Baldwin, John

06/10/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Balfour, Allan

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Ball, Charles

06/11/20

Toronto (Prospect) Cemetery

Sgt.

Band, Harry

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Barber, Sidney

29/03/21

Kamloops (Pleasant Street) Cemetery

Pte.

Barchi, Angelo

06/08/15

Niederzwehren Cemetery

Pte.

Barker, James

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Sgt.

Barker, Thomas

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Barker, William

21/05/15

Arras Road Cemetery, Roclincourt

Pte.

Barlass, Fred

08/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Cpl.

Barnard, Arthur

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Barnard, Carl

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Barnes, Percy

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Barr, David

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Barrett, Hugh

27/04/15

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

Barrett, James

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Barrie, David

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Barrington, Albert

25/05/15

Le TouquetParis Plage Communal Cem

Pte.

Barton, Robert

20/04/17

Nelson Memorial Park

Pte.

Bass, Lewin

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Bateman, Walter

19/03/16

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Capt.

Bath, Edward

23/11/18

Oakville (St. Jude's) Cemetery

Pte.

Beach, Thomas

13/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Beattie, Joseh

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Beddow, Frank

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Beer, Walter

10/10/18

VisEnArtois British Cemetery, Haucourt

Cpl.

Beith, John

24/04/15

Perth Cemetery (China Wall)

Pte.

Belanger, Francois

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Belfield, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Bell, Alexander

03/10/16

Glasgow Western Necropolis

L/Cpl.

Bell, Andrew

17/03/21

Toronto (Prospect) Cemetery

Pte.

Bell, Charles

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery
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Pte.

Bell, James

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Bell, John

17/08/18

Hillside Cemetery, Le Quesnel

Pte.

Bell, Thomas

07/11/17

Tyne Cot Cemetery

Pte.

Bellamy, George

21/05/15

Aire Communal Cem

L/Cpl.

Bellerby, Francis

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Bentley, Harry

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

S/Sgt.

Bernard, Lionel

09/10/16

Vimy Memorial

Sgt.

Berne, Patrick

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Biggs, Henry ; M.M.

17/08/17

Mazingarbe Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Bigham, William

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Biglow, Ellard

03/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

L/Cpl.

Billson, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Bisset, Peter

09/08/18

Manitoba Cemetery, Caix

Pte.

Bissett, Thomas

27/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Black, George

29/04/16

Vlamertinghe Military Cemetery

Pte.

Black, George

04/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Black, James

10/10/16

Puchevillers British Cemetery

Pte.

Black, John

26/06/17

Whitehaven Cemetery

Pte.

Blackall, Herbert ; M.M.

07/11/17

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Blaikie, Samuel

03/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Blake, Louis

05/12/15

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Pte.

Blanchette, Antoine

08/02/18

BullyGrenay Communal Cem, British Ext

Pte.

Bloomfield, Henry

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Blue, Gordon

22/04/18

Roclincourt Military Cemetery

Pte.

Blundy, Isadore

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Boag, Walter

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Boner, James

03/06/16

KleinVierstraat British Cemetery

Cpl.

Bonnevie, Hypolite

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

L/Cpl.

Boone, George

26/09/16

Warlencourt British Cemetery

Capt.

Botterell, Edward

26/06/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Bouldry, William

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Boulton, Thomas

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Bouskill, James

13/12/16

Villers Station Cemetery, VillersauBois

Pte.

Boustead, Albert

17/04/17

Bruay Communal Cem Ext

Sgt.

Bowen, David

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Bowen, Ralph

09/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Bowman, Francis

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Bradley, Francis

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Bradley, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Bradley, William

08/08/18

Hangard Wood British Cemetery
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Pte.

Brant, Charles

15/08/17

St. Mary's ADS Cemetery, Haisnes

Pte.

Brassard, Francois

06/11/17

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Brett, John

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Brett, William

25/04/17

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

Bridge, Arthur

08/08/18

Hangard Wood British Cemetery

C.S.M.

Brigden, Percival

07/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Briscoe, Philip

23/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Bristow, Victor

11/02/18

Barlin Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Brodie, Thomas

31/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Brookes, Thomas

11/11/17

Etaples Military Cemetery

Pte.

Brooks, Augustus

23/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Brooks, Samuel

25/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Brooks, William ; M.M.

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Browley, William

26/04/15

White House Cemetery, St. JeanlesYpres

Pte.

Brown, Cecil

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Brown, Douglas

11/02/20

Sudbury (Eyre) Cemetery

Pte.

Brown, Frank

22/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Brown, Fred

19/11/15

Maple Leaf Cemetery

Pte.

Brown, Henry

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Brown, Herman

04/04/18

Aurora Cemetery

Pte.

Brown, John

23/10/18

Toronto (Prospect) Cemetery

Pte.

Brown, Joseph

02/05/18

Aubigny Communal Cem Ext

Cpl.

Brown, Myron

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Capt.

Brown, Richard ; M.C.

14/11/17

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Brown, Robert

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Brown, Stanley

23/02/19

Huy (La Sarte) Communal Cem

Pte.

Bruce, Alexander

14/10/19

Toronto (Mount Pleasant) Cemetery

Pte.

Bruce, Alfred

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Bruce, Allan

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Bryon, Percy

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Cpl.

Bunch, Bert

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Bunston, Melvin

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Burford, Edward

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Burns, Angus

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Burns, John

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Burt, James

25/10/18

Etaples Military Cemetery

Pte.

Bush, William

25/04/15

Vlamertinghe Military Cemetery

Pte.

Bussell, Frank

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Butler, Herbert

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial
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C
Pte.

Cairns, Harry

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Calder, Alexander

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Sgt.

Caldwell, John

06/10/18

Windmill British Cemetery, MonchylePreux

Pte.

Callender, Ross

10/04/17

Bruay Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Camelford, Orville

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Cameron, Alexander

16/08/17

NoeuxLesMines Communal Cem

Pte.

Cameron, Charles

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Lieut.

Cameron, Ian

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Cameron, Kenneth

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Cameron, Morton

10/11/15

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Pte.

Campbell, Duncan

27/09/18

Quarry Cemetery, Marquion

Pte.

Campbell, George

08/08/18

Demuin British Cemetery

Pte.

Campbell, Hugh

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Campbell, John

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Campbell, Robert

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Campbell, Robert

09/10/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Cantley, Alexander

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Capewell, Joseph

18/04/17

Aubigny Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Carew, Robert

06/11/17

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Carlson, Christian

21/05/15

Hinges Military Cemetery

Pte.

Carmichael, Thomas

11/07/17

Niederzwehren Cemetery

Pte.

Carr, Roy

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Carroll, Dennis

02/01/20

Toronto (Mount Hope) Cemetery

Pte.

Carstairs, William

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Carswell, Alexander

07/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Carter, Frederick

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Sgt.

Carter, Frederick

08/11/17

Divisional Collecting Post Cemetery and Ext

Pte.

Casey, Cornelius

20/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Cathcart, Albert

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Cawood, Joseph

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Chadwick, Thomas

26/09/16

Contay British Cemetery

Pte.

Chalmers, Edward

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Chapell, William

16/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Chapman, Leonard

28/09/18

Bucquoy Road Cemetery, Ficheux

Pte.

Chappell, Evan

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Sgt.

Checkley, Albert

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Chisholm, David

13/10/17

Inverness (Tomnahurich) Cemetery

Pte.

Chivas, Edwin

26/04/15

Poperinghe Old Military Cemetery
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Christiana, Charles

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Churchill, Charles

09/12/18

Ascq Communal Cem

Pte.

Clapperton, William

11/04/17

Barlin Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Clark, Alexander

28/07/16

Keith (Broomhill) Cemetery

Pte.

Clark, Douglas

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Clark, James

01/09/18

LignySt. Flochel British Cemetery, Averdoingt

Pte.

Clark, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Clarke, Edward

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Clarke, Ernes

09/06/16

Longuenesse (St. Omer) Souvenir Cemetery

Pte.

Cleal, George

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Clinkard, Harold

07/06/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Cloughley, Joseph

06/11/15

Etaples Military Cemetery

Pte.

Cochrane, James

01/09/18

Queant Road Cemetery, Buissy

Pte.

Cockburn, George

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Coe, Ardagh

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Cole, Clifford

28/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Colquhoun, John

13/04/21

Toronto (Prospect) Cemetery

Lieut.

Colquhoun, Wyndham

08/11/18

Brantford (Greenwood) Cemetery

Pte.

Comber, Albert

07/01/15

Brockley Cemetery

Lieut.

Connell, Eric

13/06/16

Reninghelst New Military Cemetery

Pte.

Cooke, Wilfred

15/08/17

St. Mary's ADS Cemetery, Haisnes

Pte.

Cooper, David

10/11/17

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Cooper, Edward

19/03/16

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Sgt.

Corbett, John

20/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Corbett, John

07/10/16

Ste. Marie Cemetery, Le Havre

Pte.

Corey, Rowan

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Cpl.

Corry, Percival

06/12/15

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Pte.

Corson, Archibald

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Coulter, Peter

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Cousins, Ernest

08/08/18

Demuin British Cemetery

Pte.

Covill, Arthur

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

C.S.M.

Cowie, William

02/01/17

Etaples Military Cemetery

Pte.

Cox, Frank

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Sgt.

Coy, Edwin

21/05/15

Bethune Town Cemetery

Cpl.

Coyde, Charles

03/06/16

Zillebeke Churchyard

Pte.

Craig, Curtis

15/08/17

Loos British Cemetery

Pte.

Crankshaw, Edward

26/09/16

Pozieres British Cemetery

Pte.

Crawford, Charles

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Cpl.

Crawford, Robert

12/09/16

Contay British Cemetery

Pte.

Crawford, Thomas

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery
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C.S.M.

Cresswell, George

09/10/19

Toronto (St. James') Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Critcher, Fred

30/08/18

Sun Quarry Cemetery, Cherisy

Pte.

Crockford, Alfred

28/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Crosby, Emerson

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Cross, Elias

23/12/17

Villers Station Cemetery, VillersauBois

Pte.

Crowe, Albert

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Cruxton, John

03/05/15

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

L/Sgt.

Cuff, John

09/10/16

Calais Southern Cemetery

Pte.

Culver, John

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Cumming, John

26/04/15

Poperinghe Old Military Cemetery

Pte.

Cumming, John

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Cunnington, Arthur

08/08/18

Toronto Cemetery, Demuin

Pte.

Currie, John

23/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Curry, John

01/05/17

Vimy Memorial

D
Pte.

Dallen, Donald

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Capt.

Daniels, Albert

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Danks, Sydney

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Dare, Thomas

06/06/16

Wimereux Communal Cem

Capt.

Darling, Robert

19/04/15

Toronto (Mount Pleasant) Cemetery

Pte.

Daubert, Alexander

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Davenport, James

03/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Davidson, Andrew

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Davidson, Archie

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Davie, Alexander

09/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Davie, Samuel

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Davies, Charles

03/05/15

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

Davies, James

16/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Davis, Ernest

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Davis, Frederick

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Cpl.

Davis, Harold

25/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Davis, Harry

13/02/17

Barlin Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Davis, Joseph

10/04/17

Aubigny Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Davis, William

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Davison, William

04/11/16

Zouave Valley Cemetery, Souchez

Pte.

Dean, Herbert

09/06/16

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

Dean, William

25/05/16

Harley Cemetery

Pte.

Dean, William

20/10/18

Auberchicourt British Cemetery
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Delaney, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Dennis, Kennedy

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Devall, Russell

11/04/17

Barlin Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Dewar, James

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Dibden, Fred

06/11/17

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Dickson, Charles

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Dickson, John

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Sgt.

Dingley, Thomas ; M.M.

06/09/18

Aubigny Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Dipple, Ernest

23/09/17

Bruay Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Distin, John

08/11/17

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Dobson, William

04/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Doggart, William

26/07/17

Lillers Communal Cem

Pte.

Dolby, William

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Domaille, Charlie

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Donaldson, Alexander

27/09/18

Quarry Cemetery, Marquion

Pte.

Donnachie, William

07/02/18

Fosse No.10 Communal Cem Ext, SainsenGohelle

Pte.

Dorion, Simeon

16/03/16

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Pte.

Dougall, Hugh

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Cpl.

Doughty, Edward

23/07/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Dowling, Edward

01/05/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Dowling, James

09/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Dowsett, Albert

08/08/18

Hangard Wood British Cemetery

Pte.

Doyle, Michael

16/10/18

Quebec City (St. Patrick's) RC Cemetery

Pte.

Doyle, Walter

07/04/19

Ripon Cemetery

Pte.

Drake, John

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Dring, Sidney

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Dubie, Joseph

07/04/17

Villers Station Cemetery, VillersauBois

Bugler

Dudley, Morgan

29/09/15

Lancashire Cottage Cemetery

Pte.

Duff, Henry

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Duff, William

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Duffey, Charles

16/08/17

NoeuxLesMines Communal Cem

Pte.

Dunbar, John

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Duncan, George

29/04/18

Roclincourt Military Cemetery

Pte.

Duncan, Robert

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Duncan, Robert

29/09/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Pte.

Dunn, Joseph

30/04/15

Niederzwehren Cemetery

Pte.

Durham, Robert

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Dusome, Karl

09/04/17

Vimy Memorial
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E
Pte.

Eastwood, James

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Ecobichon, Sidney

18/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Edgar, Thomas

11/01/16

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Pte.

Edmunds, Charles

21/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Edwards, Arthur

02/05/15

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

Edwards, Sidney

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Sgt.

Effinger, Stanley ; M.M.

09/05/17

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

Eldridge, Anthony

04/08/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Elliott, Norman

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Estaffe, William

31/01/19

Willesden New Cemetery

Pte.

Evans, Frank

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Evans, Murray

17/08/18

Bouchoir New British Cemetery

Pte.

Evans, Robert

01/10/17

West Ham Cemetery

Pte.

Evans, William

03/06/17

Villers Station Cemetery, VillersauBois

Pte.

Exshaw, Edward

16/08/17

NoeuxLesMines Communal Cem

Cpl.

Eyles, Charles

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

F
Pte.

Fairbairn, John

23/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Cpl.

Fairley, Archibald

07/09/16

Serre Road Cemetery No.2

Pte.

Farren, James

09/08/18

Vimy Memorial

Cpl.

Faultless, Willam

29/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Fenner, Gerald

26/09/16

Contay British Cemetery

Pte.

Fentiman, Harry

08/08/18

Toronto Cemetery, Demuin

Pte.

Fenton, William

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Ferland, Frank

28/02/15

Houplines Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Ficht, Herbert

20/07/17

Barlin Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Field, Harold

10/04/18

Ecoivres Military Cemetery

Cpl.

Fieldwick, Frederick

28/09/16

WarloyBaillon Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Filtz, John

04/06/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Fines, George

23/11/15

WulverghemLindenhoek Road Military Cemetery

Pte.

Finnie, William

29/04/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Fisher, Charles

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

L/Cpl.

Fisher, John

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Flanagan, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Flaxman, Reuban

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Foden, Herbert
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Forbes, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Ford, William

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Fortier, Alfred

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Fosberry, Spencer

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Foster, Leonard

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Fothergill, Cuthbert

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Foulds, William

31/08/18

Sun Quarry Cemetery, Cherisy

Pte.

Fowle, Alfred

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Fox, Arthur

21/08/18

The Hague General Cemetery

Pte.

France, Edmond

09/11/17

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Franklin, Charles

30/04/16

Woods Cemetery

Pte.

Franks, John

03/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Fraser, Alexander ; M.M.

08/10/16

Adanac Military Cemetery, Miraumont

Pte.

Fraser, John

08/08/18

Hangard Wood British Cemetery

Cpl.

Freeland, Gordon

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Frith, Walter

26/04/15

Poperinghe Old Military Cemetery

Lieut.

Fuller, Howard

03/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

L/Cpl.

Fulton, John

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

C.S.M.

Fulton, Roy

08/11/17

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

G
Pte.

Gallon, Robert

07/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Gardiner, Fred

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Gaudette, Peter

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Gazey, Thomas

02/09/18

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Genest, Odilon

01/01/17

Etaples Military Cemetery

Pte.

George, Charles

01/10/18

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Gibbs, Albert

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Gibson, Andrew

08/08/18

Hangard Wood British Cemetery

Lieut.

Gibson, Francis

19/08/15

Cite Bonjean Military Cemetery, Armentieres

Pte.

Gibson, James

17/06/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Gibson, Robert

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Gilchrist, Frank

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Gilday, Francis

01/09/18

LignySt. Flochel British Cemetery, Averdoingt

Pte.

Giles, Albert

10/04/17

QuatreVents Military Cemetery, EstreeCauchy

Cpl.

Giles, Robert

08/08/18

Toronto Cemetery, Demuin

Pte.

Gill, Thomas

17/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Gillespie, Alexander

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Cpl.

Gillespie, Major

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery
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Pte.

Gillespie, Norman

25/04/15

Cement House Cemetery

Pte.

Gillies, Alexander

25/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Cpl.

Gilmour, James

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Sgt.

Gilpin, Robert

04/11/15

Maple Leaf Cemetery

Pte.

Gilyeart, Tom

22/01/17

Hersin Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Girdner, John

02/08/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Glancy, John

08/08/18

Demuin British Cemetery

Pte.

Glass, Arthur

07/11/17

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Gleed, James

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Glenn, Roy

06/10/18

Les Baraques Military Cemetery, Sangatte

Pte.

Goble, John

18/08/17

Mazingarbe Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Goldrich, Walter

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Sgt.

Goodwin, Hugh

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Gordon, James

02/03/17

Fosse No.10 Communal Cem Ext, SainsenGohelle

Pte.

Gough, Percy

07/05/16

Epsom Cemetery

Pte.

Goving, Joseph

19/03/15

Longuenesse (St. Omer) Souvenir Cemetery

Pte.

Gowing, Charles

21/08/15

Trois Arbres Cemetery, Steenwerck

Pte.

Graham, Everett

19/03/16

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Pte.

Grainger, Herbert

19/05/15

Guards Cemetery, Windy Corner, Cuinchy

Pte.

Grand, Charles

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Grant, James

11/04/17

Lapugnoy Military Cemetery

Pte.

Grant, Leonard

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Grant, Thomas

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Grantham, William

17/10/18

Ormskirk (SS. Peter and Paul) Churchyard

Pte.

Gray, Alexander

02/05/17

Ste. Catherine British Cemetery

Sgt.

Gray, Archibald

01/10/18

Naves Communal Cem Ext

Cpl.

Gray, James

26/04/15

Hazebrouck Communal Cem

Pte.

Gray, William

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Green, Henry

06/10/16

Vimy Memorial

L/Cpl.

Green, Oscar

15/08/17

Bethune Town Cemetery

Pte.

Green, William

01/05/15

Harlebeke New British Cemetery

Pte.

Greenfield, William

22/04/16

Lewisham (Ladywell) Cemetery

Cpl.

Greenwood, Matthew

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Sgt.

Greer, Christo

27/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Greggs, Walter

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Gregoire, Simeon

11/02/16

Shorncliffe Military Cemetery

Pte.

Greig, George

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Sgt.

Gridley, William

26/04/15

Bailleul Communal Cem (Nord)

Pte.

Grimes, James

30/08/18

Croisilles British Cemetery

Pte.

Grindlay, Walter

08/09/19

Toronto (Prospect) Cemetery

Sgt.

Groshow, William
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Groves, Hebert

22/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Gurr, Wesley

22/10/19

Simcoe (Oakwood) Cemetery

Pte.

Gutcher, John

21/05/15

Cologne Southern Cemetery

Pte.

Guy, Herbert

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

H
Pte.

Haddrell, Frederick

07/11/17

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Hagen, Thomas

11/08/21

Toronto (Prospect) Cemetery

Pte.

Haines, George

09/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Lieut.

Haldane, Ewen

18/08/17

Mazingarbe Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Hale, Alfred

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Sgt.

Haley, Albert

04/06/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Hall, Carl

10/10/16

Ste. Marie Cemetery, Le Havre

Pte.

Hall, Edward

27/09/18

Quarry Cemetery, Marquion

Pte.

Hall, Thomas

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Hamilton, Alexander

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Hamilton, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Hampson, Albert

05/04/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Pte.

Hancock, Wilbert

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Cpl.

Hanley, John

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Hannah, Douglas

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Sgt.

Hannah, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Hanson, Ernest

20/07/17

Barlin Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Harding, Thomas

26/09/16

Serre Road Cemetery No.2

Pte.

Harding, Thomas

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Hardy, Harry

26/04/17

Wimereux Communal Cem

Pte.

Hargrave, Charley

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Harrigan, Alfred

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Harris, Charles

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Harris, James

28/09/18

Chapel Corner Cemetery, SauchyLestree

Pte.

Harrison, Henry

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Harrison, John

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Hartley, William

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Harvey, Thomas

28/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Harvey, Wilton

09/04/18

Ecoivres Military Cemetery

Pte.

Hawker, George

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Hayes, Charles

27/09/18

Quarry Cemetery, Marquion

Pte.

Haynes, Charles

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Sgt.

Heald, Frank ; M.M.

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery
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Pte.

Heald, Walter

13/04/16

Eastbourne (Ocklynge) Cemetery

Pte.

Hedberg, John

05/08/17

BullyGrenay Communal Cem, British Ext

Cpl.

Hedlund, Hilding

23/12/15

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Pte.

Hellinger, Arthur

01/09/18

Upton Wood Cemetery

Pte.

Henderson, Alexander

07/08/15

Poelcapelle British Cemetery

Pte.

Henderson, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Herdman, Bertram

09/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Herron, Peter

27/09/18

Bucquoy Road Cemetery, Ficheux

Pte.

Herst, William

16/08/17

Bethune Town Cemetery

Pte.

Hewetson, George

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Hibbard, Hartley

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Hibbert, Arthur

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Hibbert, George

23/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Sgt.

Hicks, Stanley

11/08/16

East Bergholt Cemetery

Pte.

Hill, George

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Hilton, Harold

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Hipkiss, Roy

17/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Hodder, Joseph

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Hodges, Ray

27/04/15

Bailleul Communal Cem Ext (Nord)

Pte.

Hodges, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Hogarth, Andrew

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Holland, Frederick

20/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Holland, John

20/02/19

Huy (La Sarte) Communal Cem

Pte.

Hollingsworth, Walter

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Holman, Joseph

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Sgt.

Holmes, Thomas

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Holtby, Arthur

27/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Cpl.

Honey, Frank

17/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Honsberger, Thomas

26/04/15

Roeselare Communal Cem

Pte.

Hook, Archibald

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Hope, William

03/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Hopley, Herbert

26/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Houghton, Robert

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Houston, John

31/07/15

Bailleul Communal Cem Ext (Nord)

Pte.

Howard, William

12/04/15

Sanctuary Wood Cemetery

Pte.

Hoy, Robert

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Hoyland, Charles

10/04/17

Vimy Memorial

L/Sgt.

Hoyles, Ernest

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Huard, Louis

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Huddlestone, Percy

23/07/17

Bournemouth East Cemetery

C.S.M.

Huggett, Alfred
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L/Cpl.

Hughes, Thomas

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Hulett, Walter

06/10/16

Vimy Memorial

L/Cpl.

Hunt, Stephen

24/04/15

Cement House Cemetery

Pte.

Hunt, Walter

03/08/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Hunter, Archibald

24/06/18

Epsom Cemetery

Pte.

Hunter, John

21/09/17

Bruay Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Hunter, Rufus

19/03/16

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Cpl.

Hunter, Wray

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Sgt.

Huxley, James

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Hyde, Harry

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Hyde, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

I
Pte.

Ingle, Harry

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Cpl.

Ingram, John

27/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Cpl.

Innes, Alexander

13/02/18

BullyGrenay Communal Cem, British Ext

Pte.

Irving, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Irwin, John

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

J
Pte.

Jackson, Charles

17/06/17

Manchester (Philips Park) Cemetery

Pte.

James, Samuel

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

James, Stanley

23/09/15

Nunhead (All Saints) Cemetery

Pte.

Jamieson, James

02/09/18

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Jamieson, John

24/04/15

Poperinghe Old Military Cemetery

Pte.

Jamieson, Robert

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Jardine, William

07/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Jaynes, Edmond

09/06/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Jenken, John

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Jenkins, John

27/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Jennings, Sydney

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Jensen, Christian

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Johnson, Alfred

13/05/19

Brookwood (UK) Memorial

Pte.

Johnson, Bernard

07/11/17

Tyne Cot Cemetery

Pte.

Johnston, Alexander

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Johnston, Alexander

09/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Johnston, David

14/03/16

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Pte.

Johnston, Willard

25/08/17

NoeuxLesMines Communal Cem Ext
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Pte.

Johnston, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Jones, David

23/04/16

Bedford House Cemetery

Pte.

Jones, David

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Jones, Edward ; M.M.

30/08/18

Sun Quarry Cemetery, Cherisy

Pte.

Jones, Harold

13/11/18

Brebieres British Cemetery

Pte.

Jones, Thomas

21/12/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Jones, William

18/04/16

Bedford House Cemetery

Pte.

Jordan, Gerald

07/07/17

La Targette British Cemetery, NeuvilleSt. Vaast

Pte.

Jordan, Robert

08/10/16

Contay British Cemetery

Pte.

Journeaux, Henry

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Jucksh, Arnold

28/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

K
Pte.

Kane, Henry

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Cpl.

Keddell, Frank

08/06/15

Woburn Abbey Cemetery, Cuinchy

Pte.

Keen, Edwin

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Keens, Austin

28/04/16

Woods Cemetery

Pte.

Kellestine, James

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Kells, David

03/05/15

Duhallow A.D.S. Cemetery

Pte.

Kelly, John

12/10/18

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Kelly, Patrick

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Kemp, Mariner

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Cpl.

Kempston, James

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Kennedy, Ethan

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Kennelly, Michael

08/11/17

Dozinghem Military Cemetery

Pte.

Kenney, Harry

14/10/16

WarloyBaillon Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Keoughan, James

03/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

L/Cpl.

Kerrigan, Charles

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Key, Edward ; M.M. and Bar 28/09/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Pte.

Keys, William

09/08/18

Crouy British Cemetery, CrouySurSomme

Pte.

Kilby, Samuel

28/04/15

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Kilpatrick, Wallace

03/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

King, Bernard

05/05/16

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

King, Charles

18/08/18

Vimy Memorial

Cpl.

Kinnear, William

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Kirk, Albert

16/04/15

Merville Communal Cem

Pte.

Kirkby, John

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Kirkup, Arnold

02/08/15

Longuenesse (St. Omer) Souvenir Cemetery

Pte.

Knowles, Robert

05/08/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial
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Lieut.

Kyles, Lloyd

02/10/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

L
Pte.

Lacken, William

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Lacroix, Joseph

16/10/16

St. Sever Cemetery, Rouen

Pte.

Lamb, Robert

06/08/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Lambden, George

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Lambie, Andrew

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Lieut.

Landels, Bertram

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Lane, Edward

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Sgt.

Lang, Burnie

07/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Lieut.

Langmuir, Gavin

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Langstaff, Frederick

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Last, William

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Cpl.

Lawrance, Ian

20/09/16

Albert Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Lawrence, William

26/04/15

Cement House Cemetery

Pte.

Lawson, James

14/06/15

Liverpool (Kirkdale) Cemetery

Capt.

Laycock, John

11/06/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Le Maitre, Walter

29/08/18

Faubourg D'amiens Cemetery, Arras

Pte.

Leal, Archibald

10/05/16

Worthing (Broadwater) Cemetery

Pte.

Leclerc, Joseph

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Ledgerwood, George

30/08/18

Sun Quarry Cemetery, Cherisy

Pte.

Leeds, Francis

26/10/18

Calgary Union Cemetery

Sgt.

Lemm, Roderick ; M.M.

27/09/18

Quarry Cemetery, Marquion

Pte.

Lendrum, Alfred

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Lenton, William

27/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Leslie, Robert

29/03/17

Aubigny Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Leslie, William

07/03/19

Huy (La Sarte) Communal Cem

Pte.

Levesque, Camille

28/11/18

Tournai Communal Cem Allied Ext

Pte.

Levy, Samuel

13/10/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Cpl.

Lewis, Clifford

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Lewis, Daniel

25/04/15

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

Lewis, Frederick

28/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Lewis, John

09/08/18

Rosieres Communal Cem Ext

L/Cpl.

Lewis, Joseph

27/10/16

Kensal Green (All Souls') Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Lincoln, John

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Lindsay, Robert

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Lindsey, Henry

02/09/18

Queant Road Cemetery, Buissy

Pte.

Liquorish, Edward

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery
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Pte.

Litchfield, Reginald

24/04/15

Bedford House Cemetery

Pte.

Little, William

02/09/17

Longuenesse (St. Omer) Souvenir Cemetery

Sgt.

Little, William ; M.M.

08/11/17

Divisional Collecting Post Cemetery and Ext

Pte.

Littlewood, William

23/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Livesey, George

06/05/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Lloyd, Edwin

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Lomas, Henry

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Long, John

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Long, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Longden, John

19/06/21

Glossop Cemetery

Pte.

Lothian, Norman

21/05/15

Hinges Military Cemetery

Lieut.

Loudon, Brian

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Loughery, George

13/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Love, Andrew

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Love, James

08/08/18

Toronto Cemetery, Demuin

Pte.

Love, John

11/11/17

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Low, James

01/05/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Lowry, Percy

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Luck, Herbert

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Luck, Lewis

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Sgt.

Ludford, Frederick

01/05/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Lugger, Ross

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Lusk, Andrew

01/09/18

Queant Road Cemetery, Buissy

Pte.

Lynch, Joseph

07/10/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Lynch, Michael

25/03/16

Bailleul Communal Cem Ext (Nord)

Pte.

Lyness, Thomas

27/04/15

Vlamertinghe Military Cemetery

M
Pte.

Macauley, Samuel

20/10/18

Auberchicourt British Cemetery

Cpl.

Macdonald, David

02/03/17

Vimy Memorial

Sgt.

Macdonald, Peter

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Macdonald, William

29/04/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Macdowell, John

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Capt.

MacGregor, Archibald

24/04/15

Perth Cemetery (China Wall)

Pte.

MacIntyre, Hugh

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Mackay, Eric

21/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

MackayKean, James

05/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Mackellar, James

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Mackenzie, Charles

26/01/15

Netheravon (All Saints) Churchyard
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Pte.

Mackintosh, Charles

03/06/16

Oosttaverne Wood Cemetery

Pte.

Mackman, Murray

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Macleod, Alexander

28/04/15

Hazebrouck Communal Cem

Pte.

Macleod, Malcolm

09/02/19

Huy (La Sarte) Communal Cem

L/Cpl.

Macleod, Neil

05/04/17

Etaples Military Cemetery

Pte.

Macphail, James

12/03/17

Villers Station Cemetery, VillersauBois

Pte.

Madden, John

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Madget, Wilbert

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Maguire, James

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Maguire, John

09/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Lieut.

Malone, Maurice

03/06/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Mann, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Manning, George

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Markham, Arthur

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Markham, Frederick

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Marks, William

26/04/15

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Sgt.

Marsden, John

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Marsh, Howard

09/09/16

Puchevillers British Cemetery

Pte.

Marsh, Robert

17/06/15

Etaples Military Cemetery

Pte.

Marshall, Arthur

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

C.S.M.

Marshall, Henry ; M.M.

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Marshall, John

25/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Marshall, John

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Marshall, Richard

03/11/16

Helland (St. Helena) Churchyard

Pte.

Marshall, Sidney

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

LtCol.

Marshall, William ; D.S.O., M.I.D.

19/05/16 Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Martin, Francis

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Martin, James

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Martin, John

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Martin, Joseph

23/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Maskell, Peter

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Mathers, Thomas

09/04/17

QuatreVents Military Cemetery, EstreeCauchy

Pte.

Matthews, Adam

09/08/18

Hillside Cemetery, Le Quesnel

Pte.

Matthews, Robert

02/11/18

Aylesbury Cemetery

Pte.

May, Vivian

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

May, William

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Mcallister, Gabriel

10/04/17

QuatreVents Military Cemetery, EstreeCauchy

Pte.

Mcallister, Thomas

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

McCallum, Archibald

15/03/20

St. Thomas Cemetery, Elgin County

Pte.

McClay, Walter

27/04/15

Wimereux Communal Cem

Pte.

McColl, Bruce
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Pte.

McColl, Duncan

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Cpl.

McColl, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

McConnell, Thomas

28/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

McCracken, William

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Sgt.

McCulloch, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

McCulloch, William

31/10/16

Cathcart Cemetery

Pte.

McCurdy, Arthur

08/08/18

Hangard Wood British Cemetery

Pte.

McCurdy, Robert

22/08/19

Keremeos Cemetery

Sgt.

McDonald, Alexander

27/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

McDonald, Alexander

07/10/16

Adanac Military Cemetery, Miraumont

Lieut.

McDonald, Donald

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

McDonald, John

04/08/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Sgt.

McDonald, Lanchie ; D.C.M.

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

McDonald, William

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

McDonald, William

20/05/20

Toronto (Mount Hope) Cemetery

Pte.

McDougall, Allan

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

McGloin, Frank

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

McGlynn, Herbert

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

McGregor, Henry

08/06/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

McIlree, John

08/10/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

McInerney, William

28/12/15

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Sgt.

McInnes, George

28/09/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Pte.

McIntosh, George

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

McIntosh, James

28/04/15

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

Mcintosh, Norman

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

McIntyre, William

07/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

McIntyre, Wilson

27/04/15

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

McKague, Jack

12/03/17

Villers Station Cemetery, VillersauBois

Sgt.

McKay, Christopher

19/02/19

St. Stephen Rural Cemetery, Charlotte County

Pte.

McKay, Douglas

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

McKay, John

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

L/Cpl.

McKelvie, John

09/11/17

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

McKeogh, Thomas

23/03/16

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Pte.

McLaren, James

01/09/18

Faubourg D'amiens Cemetery, Arras

Pte.

Mclaughlin, Alvera

07/03/21

Colne Cemetery

Pte.

Mclean, Angus

01/05/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Mclean, David

20/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

McLean, Robert

27/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

McLeish, Alexander

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Mcleod, Malcolm

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial
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McMillan, Alfred

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

McMillan, Frederick

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Sgt.

McNaught, John

07/08/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

McNaughton, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

McNeilage, James

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

McParlane, George

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

McPhee, Clarence

23/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

McPherson, Alexander

11/05/18

St. Sever Cemetery Ext, Rouen

Pte.

McPike, James

26/10/15

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Pte.

McRae, James

08/10/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

McVicar, James

06/11/17

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Meek, Herbert

15/07/15

Strand Military Cemetery

Pte.

Mehring, Rudolph

29/08/18

Achicourt Road Cemetery, Achicourt

Pte.

Meikle, Alexander

05/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Meikle, Gerald

09/08/18

Rosieres Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Melville, Ralph

04/03/19

Terlincthun British Cemetery, Wimille

Pte.

Mercer, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Merrin, Cyril

09/08/18

Warvillers Churchyard Ext

L/Cpl.

Middleton, Walter

17/08/18

Bouchoir New British Cemetery

Pte.

Mignault, Joseph

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Millar, David

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Millard, Arthur

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Millard, William

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Miller, George

08/10/16

Bapaume Post Military Cemetery, Albert

Sgt.

Miller, Henry

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Milligan, Andrew

28/09/16

Contay British Cemetery

Pte.

Milligan, Charles

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Milligan, Edward

08/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Milliken, Thomas

12/03/17

Villers Station Cemetery, VillersauBois

Pte.

Millikin, Evan

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Mills, James

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Mills, John

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Milne, Edwin

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Cpl.

Mitchell, Francis

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Mitchell, James

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Sgt.

Monaghan, Leo

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Monkman, John

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Moody, Thomas

07/10/16

Adanac Military Cemetery, Miraumont

Pte.

Mooney, Harold

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Moore, Edwin

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial
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Pte.

Moore, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Morrall, Walter

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Morris, Arthur

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Morris, William

20/10/18

Auberchicourt British Cemetery

Pte.

Morrison, Archibald

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Mortimore, Thomas

07/10/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Morton, Alexander

28/10/16

CabaretRouge British Cemetery, Souchez

Pte.

Moshniaga, Ivan

07/10/16

Vimy Memorial

Cpl.

Mosley, Thomas ; M.M.

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Mougenel, Charles

22/08/17

Etaples Military Cemetery

Sgt.

Mould, John

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Muckler, Frank

26/05/21

St. John (St. Joseph's) RC Cemetery, St John County

Pte.

Muddock, Edward

04/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

C.S.M.

Muir, Archibald

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Lieut.

Muir, Arthur

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Mullin, John

21/05/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Mullison, Ross

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Cpl.

Munro, Hugh

09/10/16

Contay British Cemetery

Cpl.

Munro, James

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Munro, William

17/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Lieut.

Munro, William

01/05/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Munroe, Donald

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Munroe, Ernest

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Murdoch, George

25/10/18

Etaples Military Cemetery

Pte.

Murison, Charles

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Lieut.

Murphy, Francis

02/09/18

AnzinSt. Aubin British Cemetery

Pte.

Murphy, Robert

08/08/18

Hangard Wood British Cemetery

Pte.

Murray, Alexander

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Cpl.

Murray, James

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Murray, John

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Murray, John

04/05/17

Brookwood Military Cemetery

Pte.

Mustey, Walter

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

N
Pte.

Neely, Wilfred

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Nelson, Harry

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Newman, George

24/04/15

Perth Cemetery (China Wall)

Cpl.

Nichol, Boyd

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Nicholls, Robert

05/12/15

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery
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Nichols, Bertram

04/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Nicholson, Malcom

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Nicol, Alexander

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Nisbet, Fred

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Nishimura, Sannosuke

14/07/19

Ripon Cemetery

Lieut.

Noble, Leonard

27/09/18

Cagnicourt British Cemetery

Pte.

Nolan, Joseph

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Norman, Sam

26/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Notley, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Nuttall, Harry

02/06/17

Villers Station Cemetery, VillersauBois

O
Pte.

O’Brien, Daniel

22/01/18

Tralee Military Cemetery

Sgt.

O’Brien, George

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

O’Neill, Patrick

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Oakley, William

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Cpl.

Odd, Frank ; M.M.

18/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Odd, Thomas

02/09/18

Wancourt British Cemetery

Pte.

Ogden, Albert

07/09/16

Vimy Memorial

L/Cpl.

Onley, Arthur

03/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Orchard, Harry

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Orr, Frederick

15/01/19

ChesterleStreet Cemetery

Pte.

Ostlund, Arvid

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Owen, Iorwerth

29/09/16

Contay British Cemetery

Pte.

Owens, John

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

P
Pte.

Page, Frank

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Palethorpe, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Palmer, Cyril

16/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Palmer, Samuel

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Panter, Frederick

28/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

L/Cpl.

Paramore, William

26/04/15

Watou Churchyard

L/Cpl.

Park, Robert

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Parken, Arthur

28/04/17

Brookwood Military Cemetery

Pte.

Parker, Frederick

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Parker, Frederick

16/08/17

NoeuxLesMines Communal Cem
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Pte.

Parker, Frederick

08/05/21

Toronto (Prospect) Cemetery

Pte.

Parker, Robert

09/08/18

Warvillers Churchyard Ext

Pte.

Parrish, Reginald

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Passmore, William

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Paterson, James

28/09/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Pte.

Patterson, Asa

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Patterson, James ; M.M.

08/08/18

Toronto Cemetery, Demuin

Sgt.

Patton, George

27/09/16

Contay British Cemetery

Pte.

Paul, Alexander

01/09/18

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Pearce, George

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Pearson, Norman

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Lieut.

Pearson, William

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Peasley, John

03/09/15

La Plus Douve Farm Cemetery

Pte.

Peck, Jack

27/12/16

Bailleul Communal Cem Ext (Nord)

Pte.

Pell, William

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Perkins, George

09/08/18

Warvillers Churchyard Ext

Pte.

Perret, Henry

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Perring, Charles

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Peshette, Amos

05/08/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Peterson, Bruce

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Petherick, Robert

25/09/16

Puchevillers British Cemetery

Pte.

Petrie, Alexander

07/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Petrie, Thomas

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Philip, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Phillips, Edward

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Pigott, Alfred

06/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Pilkington, Alfred

25/04/15

Poperinghe Old Military Cemetery

Pte.

Pilston, Robert

09/08/18

Hillside Cemetery, Le Quesnel

Pte.

Pinch, Arthur

07/06/15

Leicester (Welford Road) Cemetery

Pte.

Pirt, Richard

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Pitpladdy, James

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Poitras, John

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Pollard, Henry

03/06/15

Merville Communal Cem

Pte.

Pollock, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Porter, Walter

02/08/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Cpl.

Potter, George

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Powrie, Henry

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Prater, Harold

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Prescott, John

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Preston, Austin

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Price, Thomas

22/08/15

Bailleul Communal Cem Ext (Nord)

Pte.

Pringle, Joseph

23/03/20

Toronto (Prospect) Cemetery

Pte.

Proctor, Herbert

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Lieut.

Proudfoot, William ; M.C.

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Provencher, Dolphis

03/06/16

Vlamertinghe Military Cemetery

Pte.

Pulleyn, Andrew

14/06/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery
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Q
Pte.

Quinlan, William

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

R
Pte.

Radonich, Peter

14/11/16

St. Sever Cemetery Ext, Rouen

Pte.

Rae, Alfred

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Lieut.

Ramsay, Lisle

09/04/17

Ecoivres Military Cemetery

Sgt.

Rawlings, Thomas

24/05/18

Crook and Willington (Willington) Cemetery

Pte.

Raymond, Edward

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Rea, Ross

05/08/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Reed, Chester

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Reed, George

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Lieut.

Reeves, Samuel ; M.C.

16/08/17

Mazingarbe Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Reid, Alexander

19/04/17

Aubigny Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Reid, Frederick

29/09/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Pte.

Reid, Herbert

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Cpl.

Reid, Joseph

29/08/18

Sun Quarry Cemetery, Cherisy

Sgt.

Reid, Thomas

03/10/15

Lancashire Cottage Cemetery

Pte.

Rendell, Charles

19/08/15

Bailleul Communal Cem Ext (Nord)

Pte.

Rennie, Thomas

01/09/18

Cagnicourt British Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Reynolds, George

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Rice, George ; M.M.

15/10/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Pte.

Richards, James

07/11/17

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Richards, Richard

05/09/16

Contay British Cemetery

Pte.

Richards, Wilmot

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Riddell, George

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Riddle, Alexander

10/06/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Riley, Donald

13/06/16

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

Ringham, Ernest

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Rix, Alfred

23/01/17

Hersin Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Roadhouse, Lewis

27/09/16

WarloyBaillon Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Robb, Alexander

22/10/16

Etaples Military Cemetery

Pte.

Roberts, Arthur

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Roberts, Edwin

05/08/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Robertson, Arthur

06/07/17

La Targette British Cemetery, NeuvilleSt. Vaast

Pte.

Robertson, George

26/05/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Robertson, James

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Robertson, Thomas

26/04/15

Hazebrouck Communal Cem

Pte.

Robinson, Jack

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

L/Cpl.

Robinson, Wesley

21/12/16

Bruay Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Robson, Robert

15/05/18

Aubigny Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Robson, Thomas

27/09/18

Quarry Cemetery, Marquion

Pte.

Roche, Charles

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Rodgers, Wellington

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Roscoe, William

26/04/15

Roeselare Communal Cem
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Pte.

Rose, Ernest

29/08/18

Achicourt Road Cemetery, Achicourt

Pte.

Ross, Burton

05/04/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Lieut.

Ross, George

03/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Ross, Hugh

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Ross, Walter

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Ross, William

29/04/15

Roeselare Communal Cem

Pte.

Rottier, William

30/07/20

Toronto (St. John's Norway) Cemetery

Pte.

Rowe, Bernard

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Sgt.

Rowell, Robert ; M.M.

28/09/18

Bucquoy Road Cemetery, Ficheux

Pte.

Rowley, John

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Rowsell, Harold

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Sgt.

Royall, Cyril

01/10/16

Rhondda (Treorchy) Cemetery

Pte.

Runnalls, Richard

30/09/17

Barlin Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Russell, Alexander

07/11/17

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Russell, William

26/04/16

Woods Cemetery

Pte.

Rutherford, Harold

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Rutherford, Matthew

05/05/18

New Liskeard Pioneer Public Cemetery

Pte.

Ryall, Charles

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Ryan, John

09/11/17

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Lieut.

Ryrie, Evan

19/07/17

Hersin Communal Cem Ext

S
Pte.

Sadler, Alec

01/05/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Salsbury, Reginald

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Sangster, Edgar

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Sargent, Frederick

09/03/18

BullyGrenay Communal Cem, British Ext

Pte.

Saulnier, Clove

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Saunders, Frederick

02/09/18

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Savage, George

09/11/18

Birmingham (Yardley) Cemetery

Sgt.

Sayers, Edward

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Scollard, William

27/01/16

Bailleul Communal Cem Ext (Nord)

Pte.

Scott, Arthur

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Scott, Frank

26/04/15

Poperinghe Old Military Cemetery

Pte.

Scott, John

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Scott, Robert

09/08/18

Rosieres Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Scott, William

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Scouse, Robert

27/09/18

Quarry Cemetery, Marquion

Sgt.

Seear, Oliver

09/10/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Sellon, Charles

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Selwood, Albert

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Sewell, Spencer

26/09/16

Regina Trench Cemetery, Grandcourt

Pte.

Sharman, James

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Shaw, Francis

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Shaw, Henry

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Shearman, Harold

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Shelton, Edward

16/06/15

St. Sever Cemetery, Rouen

L/Sgt.

Shepard, James

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery
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Shepherd, Elmer

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Sherlock, Thomas

27/04/15

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

Sholert, Frederick

29/04/15

Poelcapelle British Cemetery

Pte.

Short, Albert

25/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Short, Joseph

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Siddle, Thomas

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Silk, George

07/09/16

A.I.F. Burial Ground, Flers

Pte.

Silk, George

07/09/16

Bouzincourt Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Sills, George

07/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Silvester, Harry

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Sim, Alfred

06/10/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Simpson, Richard

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Sinclair, Colin

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Sinclair, Hugh

23/04/15

Poperinghe Old Military Cemetery

Pte.

Sinclair, John

26/04/16

Woods Cemetery

Cpl.

Sinclair, Peter

07/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Capt.

Skene, Stanley ; M.C.

10/10/18

VisEnArtois British Cemetery, Haucourt

Pte.

Skimin, Walter

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Slade, Percy

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Slinn, Alfred

12/07/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Sloan, William

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Smith, Allan

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Smith, Ernest

26/09/16

Albert Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Smith, Frederick

22/07/18

Vevey (St. Martin's) Cemetery

Sgt.

Smith, Fredrick ; M.M.

03/03/17

Barlin Communal Cem Ext

Cpl.

Smith, George

31/12/18

Crediton Evangelical Cemetery

Pte.

Smith, Irving

20/10/18

Auberchicourt British Cemetery

Pte.

Smith, John

28/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

L/Cpl.

Smith, Joseph ; M.M.

09/08/18

Crouy British Cemetery, CrouySurSomme

Pte.

Smith, Samuel

01/10/16

St. Sever Cemetery, Rouen

Pte.

Smith, Samuel

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Smith, Thomas

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Smithson, Dwight

30/06/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Smyth, Bernard

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Smythe, Henry

06/08/17

Etaples Military Cemetery

Lieut.

Snow, Geoffrey

26/09/16

Adanac Military Cemetery, Miraumont

C.Q.M.S.

Solomon, Rex

05/12/18

Folkestone Old Cemetery

Pte.

Somerville, Cecil

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Cpl.

Somerville, David

28/09/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Pte.

Southworth, William

27/11/16

Villers Station Cemetery, VillersauBois

L/Cpl.

Sparks, Douglas

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Spies, Mahlon

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Spreadbury, John

21/08/18

Abbeville Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

St. John, Herbertewell

21/05/15

CabaretRouge British Cemetery, Souchez

Pte.

Stanich, Louis

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Staniland, Reginald

27/09/18

Quarry Cemetery, Marquion

L/Cpl.

Stanley, Edwin

16/08/17

NoeuxLesMines Communal Cem

Pte.

Stanley, George

19/03/15

Le Trou Aid Post Cemetery, Fleurbaix
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Lieut.

Steadman, Horace

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Steele, George

08/08/18

Hangard Wood British Cemetery

Pte.

Steen, Robert

16/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Stephens, Frederick

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Stephenson, John

04/08/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Stevens, Alfred

01/05/15

Wimereux Communal Cem

Pte.

Stevenson, Alex

08/08/18

Demuin British Cemetery

Lieut.

Stevenson, Augustus

07/09/16

Albert Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Stewart, Andrew

12/10/18

PointDuJour Military Cemetery, Athies

Pte.

Stewart, Donald

07/01/19

Inverness (Tomnahurich) Cemetery

Pte.

Stewart, George

11/04/18

Wimereux Communal Cem

L/Cpl.

Stewart, Robert

28/03/16

Dalhousie (St. Johns) Presbyterian Church Cemetery

Pte.

Stickland, Alfred

12/07/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

L/Cpl.

Stiles, Bedford ; D.C.M.

07/11/17

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Cpl.

Stobbs, John

14/10/16

WarloyBaillon Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Stodart, John

29/04/15

Tyne Cot Cemetery

Pte.

Stone, Otis

24/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Stone, Samuel

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Stoneham, Joseph

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Strickland, Gerald

26/04/15

Cement House Cemetery

Pte.

Strombeh, Jack

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Cpl.

Stuart, James

08/08/18

Hangard Wood British Cemetery

Pte.

Sullivan, Joseph

09/04/17

Ecoivres Military Cemetery

Pte.

Summers, William

05/04/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

L/Cpl.

Sutherland, James

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Sutherland, Thomas

28/09/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Pte.

Swallow, George

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Swenson, Soren

28/11/16

Villers Station Cemetery, VillersauBois

Pte.

Switzer, Richard

03/10/16

WarloyBaillon Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Symonds, William

11/09/16

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

T
Pte.

Tait, James

15/12/16

Shorncliffe Military Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Tarr, Frank

06/11/17

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Taylor, Edward

21/09/19

Preston (New Hall Lane) Cemetery

Pte.

Taylor, Frank

17/09/16

Contay British Cemetery

Lieut.

Taylor, Geoffrey

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Taylor, George

28/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Sgt.

Taylor, George

01/01/21

Hamilton Cemetery

Pte.

Taylor, James

08/08/18

Hangard Wood British Cemetery

Pte.

Taylor, Samuel

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Telfer, James

09/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Telford, Raymond

16/06/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Tellier, Frederick

09/05/15

Gent City Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Thatcher, Robert

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Theal, Howard

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Thomas, Albert

25/10/18

Vancouver (Mountain View) Cemetery

ROLL OF HONOUR
Pte.

Thomas, William

04/05/15

Liege (Robermont) Cemetery

Pte.

Thompson, George

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Cpl.

Thompson, John

28/03/15

Estaires Communal Cem and Ext

Sgt.

Thompson, John

21/05/15

Bethune Town Cemetery

Pte.

Thompson, Joshua

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Thompson, Robert

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Thomson, Alexander

01/05/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Thomson, Allan

30/08/18

Sun Quarry Cemetery, Cherisy

Pte.

Thomson, James

07/09/16

Puchevillers British Cemetery

Pte.

Thomson, John

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Thornton, Walter

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Thorpe, Harold

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Tickner, Douglas

07/08/15

Roeselare Communal Cem

Pte.

Timson, John

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Tindell, Cosmo

03/10/16

WarloyBaillon Communal Cem Ext

Cpl.

Todd, Arthur

01/10/16

Contay British Cemetery

Pte.

Todd, George

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Cpl.

Tompkins, Guy

09/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Toms, Malcom

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Tong, James

03/11/17

Passchendaele New British Cemetery

Sgt.

Tosh, Harry

15/08/17

St. Patrick's Cemetery, Loos

L/Cpl.

Touchette, Willard

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Toward, Albert

10/06/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Towns, Fred

30/08/18

Sun Quarry Cemetery, Cherisy

Cpl.

Townsend, Frederick

17/03/20

Vancouver (Mountain View) Cemetery

Pte.

Trevail, Earle

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Truss, Peter

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Turner, Alfred

05/09/16

Vimy Memorial

C.S.M.

Turner, Charles

09/06/16

Netley Military Cemetery

Pte.

Turner, Edwin

28/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Turner, Henry

14/04/17

Lapugnoy Military Cemetery

Pte.

Turner, William

26/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Turner, William

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Tweedy, Thomas

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Tyler, Clement

26/09/16

Regina Trench Cemetery, Grandcourt

Pte.

Tyler, George

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Tyler, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

U
Cpl.

Uden, Arthur

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

L/Sgt.

Underwood, Edward

02/03/17

Hersin Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Underwood, William

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Urquhart, John

02/08/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Urquhart, William

07/11/17

Vlamertinghe New Military Cemetery

L/Cpl.

Uttley, John

26/05/19

Edmonton Cemetery, Alberta
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V
Pte.

Vacher, James

26/09/16

Regina Trench Cemetery, Grandcourt

Pte.

Valentine, Henry

09/04/17

QuatreVents Military Cemetery, EstreeCauchy

L/Cpl.

Vandervoort, Wilbur

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Vartanian, Ohanas

08/04/15

Beckenham Crematorium and Cemetery

Pte.

Veitch, Frederick

15/06/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

C.S.M.

Vernon, William

29/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Cpl.

Vincent, Norman

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Vinton, Frederick

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Voss, John

01/03/17

BullyGrenay Communal Cem, British Ext

W
Sgt.

Waddell, Alexander

27/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Sgt.

Wade, Fred

09/04/17

Ecoivres Military Cemetery

Pte.

Walker, Frederick

24/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Walker, John

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Walker, John

08/08/18

Hangard Wood British Cemetery

Pte.

Walker, Joseph

09/04/17

Vimy Memorial

Sgt.

Walker, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Walker, William

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Walker, William

02/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Wall, Bertram

09/08/18

Manitoba Cemetery, Caix

Major

Wallace, Robert

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Wallace, William

29/04/15

Boulogne Eastern Cemetery

Pte.

Waller, George

06/09/16

Pozieres British Cemetery

Pte.

Walsh, Ernest

30/08/18

LignySt. Flochel British Cemetery, Averdoingt

L/Cpl.

Walton, Robert

15/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Warburton, Gregory

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Warby, George

08/08/18

Crouy British Cemetery, CrouySurSomme

Sgt.

Ward, Herbert

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

L/Cpl.

Warden, George

07/08/15

Poelcapelle British Cemetery

Pte.

Wardle, Edwin

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Warner, Fern

22/09/17

AixNoulette Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Warnes, Alfred

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Warren, Horace

16/06/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Capt.

Warren, Trumbull

20/04/15

Ypres Reservoir Cemetery

Pte.

Warren, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Watmore, Thomas

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Watson, George

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

Watson, James

19/10/16

Contay British Cemetery

Pte.

Watson, Patrick

27/06/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Watthews, John

09/08/18

Manitoba Cemetery, Caix

Pte.

Wauchope, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Waugh, Adam

03/10/16

St. Sever Cemetery, Rouen

Pte.

Weaver, James

17/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

ROLL OF HONOUR
Pte.

Webb, Walter

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Webster, James

02/02/20

Aurora Cemetery

Pte.

Wedgewood, Ronald

07/11/17

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Weeks, Ernest

27/04/15

Bailleul Communal Cem Ext (Nord)

Pte.

Weir, John

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Welch, James

05/11/16

Zouave Valley Cemetery, Souchez

L/Cpl.

West, Burton

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

West, Edmund

27/09/18

Quarry Cemetery, Marquion

Pte.

Whalley, Thomas

23/04/15

Poelcapelle British Cemetery

Pte.

Wheat, Leonard

01/09/18

Queant Road Cemetery, Buissy

Pte.

Wheeler, John

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Wheeler, Thomas

27/04/16

Woods Cemetery

Pte.

White, Albert

28/04/15

Cologne Southern Cemetery

Pte.

White, Charles

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Sgt.

White, George

26/10/18

Bodelwyddan (St. Margaret) Churchyard

Pte.

White, James

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

White, James

26/09/16

Courcelette British Cemetery

Pte.

White, Norman

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

White, Samuel

12/10/18

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

White, William

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

White, William

02/09/18

Queant Road Cemetery, Buissy

Pte.

Whittaker, William

27/09/18

SainslesMarquion British Cemetery

Pte.

Wickens, Frederick

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Wilcox, John

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Wilcox, Orlando

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Wilcox, William

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Wilde, James

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Wilder, Edward

21/05/15

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Wilkes, Henry

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Wilkinson, Charles

08/04/16

Railway Dugouts Burial Ground

Pte.

Will, George

26/09/16

Serre Road Cemetery No.2

Pte.

Williams, Alexander

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Williams, Hopkin

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Williams, John

03/06/16

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Williams, Roland

09/08/18

Warvillers Churchyard Ext

Pte.

Williams, Rupert

21/12/17

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Williams, Stephen

15/06/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Pte.

Williams, Tudor

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Cpl.

Williams, William

26/04/15

Poperinghe Old Military Cemetery

Pte.

Williamson, George

15/01/20

Tain (St. Duthus) Cemetery

Pte.

Williamson, Harold

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Willis, Hugh

24/09/16

Puchevillers British Cemetery

Pte.

Willshaw, Francis

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Willson, William

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Cpl.

Wilson, Arthur

04/08/21

Scarborough (Manor Road) Cemetery

Sgt.

Wilson, George

01/05/17

Vimy Memorial

Lieut.

Wilson, Harold

09/06/16

Lijssenthoek Military Cemetery

Sgt.

Wilson, James

10/04/17

Barlin Communal Cem Ext
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Pte.

Wilson, Rudolph

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Capt.

Winnifrith, Gordon ; M.C.

27/09/18

Quarry Cemetery, Marquion

Cpl.

Winspear, William

28/09/18

Duisans British Cemetery, Etrun

Pte.

Wishart, James

18/02/17

Vevey (St. Martin's) Cemetery

Pte.

Wood, Bertie

19/04/17

Aubigny Communal Cem Ext

Sgt.

Wood, Thomas

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Wood, Walter

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Pte.

Wood, William

02/09/18

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Woodcock, Bertram

25/01/17

Hersin Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Woods, John

02/05/15

Hazebrouck Communal Cem

Pte.

Woodward, Robert

14/07/17

Aubigny Communal Cem Ext

Pte.

Wright, Andrew

02/09/18

VisEnArtois British Cemetery, Haucourt

C.S.M.

Wright, John ; M.M.

09/04/17

Nine Elms Military Cemetery, Thelus

Cpl.

Wyatt, William

24/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Lieut.

Wylie, James

16/08/17

Vimy Memorial

Y
Pte.

Yates, Clifford

22/04/15

Ypres (Menin Gate) Memorial

Pte.

Yell, Charles

05/11/16

Vevey (St. Martin's) Cemetery

Pte.

Young, Harry

01/09/18

Dominion Cemetery

Pte.

Young, Leopold

01/10/18

Haynecourt British Cemetery

Pte.

Young, Percival

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial

Pte.

Yule, Andrew

26/09/16

Vimy Memorial
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