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NEW PENSIONS ORGANIZATIONS

EDITORIAL - THE LATE COLONEL WEAVER
The sudden and unexpected death of Colonel Charles Yardley
Weaver, D.S.O., V.D., M.L.A., at Edmonton on October 1st last came
as a very great shock to all ex-members of the old battalion.
Colonel Weaver was an outstanding man. We knew him first as a
soldier — Major and Second-in-Command in 1915. It was his
particular job to look after battalion headquarters, the bands,
signalers, transport, etc., and all sporting activities, and to do a great
deal of administration — and well he did it.
For three months in 1918 — parts of the months of July, August,
September and October — he commanded the battalion and won his
D.S.O. He was three times wounded and was mentioned in dispatches.
After demobilization in 1919 he took up the practice of his
profession of the law at Edmonton. Although always a busy man, he
found time to do little jobs for ex-servicemen. As a member of the
49th Battalion Association he was a particularly valuable man. For the
last two years he had been President, and it is in that capacity we shall
miss him tremendously. He had a large circle of friends and carried on
an enormous correspondence with our members all over the world.
He went to great trouble and took infinite pains in all our activities.
He was a man of affairs and a man of the world. He was solid and
substantial in all things. His beliefs and opinions in matters great and
small commended themselves to all right thinking men. In the world
of tosh and twaddle into which we have been projected since the war
he was as the “shadow of a great rock in a thirsty land.” We shall not
see his like again.
He leaves behind him his widow, who was a daughter of the late
Doctor Cobbett, a son Jimmy, aged sixteen, a “chip off the old block.”
Jimmy is a boxer, a football player, a cricketer, and a lieutenant in the
school cadet corps; two daughters, Molly and Kathleen. The family
have moved to Victoria, B.C., where the children were going to school.

BAND MASTER J. B. DALY PASSES ON
Bandmaster J. B. Daly died on the 22nd of July 1930 and was buried
in the Soldiers’ Plot in the Edmonton cemetery on the 24th July. He
was just fifty years of age, but somehow, we all knew him
affectionately as “Old Daly.” He was one of nature’s gentlemen. No
one ever heard him use a rough or coarse word under any
circumstances, nor did anyone ever hear him give utterance to an
unkind thought. He bore a lingering and painful illness with soldierly
fortitude and passes on leaving behind him the fragrance of a fine and
useful life and a host of sorrowing friends.

During the last few months the papers have told us daily of the
progress made by the government in filling the various positions in
the new pensions organizations. There were, it seems, hundreds of
applicants for the various positions to be filled. Doubtless there was
a tremendous lot of log rolling by these applicants and all sorts of
pressure was put upon the unfortunate minister whose duty it was to
make these appointments.
We sincerely hope that the results will prove satisfactory to the
soldier. We hope that the new pension advocates who have been
appointed and whose job it is to prepare and prosecute the soldier’s
case before the Board of Pension Commissioners, the Tribunals and
the Appeal Court, will prove to be men of undoubted talent,
conscientious and painstaking in the work, and capable in every way
of standing up to the Commission Counsel, who, it will be
remembered, are appointed by the Board of Pension Commissioners
and who are, we understand, capable and clean cut gentlemen of the
legal profession. Their job is to point out why the soldier should NOT
get a pension.
We hope that the men appointed to the tribunals and appeal court
are strong and able men who will do their duty fearlessly and
administer the law as parliament has made the law.
If it turns out that Buggins has been given a job because it was
Buggins’ turn to get a job, or because Buggins had the greatest pull,
the principal sufferer in the end will be the poor bloody soldier as
usual.
DISTRICT OFFICERS
District officers are appointed by the executive committee at points
where suitable men can be got to act and where we have a number
of the old battalion living. The duties of district officers are to keep in
touch with the men and with the executive. Advise the executive of
cases of distress or death. To attend the funerals of old hands and
make such funeral arrangements as are possible in the matter of pall
bearers, mourners and so forth, and to see to the placing of the
Association’s standard wreath of flowers, and generally such other
duties as tend to the advancement of the work of the Association. The
executive would like to hear of men willing to act as district officers in
points not now covered. Write to Earle Hay, Honorary Secretary, P.O.
Inspector’s Office, Edmonton. The following is a list of the district
officers:
Wainwright — GEORGE HARPER.
Peace River — R. CRUICKSHANK, D.C.M.
Westlock — F. H. STEELE.
Busby — W. ELLIOTT, M.M. Vegreville, R. V. PATTERSON, M.M.
High Prairie — CHARLES TRAVERS.
Brule — LIEUTENANT COLONEL A. K. HOBBINS, D.S.O.
Calgary — LIEUTENANT COLONEL E. R. KNIGHT.
Grande Prairie — H. NELSON.
Peace River Country at large — CHARLES MARTIN.
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DOINGS OF FORTY-NINERS
LAWDANSKI BALESLAW, commonly called “Bill”, who served in
the 49th in France, is at St. Jean, Quebec.
CAPTAIN C. A. WALKER has resigned his appointment of
manager of the Hudson Bay Company at Grouard and has gone
into business for himself in general merchandise at High Prairie,
Alberta. All ranks wish he and his numerous and interesting family
good luck.
ED. BECKER, formerly of the transport section, is rated a
prosperous farmer in the High Prairie district.
DICKENSON, commonly known as “Dick”, formerly of the Q.M.
Stores, is with a survey party working on a new road from High
Prairie to Sturgeon Lake.
CHARLIE TRAVERS writes in to say that he hopes to get up a
detachment to come into the annual dinner from the Lesser Slave
Lake area.
How times have changed! DAVE IRONS, whose name brings
recollections of horse transport, is now driving a truck for a firm
of building contractors in Calgary. Dave has another distinction; in
that he has a son in the Calgary Police force.
J. I. SMITH, one of the originals of 8 Platoon, B Co’y, is in
Calgary. Since the war J. I. has roamed over a lot of Canada, but
he always seems to wander back to Alberta.
E. H. TELFORD, lately of Winnipeg and Saskatoon, arrived in
Calgary recently.
JOE SHERIN, who joined the Machine Gun Section back in the
days when we spoke of the M.G. Section as the “suicide squad”, is
with the Alberta Government Telephones in Calgary.
BILL GADSBY, he of the pugnacious chin, is driving a truck for
the C.P.R. Baggage Dept., Calgary.
ROY STEADMAN, of B Co’y, is working with Iddiols Bros., in
Calgary.
A. J. LOGAN is working for an electrical firm in Calgary.
CHARLIE NEWCOMBE is working for the city of Calgary, Street
Railway Dept.
HERB STEWART is also working for the city of Calgary Street
Railway Dept. In the winter months Herb is a motorman, and in
the summer, he is to be found at Bowness Park.
WEST IRWIN is teaching school in Calgary, but in his spare time
is gaining fame as an artist. Last year Wes took a course in Art
down in Chicago. Several of his covers have been accepted by
McLean’s magazine.
CATHEL MATHESON is working with the Canadian
Westinghouse Co. in Hamilton.
BILL NICOL is a building contractor in Hamilton.
TOMMY HIGGLETON is with the Canadian Legion, Calgary.
Tommy was a very popular person at the Calgary Re-union this
year — he had charge of the S.R.D. issue. If you want to know
about any of the Legion members, just ask Tommy.
HARVEY DUNCAN has his dental office on Eighth Ave., Calgary.
When not engaged in the business of painless extraction, he is
busy with the work of the Calgary Branch of the 49th Battalion
Association, of which he is Secretary-Treasurer.

TOM ELLIS is a patient at the Central Alberta Sanitarium. J. W.
BOLTON is also present in the same institution.
ALEC. HUNTER is with the Post Office in Calgary.
HUGHIE CLOW is working for the Dominion Government, Dept,
of Weights and Measures, testing electric meters.
JACK KILARSKI, the energetic President of the Calgary Branch of
the 49th Battalion Association, works for the Calgary Police Dept.,
in his spare time.
NORMAN CAMPBELL is sales manager for the Alberta Nash Ltd.,
Calgary.
A. E. NASH is in the insurance business, located at Maple Creek,
Sask.
J. McMILLAN, (Jimmy), is working for the Calgary Power Co.,
Ltd. Jimmy was married this summer. Congratulations!
I. W. ANDERSON, who is a life member in our Association, paid
a visit to Calgary this summer. He is now located in New York.
ROD McFARQUHAR made his annual trip to Calgary for the
Armistice Ball; by all accounts Rod enjoyed himself immensely.
HARRY GRIESBACH, located in Blairmore, motored to Calgary
to attend the Re-union Banquet.
J. B. MANTON, who recently had an operation in the Calgary
Belcher Hospital, is now convalescing.
MISS LAMPLOUGH, a nurse in the Belcher Hospital, Calgary,
went overseas on the same boat which carried the 49th Battalion,
C.E.F.
SERGEANT A. HADGKISS, the battalion poet, is still fire ranging
out from Wolf Creek.
LIEUTENANT McCAULEY, M.C., D.C.M., is railroading out of
Jasper on the C.N.R.
FRANK WELLS, “B” Co’y, and BILL MORRISON, “A” Co’y, are in
the Parks Department at Jasper.
J. D. SMITH, “D” Co’y, is an engineer on the C.N.R. out of Jasper.
BILLY PRINGLE, “A” Co’y, HARRY MAY, Cpl. “C” Co’y, and
HECTOR McKENZIE, “B” Co’y, are on construction work at the
Lodge, Jasper Park.
JIMMY LAING, “B” Co’y, and SERGEANT PIPER, is a foreman on
construction at Jasper.
JOE SEARLE, “C” Co’y cook, is a chef on No. 1 and 2 trains west
from Edmonton (C.N.R.)
CAPTAIN GEORGE HUDSON, formerly of the transport section,
is now provincial organizer for the Canadian Legion.
PAUL MAFFRET, “B” Co’y bomber, is at Mountain Park.
C.S.M. JACKSON, “A” Co’y, is now in Edmonton.
ALEX. SMITH’S widow is happily married to JOHNNY MACKLIN,
19th Alberta Dragoons. They live at Jasper Park.
WESLEY BURCHELL, “C” Co’y Lewis gunner, is living at Mountain
Park.
BOB NEWELL, late of the signal section, is night telegraph
operator at Wildwood—a bombproof job.
BILL FRAME is railroading out of North Battleford, Sask.
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LEE CLINTON is selling prunes at Viking, Alta.

WALTER LEWIS of “C” Co’y, is in the bakery business in
Minneapolis, U.S.A.

FRANK PILKIE is a theatre magnate at Vermilion, Alta.
SERGEANT FRANK SEABORNE, after a very serious illness last
summer, is now fully recovered and back to work on his farm near
Wainwright.

J. MITCHELL of “C” Co’y, who went through an operation for an
old bullet wound, is coming along fine in the Calgary Belcher
Hospital.

BUD COTTON, at present rounding up all the ancient buffalo
bulls in the National Park at Wainwright for slaughter. The meat is
to be dried and shipped to Alaska for the Eskimos.

DR. GORDON YOUNG, of Moose Jaw, who did such splendid
work while with the 49th Battalion Overseas, has had trouble with
his eyes last year, but all his old comrades will be glad to hear —
to use his own words — just nicely recovered.

SERGEANT ALF. CHESTERMAN is now located in Wainwright
and is employed with the Progress Co.

MIKE DEMPSEY, Signaling Sergeant, trapper and gambler, is
now at Fort Resolution. He is a Justice of the Peace.

ELMER (Blondy) JACKSON is farming at Greenshields, Alta. He
is visiting his old home in Minneapolis and is sorry to have to miss
the dinner on January 3rd, 1931.

CHARLIE BROOKS, “A” Company, groom to the late Colonel
Weaver, is mining in the anthracite fields of Pennsylvania. Like
many others, he is now married and the father of two.

DR. K. C. WALLACE is carrying on at Wainwright.
GEORGE HARPER complains that it is difficult to get news out
of our lads at Wainwright. That they are dumb as oysters. - Not so,
only strong, silent men. - Editor.
GODFREY HORLEY, formerly of this battalion has been
appointed a clerk in the Land Titles Office at Moose Jaw, Sask.
“DOC” WALLACE, Battalion M.O. for quite a while, contributes
the following yarn:
“In April 1917, Colonel (then Major) C. Y. Weaver, was badly
wounded. I was wounded by the same shell and we went out
together to the C.C.S., and then to the base hospital at Calais. We
occupied the same small ward there. The first night at Calais
Major Weaver was feeling very miserable, suffering much pain
and unable to sleep. His face was swollen, and his speech was
thick.

MAURICE DEACON, “A” Company, is at Niagara Falls, Ontario,
employed by the Immigration Department. Deacon lost an eye in
front of Arras. He is married now, with two kiddies.
SERGEANT ANDY BLACK, who did great work on the advertising
end of the Forty-Niner last summer, is now permanently located
at Ponoka — not as an inmate, but as the engineer at the asylum.
Andy was married in September last.
SERGEANT H. S. PARENT, of “A” Company, is living in Bangor,
Maine, where he is a train dispatcher on the Bangor and
Aroostook Railroad. Parent has taken unto himself a wife and
settled down in that city. He writes he has only met one FortyNiner since the war, TOM STYRAN, who lives in Fredericton, N.B.,
which town was Parent’s old hometown. He is, however, receiving
the Forty-Niner, and enjoys it very much.

“About 2 a.m., with only the dim night light burning he rang for
the nurse and asked for something to relieve his pain. She gave
him a powder. He waited a few minutes and rang again. He asked
for something more but was told to wait a few minutes for the
drug that he had taken to take effect. The fever and pain had
made him very impatient, and he rang again. When the nurse
appeared he said, “Dat tuff is no dan dood - dive me something
stronger.” Soon after the nurse left, I heard Weaver muttering to
himself and feeling through his tunic and breeches, which were by
his bed. I thought that he had become delirious and was going to
get out of bed. I called to him, but he did not appear to hear me. I
was just about to ring for the nurse when he found what he was
looking for. It was his little pocket rum flask. He gave a sigh of
relief as he unscrewed the top from the flask. When he had
finished the flask was empty.
Twenty minutes later when the nurse tip-toed into the ward she
found her patient asleep and snoring. She concluded that the
powder had done the trick.”
HARRY GREEN of Steady “D” Co’y, is Postmaster at Lovetville,
on the Coalspur Branch.
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ANNUAL CHURCH PARADE, 1930
The 1930 Church Parade was held on July 20th. The
following is the Edmonton Journal’s account of the parade:
MEMORABLE WAR DAYS REVIVED
AS FORTY-NINERS HOLD PARADE
---------Annual Divine Service at Parliament (Buildings Brings Many
Old-Time Comrades Together— Smart Appearance of
Men Impresses Spectators —Brass Tablet Planned.
---------Comrades in arms of memorable war days “fell in” once
again Sunday morning, when veteran Forty-niners from many
parts of northern Alberta assembled for the annual divine
service parade of the 49th Battalion, Edmonton Regiment.
Nearly two hundred ex-service men, gathered at the
market square, responded smartly as the “fall-in” call sounded
and formed four companies under the command of MajorGeneral W. A. Griesbach, C.B., C.M.G., D.S.O., and their
respective company commanders.
Memories of active service flashing through the minds of
these veterans were reflected in the striking demeanor that
marked every man on parade. The soul-stirring strains of oftheard marches that will ever send the blood tingling through
the being of every patriot, sent heads erect, shot shoulders
into line and, put vim and snap into the step of even the oldest
veteran, as the Forty-niners marched down Jasper Ave. to the
parliament buildings for the divine service.
An armed guard in uniform, from the active militia of the
49th, carried the king’s colors and those of the regiment,
followed by the regimental band and the pipers’ band in full
uniform, which offered an impressive contrast to the veterans
in “civies” who brought up in the rear.
Inspiring Sermon
At the parliament buildings the Battalion Chaplain, Rev. G.
G. Reynolds, conducted the service, and delivered an inspiring
sermon, in which the keynote theme was “Service.”
The Chaplain based his address on the parable of the
talents, referring to the five, two and one talent men, as
described in the Biblical story.
The two-talent man, he stated, was represented in the
ordinary person of ordinary ability. The man who is not
remarkable in any way but is never discouraged.
“The most of us,” he thought, “are represented in the twotalent man. He is just as important as the five-talent man and
rewarded just as well.” The speaker pointed to Lord Byng as an
example of the five talents — a man of exceptional ability and
he had used his talents well.
The one-talent man was a quitter, he stated, and declared
the 49th had never had a quitter in time of war, and never
would have in time of peace. He urged the parable as an
incentive for all to carry on according to their ability.

In the parade the four companies were commanded by Col.
A. W. Elliott, Major R. W. Hale, M.C., Capt. G. A. Martin, M.M.,
and Captain Hunter. Following the dismissal of the ranks at the
market square the members of the 49th and their families had
luncheon at the King Edward hotel Rose Room.
Col. C. Y. Weaver, D.S.O., President of the 49th Battalion
Association, presided at this function, and among the speakers
were Major-General Griesbach, Colonel Hobbins, D.S.O., of
Brule, and Col. L. C. Harris, present commander of the 49th
Battalion active force.
The Regimental Commander, during his address, thanked
those responsible for the publication of the Association organ,
The Forty-Niner, of which hundreds of copies had been
distributed on Sunday. It was decided at the luncheon meeting
to invite the sons of all former Forty-Niners to participate in
the parade next year.
Welcomes Members
Colonel Weaver, after welcoming the visiting members,
announced that it was the intention of the Association to erect
a brass tablet in some suitable place in the city bearing the
names of all members of the battalion who had been killed in
action or had died from war wounds, nearly 1,000 in number.
Several veterans, suffering physical disability, who followed
the parade in automobiles, were also present at the luncheon.
TWO-THIRDS FOR THE LORD
“Thanks very much,” said the vicar, as little Tommy handed
up his offering for the harvest festival; “I must call round this
afternoon and thank your mother for these eight beautiful
apples.”
“P-please, sir,” stammered Tommy, “would you m-mind
thanking her for t-twelve apples?”—Bystander.
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ANNUAL BANQUETS - EDMONTON, CALGARY
By 432396
THE EDMONTON BANQUET
We arrive early-and as soon as we look inside the door of the
Royal George, we have a feeling that this is going to be a grand and
glorious evening. When we step inside the door, we run into a sort of
reception committee. All the earlier arrivals are standing around
talking and waiting for the gang to gather. We manage somehow to
make our way to the checkroom and leave our coat and hat, after
carefully transferring the contents of the pockets to our person.
Pretty soon the place is crowded with Forty-niners. We roam
around from group to group talking to friends who have come into
town for the occasion. Earle Hay and “Sandbag” Jones are buzzing
around fixing up the last details and wondering, no doubt, where they
are going to seat all this mob. Another member of the Executive comes
along and “touches” us for our yearly fees which we pay, even though
we feel that such mundane things as fees should not be forced on our
thoughts at such a time as this.
The doors leading to the dining-room are opened and somebody
says, “Let’s go.” We “rush” the dining-room without any idea of order.
The meal, however, is only a detail to be consumed when we aren’t
talking to our old friends. It doesn’t matter if the old friends are sitting
next to us or at the next table or clean across the room, we talk to them
just the same. We add variety to the program by adjourning to a
mysterious place known as “upstairs”, and if, on returning, we find that
we have missed a course or two, well, that doesn’t matter.
The toasts to “The King” and to “Our Gallant Dead” are performed
with due decorum. Speakers proposing and responding to any other
toasts are listened to by a select few — including reporters for the local
press—who manage to hear an occasional word above the surrounding
noises. The surrounding noises are a sort of mulligan in which we find
distinct traces of a piper playing the bagpipes, Norman Cook’s voice,
somebody singing “Mademoiselle from Armentiers”, somebody else
singing “It’s a Long Way to Tipperary”, someone (from “B” Co’y)
wanting to know “who stole the pig,” somebody saying “Steady “D”),
the Chairman calling “Order Please”, a gang gathered in a corner
singing “We need all the old boys to hold down the old Front Line”, and
slight traces of a score or more voices talking in varying degrees of
loudness. The Chairman, assisted by W. A. Griesbach, succeeds in
getting a brief spell of quietness, during which he manages to inform
those interested that he is now pleased to introduce Mr. So-and-So for
a song. W. A. Griesbach’s assistance, incidentally, consists of shouting
“Order! Order!” in his best Brigadier-General tones, while he pounds
the table energetically with a water glass. Maybe we shouldn’t say
water glass, but at the beginning of the evening it held water. Anyway,
the singer takes his position adjacent to the piano, and after the usual
preamble by the pianist starts to sing. We decide there is something
about the singer we don’t like. Perhaps it is his clothes or the way he
cuts or forgets to cut his hair, or his song, or the way he ties his tie, but
whatever it is, we just don’t like it, so we gather in the corner again and
sing “Hail, Hail, the Gang’s All Here.” We know, deep in our hearts, that
the gang isn’t all here - some of the gang were in our thoughts as we
stood to attention during the Two Minutes of Silence by which we
commemorate their memory, others were in our thoughts as their
names were called out in the toast to “Absent Friends.”

Soon, above the other noises, we hear a voice to which, because
of ingrained discipline, we feel we have to listen. That voice, of course,
belongs to our first commanding officer, W. A. Griesbach, whom when
we first knew him was just a Lieut.- Colonel. Now he’s a Major-General
with half the letters of the alphabet tagging along after his name in
much the same way as Lieut. J. C. McQuarrie used to tag along after
the Colonel when our battalion was in its infancy. We listen to his
“speech”, and when he sits down, we give him hearty applause.
There were more speeches after that. They didn’t matter because
we were busy at the back of the hall talking over the days of not so very
long ago, when we were the Forty-ninth Battalion, C.E.F. Soon, it
seems, we hear the pianist playing that chord which signifies the time
to stand to attention while we sing the National Anthem. Officially this
is the end of the banquet.
However, the evening isn’t over yet. As soon as the tables are
cleared, we get our old friend the piper to blow up that snake-charmer
of his and we have a dance. The dance, naturally, isn’t of any standard
variety, the steps being entirely impromptu, but it waxes merrily until
we see in the doorway our old friend “Slim” Daly, with several of his
cohorts duly armed with their instruments. We stop the dance and
gather round the band - Who said “Good Old Band?”, while “Slim”,
without any persuasion, leads them through several of the old
favorites. First comes “Bonnie Dundee,” then “Colonel Bogey,” then
that tune whose name we never did know, but whose words make
reference to our being blamed for something somebody else did on a
doorstep, then several other tunes, after which “Slim” has the boys
play “Bonnie Dundee” again and the band dismisses itself.
We wander around, loath to leave the hotel, visiting again that
mysterious “upstairs”, and talking to the numerous old friends who
have gathered there.
Finally, we decide that it’s time we went home, and with many
promises to “See you again next year,” we take our departure. As we
walk down 101st Street the policeman on his beat eyes us rather
disdainfully, but we don’t care, for don’t we belong again to the Fortyninth Battalion, and when did the Forty-ninth Battalion care about
policemen?

THE CALGARY BANQUET
We arrive a few minutes early and, while waiting for the bugler to
sound the old familiar “Cook House”, talk with a number of the old
gang, who, like ourselves, have come early. A member of the Executive
explains to us that we are waiting for the arrival of a party from
Edmonton, including Maj.-Gen. W. A. Griesbach. The Edmonton party
arrives, and soon we are told to line up and file through a doorway,
which, apparently, leads to the dining-room. We suspect there is a
catch in this doorway arrangement but are willing to take a chance.
Inside the doorway we find Tommy Higgleton pouring something liquid
into glasses, one of which is handed to each man. We watch the man
ahead of us down his share of this mysterious liquid and, noting his
sudden change of expression, and the involuntary cough which
succeeds the last mouthful, are sort of prepared for what we are about
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to receive. We, in turn, down our portion of this liquid, and, in spite of
our being prepared, have, in turn, to give that involuntary cough. We
look around for some means of doubling up on this part of the program
but find to our disappointment, that the Executive have outwitted us
by this very doorway arrangement about which we had our suspicions.
In the dining-room we settle down to the business of eating. To
keep the eating business from becoming too serious we swap
reminiscences with our neighbors. Before we are quite finished with
the last course the Chairman proposes the toast to “The King”, which
we drink heartily. We think the Chairman is rushing us a bit and say so
to our neighbor. Our neighbor must have taken an officer’s training
course in etiquette, because he explains to us that it isn’t correct to
smoke before the toast to “The King” has been drunk and, apparently,
the Chairman, wanting to have us do the correct thing, seized
opportunity by the forelock and made us drink “The King” before we
had a chance to smoke.
The next toast is “To Our Gallant Dead.” We stand to a soldierly
attention for the Two Minutes of Silence, after which the bugler blows
that call of many memories, “The Last Post.” The wreath to be
deposited at the Cenotaph is carried from the hall and we settle down
in our chairs again.
The toast to “Absent Friends” brings us to our feet while we call
the name of an old friend. Some of the names we hear, belonging, no
doubt, to men in other companies, are more or less strange, others,
like that of the Curly Wolf are familiar to all of us, and for a brief instant
we think of each one. Some wit raises a hearty laugh when he calls out
“Mademoiselle from Armentiers.” At the end of this toast someone
very appropriately starts singing “The Boys of the Old Brigade,” and we
join in thinking the while of those boys who marched with us “Steadily,
shoulder to shoulder, Steadily, blade by blade.” We sit down and hope
our neighbor doesn’t notice the little tear in our eye.
The other toasts, with musical items interspersed, are disposed of
in their order. The toasts are the old, yet never old ones, - “The 49th
Battalion Association”; “Sister Battalions”; “Our Guests.” We listen to
all the nice things said by the proposer of the toast to our Association
and are carried back to the days when the inspecting officers — Brig.Generals, Major-Generals, and Generals, alike, said, “Fine body of men,
Colonel, Fine body of men.” The toast to “Sister Battalions” is now
proposed. We drink it heartily, as we see again the old 7th Brigade. The
42nd Battalion — our friends since Shorncliffe days, when we were
camped side by side. The R.C.R. — somehow we never got very friendly
with the R.C.R.’s. Perhaps, although good soldiers, they had a little too
much of the polish and shine idea to suit us. The P.P.C.L.I. - we still think
of them as the “Good Old Pats”, and we remember the pride which we
felt when we found that we were to be in the same brigade as “The
Pats.” We agree with the speaker that the 7th Brigade was as good as
the best in the Canadian Corps.
The last toast on the program is that to “Our Guests.” We drink to
them with all that remains of our last bottle of beer. We now sing,

“How Dry I Am,” but it doesn’t do us any good because the Chairman
signals to the pianist and we join in singing the National Anthem. Thus,
end the banquet.
We stay around hoping for a chance to say a few words to some
of the party from Edmonton, especially the Major-General. We wonder
if the Major-General will remember us. When our chance comes, we
find that not only does the Major-General remember our face but he
calls us by name, and asks us about our progress in the civilian world.
We go home feeling that the dinner was a huge success. We met
a lot of good old friends. We ate a good meal. We heard a lot of nice
things said about us, and to cap it all, “Billy remembered us. What more
could we ask?

LIFE MEMBERS
A life member is a former member of the 49th Battalion
(Edmonton Regiment) who has applied for life membership to the
executive committee, has been accepted and has paid a fee of $15.00.
No further fees are required to be paid for membership in the
Association. Fees arising from life membership are kept separate and
intact as a reserve fund and are invested in government bonds. The
following is a list of life members in the 49th Battalion (Edmonton
Regiment) Association:
MAJOR-GENERAL THE HONOURABLE W. A. GRIESBACH, C.B., C.M.G.,
D.S.O.
MRS. DOROTHY WEAVER, in the place of her late husband COLONEL
C. Y. WEAVER, D.S.O., M.L.A., V.D.
LIEUTENANT COLONEL A. K. HOBBINS, D.S.O.
MAJOR A. P. CHATTELL, D.S.O.
CAPTAIN GEORGE D. HUNT.
CAPTAIN J. C. THOMPSON.
LIEUTENANT N. A. CAMPBELL (Calgary Branch.)
LIEUTENANT I. W. ANDERSON, D.C.M., M.M.
CAPTAIN THE REV. W. A. R. BALL.
MAJOR J. R. LOWERY.
EARLE O. HAY.
NEVILLE H. JONES. WALTER JORDAN.
LIEUTENANT R. P. OTTEWELL
MRS. MARY BOYLE.
GEORGE E. HARPER.

A colored preacher, who had done a “stretch” in jail was horrified
to observe that among the congregation one day was another colored
gentleman who had been in the same jail at the same time with him.
With commendable presence of mind and appropriate solemnity he
announced his text in the following words: “Bredern, ah takes ma text
this mawning from the seventy-footh verse of the hundred and thirtyfooth chapter of St. Job — ‘Dem as sees me and knows me and says
nothin’, dem will I see later’.”

Page 12 of 29

January 3, 1931

THE FOURTY NINER

YPRES FIGHTING, JUNE 2-3, 1916
It will be remembered that in this show Lieut.- Colonel Griesbach, as
he then was, was ordered to take over the command of a composite
brigade consisting of the 49th, 52nd and 60th battalions. This left the
command of the 49th in the hands of Major C. Y. Weaver, as he then
was. Major Weaver was shell shocked and buried, and put out of action.
Major A. K. Hobbins, as he then was, then took command of the
battalion and finished the show. His report of the action follows.
“ORIGINAL”
49th Canadian Bn., (Edmonton Regt.) June 10th, 1916. To: H.Q. 7th
Can. Inf. Bde.
Narrative, Map Zillebeke 110000.
I have the honour to submit herewith my report on the operations
of the Battalion on the 2nd, 3rd, and 4th inst.
The Battalion on the receipt of orders, moved from Camp “F” at 2.00
p.m., and upon arrival at the Belgium Chateau received orders to move
to the Ramparts at Bde. H.Q. Only small parties could move forward at
a time, and it was 8.30 p.m. before the whole Battalion was reported.
At 11.00 p.m. Lieut.-Col. Griesbach commanding the counter-attack
force conferred with the officers commanding the 49th and 52
Battalions and explained the plan of attack.
At approximately 12 m.n. on the 2nd/3rd inst., the Battalion moved
by way of the Lille Gate, Moted Grange, Yeomanry Post. At the head of
Yeomanry Post the Battalion deployed for the attack, being formed in
columns of half companies, two yards distance between files to provide
eight waves. The distance between the companies was fifty yards. “A”
and “B” Co’ys firing line, supports. “C” and “D” Co’ys, in Reserve.
At about 2.10 a.m. the Battalion reached Lover’s Walk with its left
on Gourack Road, and its right on Warrington Avenue. As the Battalion
advanced it was heavily fired on by the right from Vigo Street and Hill
Street, and the enemy had placed a heavy barrage in the neighborhood
of Engineer’s Point. The Battalion, however, moved straight forward to
its objective. On its arrival at the objective, viz., the head of Warrington
Avenue and Gourack Road, Lieut.-Col. Griesbach ordered me to place
the men under cover and hold the attack until further orders, Major C.
Y. Weaver, 2nd in command, having been injured in the advance to the
counter attack station.
At about 6.45 a.m. I received an order from Lieut.-Col. Griesbach to
attack in accordance with Operation Orders at 7.00 a.m., and I
communicated that order to the companies.
At 7.00 a.m. the battalion moved to the attack. The attack was
delivered with the greatest energy and pushed to the utmost, getting to
within 50 yards of the front line at Warrington Avenue, and up the
Gourack Road to Charing Cross. An attack was also made across the
open towards our old trenches from Warrington Avenue to the Loop,
and pressed with the greatest determination on a line drawn from
Charing Cross to within 50 yards of the front line in Warrington Avenue,
where the attack broke down under the enemy’s intense rifle and M.G.
fire from Vigo Street, the German front line, Bird Cage and a new
German trench in rear of Charing Cross.
Owing to the shortage of bombs the attack in Gourack Road and
Warrington Avenue came to a standstill and blocks were made in those
trenches. In the meantime, an attack had been made at Hill Street to
protect the right flank, which attack got to within 100 yards of Vigo
Street.

At about 11.20 a.m. the attack came to a standstill, and the ground
gained was consolidated and held until the relief on the night of 4th 5th
inst
Casualties—
47 Killed, 245 Wounded. 69 Missing.
The above totals include: 6 Officers Killed; 10 Officers Wounded.
In the course of the afternoon I turned my right and held Lover’s
Lane down to Maple Copse, and on the left we held 64 R. where I was in
touch with a company of the 42nd Bn.
At 7.00 p.m. on the 4th inst. I got in touch with the 43rd on the right.
On the night of the 4th - 5th inst., this Battalion was relieved by the
60th, 42nd and 43rd Battalions.
The conduct of all ranks was all that could be desired. I desire
particularly to draw to your attention the conduct of:
Captain P. McNaughton (killed) who led his company in the attack
and fell at the head of his men.
Lieutenant F. S. Scott (killed), 2nd in command to Capt.
McNaughton, who took over the command on the death of Capt.
McNaughton.
Captain D. D. McLeod (since died of wounds), who led “A” Company
with great gallantry.
Lieutenant R. C. Arthurs, who was 2nd in command to Capt. McLeod,
took over after Capt. McLeod was wounded.
Capt. G. Z. Pinder, C.O. “C” Company, and
Captain E. Livesey, C.O. “D” Company, who handled their men with
skill and judgment.
Lieutenant A. Robinson, who upon the killing and wounding of the
Officers of “A” Company, took over command of that Company, having
been transferred from “C” Company.
Lieutenant Herbert, who succeeded to command of “B” Company.
This officer displayed singular leadership throughout the course of the
day.
A large number of N.C.O.’s and men whose conduct will be
particularly set out in honours list which will be forwarded in due course.
Artillery Support—
The artillery support was mainly from 18 pounders. This gun is totally
inadequate to reply to the enemy artillery which are almost exclusively
the 5.9 Howitzer. Owing to the breaking of all communication there was
little or no communication between the Infantry and the Artillery.
Lewis Guns—
The Lewis guns were quite satisfactory and were brought into action
when and where necessary.
We suffered seriously from the lack of proper carriers for the drums.
The only supply we had in the meantime were sandbags for that
purpose.
Brigade M.G.—
1 gun fired from S.P. 15 effectively, and 1 from Gourack Road.
Light Trench Mortars—
No light Trench Mortars were used.
Medium Trench—
No medium Trench Mortars were used.
(Continued on page 14)
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THE FATE OF BAILLEUL—A RETROSPECT
By Theodore Stewart, M.A.
Perhaps no town on the Western Front, save Ypres, was more
familiar to the British soldier during the 1914-1918 than the
picturesque town of Bailleul. Many there must be who have recollections of pleasant times spent there in feasting and merriment during a
short respite from trench-life. Situated nineteen miles north-west of
Lille and forty-seven miles from Calais, and renowned for its beer and
lace, Bailleul had a pre-war population of 13,251. The Baliol family, of
whom John de Baliol figures in Scottish history, is said to have derived
its name from the town. With its two sixteenth-century churches, its
Hotel de Ville with tall campanile, its market-square, and its narrow
streets, Bailleul presented a quaint picture in prewar days to the
traveler in northern France.
The German patrols entered Bailleul on 14th October 1914, but a
short time thereafter the enemy left to take up his position in the
entrenchments which he had formed further back. The town does not
seem to have suffered much at his hands in the early stages of the war,
and, until the spring of 1918, was practically intact. Never, in my
recollection, did he shell it prior to that time, although it was only seven
miles behind the front, and quite within range from the direction of
Ploeg steert. During the first three years of the war the road leading
from Bailleul to Armentieres was occasionally shelled, and, on 6th
June, 1917, the day before the Messines Ridge attack, German airmen
had been successful in destroying a portion of the ammunition-dump
known as “the Duke of York Siding” by means of a daylight bombing
raid — a rather daring exploit. Only a few houses, however, in the
vicinity of the dump were partially demolished by the explosion of
shells, and no civilians were injured, so far as I am aware. As one
walked along the streets of this old-world town during the early part of
the war, one felt that one could not be safer even in one’s own
hometown. I have heard it stated that the enemy owned property in
Bailleul, and, for that reason, refrained from playing his artillery upon
it. Whether this be true or not, I think that Bailleul was fortunate in
escaping so long from the lamentable fate that awaited it.
During the first three and a half years of the war Bailleul was a town
full of life and animation. As the civilian population was still in
residence, the British soldier could enjoy a good meal of bread and
eggs, quaff beer to his heart’s satisfaction, and have his clothes
laundered, all of which tended to compensate him for the
inconveniences of trench-life. The Grande Place was usually a scene of
gaiety and excitement. Some incidents are indelibly imprinted in my
mind. The picture comes back to me of a young subaltern flirting with
a pretty waitress at the porch of “Tina’s Cafe” in the Rue de Dunkerque
in the cool breeze of a summer evening. Again, I see an airman, overjoyed at a victory over his adversary and feeling rather hilarious, being
borne down a side street by some of his friends. Now, I behold a
battalion on the march to the line — and as the men pass through the
Grande Place, they march to attention —full of patriotism for king and
country. An endless line of motor transports, G. S. wagons, guns, and
limbers follows in the wake of the army on the march. Every French
town is renowned for its estaminets, and those of Bailleul were most
popular with the British soldier. As one sauntered along the principal
streets of an evening, one was greeted on all sides with the resounding
mirth and laughter of the British troops.

It was on the 9th of April 1918, with the commencement of the
Battle of the Lys, that the fore- (Continued on page 21)
YPRES FIGHTING, JUNE 2-3, 1916
(Continued from page 13)
Communication
All communication broke down except such as could be secured by
a runner.
Stores
S.A.A. was satisfactory, food was satisfactory, water was very
scarce, bombs were, I believe, available, but their whereabouts was
not known.
Medical Arrangements
Accommodation for the Medical Officer ceased to exist. He
attended to the wounded wherever and whenever he could. Those of
the wounded who could walk walked out.
Casualties
47 Killed. 245 Wounded. 69 Missing.
The above totals include: 6 Officers Killed.
10 Officers Wounded.
A. K. HOBBINS, Major,
O.C. 49th Can. Bn., (Edmonton Regt.) June 10, 1916.
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THE LATE COLONEL WEAVER, D.S.O., V.D., K.C. M.L.A. Beloved officer, Distinguished Citizen
Written for the Edmonton Bulletin by Major- General W. A. Griesbach
The sudden and unexpected death of Colonel Charles
Yardley Weaver, D.S.O., V.D., K.C., M.L.A., will come as a
distinct shock to hundreds of men and women in Northern
Alberta. Colonel Weaver came to Alberta when he was
eighteen years of age. This was one of his favorite stories.
When he arrived in Edmonton, he fell in with a farmer who
agreed to hire him as a farm laborer at $12 per month. At the
end of the first month the farmer said he was not worth $12
but that he would keep him on at $10 if that was agreeable to
Weaver. The future colonel and member of the legislature
could not disagree with the farmer’s contention and stayed on
for a year.
At 19 years of age Colonel Weaver took up a homestead
at Mannville, proved it up and owned it at the time of his
death. Leaving the farm in about 1908 he articled himself for
the study of law and in due course was admitted to the bar.
Joined Fusiliers
In about 1908 he joined the Edmonton Fusiliers and rose
to the rank of sergeant. In 1911 he secured his commission in
the 19th Alberta Dragoons. In 1914 he was Captain and
second-in-command of “A” squadron, 19th A. D. When I raised
the 49th Battalion (Edmonton Regiment) in January 1915, I
appointed Weaver as second-in-command, in which capacity
he served throughout the war. During approximately the last
hundred days he commanded the Battalion, with the rank of
Acting-Lieutenant Colonel. He was awarded the D.S.O.,
mentioned in the dispatches, and was wounded three times.
On his return to Edmonton after the war, he assumed the
command of the 19th Alberta Dragoons, and was subsequently
promoted colonel to command the 5th Mounted Brigade. At
the time of his death he was on the Reserve of Officers of the
Canadian Militia.
Cabinet Minister
He had a deep interest in public affairs, and a sound
capacity for public business. He served on the Edmonton City
Council in 1922 and 1923, and on the Edmonton Public Library
Board in 1925 and 1926. At the general provincial elections in
1926 he was elected Conservative member of the Alberta
Legislature and re-elected in June 1930. In the legislature his
advancement was steady. As the years passed, he grew in
power and influence until finally few men in that body had in
larger measure the confidence and respect of the House. It was
generally agreed that when or should his party be entrusted
with power Weaver would be of the cabinet.
Colonel Weaver was deeply interested in sport of all kinds.
In his younger days he played on the Edmonton Association
Football team and was one of the best cricketers in the west.

Ex-soldiers will particularly miss his kindly interest in all
their affairs. He was President of the 49th Battalion (Edmonton
Regiment) Association, and no one can ever take the place that
he occupied in that Association.
Deep Thinker
Weaver was a man without a spark of vanity and had a
wonderful sense of humor. He used to pretend to be
suspicious of very clever men and argued at length that clever
men were unstable, indeed dangerous. On the other hand, he
suggested that he himself was stupid, and contended that
there were many advantages in being considered stupid. In
point of fact, Weaver was a deep thinker and a student in the
subjects in which he was interested. I know of no man who
gave greater promise of advancement and usefulness in public
affairs.
The world goes on and other men will come forward to
carry on the work that he did, but in the hearts and minds of
hundreds of men and women who were near to him in life, his
memory will be cherished for many a day to come. Those who
knew him best will feel a sense of deep personal loss. His
military comrades, his political associates, all those who played
at games with him these many years, will find his place difficult
to fill. He stood at my back in days and in circumstances which
tried and proved men. I know that I have lost a dear and
trusted friend and a very gallant comrade. This community has
lost a very valuable citizen.
An editorial from the Edmonton Journal, October 2nd,
1930:
COLONEL C. Y. WEAVER
To the people of this city and to all who came into touch
with him in any way, Colonel Weaver’s sudden death causes a
profound shock and brings the deepest sorrow. He seemed the
very personification of physical vigor and his passing at so early
an age, with a long career of usefulness apparently before him,
is tragic in the extreme. He was a distinguished soldier, an
unusually able and zealous member of the legislature, to which
he was elected last June for a second term, and right to the last
the keenest of sportsmen. No one ever took his duties of
citizenship more seriously or had a broader conception of what
they entailed. In all his relations he formed the warmest and
firmest of friendships.
From both a public and a personal standpoint it is an
exceedingly heavy loss that has been sustained.
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THE FUNERAL OF THE LATE COLONEL WEAVER
This account of the funeral is taken from the Edmonton Bulletin,
October 6th, 1930:
Solemn and impressive services, yet simple in the extreme, in
accordance with the wishes of the departed, marked the funeral of Col.
C. Y. Weaver, D.S.O., V.D., K.C., M.L.A., held on Saturday, at 3 p.m.,
from All Saints Pro-Cathedral to the Soldiers’ Plot, Edmonton
cemetery. Col. Weaver died suddenly in hospital at 7:30 p.m. last
Wednesday after suffering a heart attack at his home, 10232 Wadhurst
Road, at 6 p.m.
The funeral was one of the most largely attended in the history of
not only this city but of the entire province.
Government, civic and church dignitaries attended in large
numbers, while one of the largest representations of the military ever
seen on such an occasion in this city, was on parade.
Church Filled
Although the service was not timed to commence until 3 p.m., the
church was more than filled to the limit of its capacity
by 2:15. Doors of the church were opened at 2 p.m., and already there
were many motor cars parked in the vicinity with owners seeking
admission. Soon all available space was occupied, and thousands
waited outside the building and along the boulevard, lining either side
of 103rd street.
Hon. R. G. Reid, Provincial Treasurer, Minister of Municipal
Affairs and Minister of Lands and Mines, was the official
representative of the Government. His farm, in the MannvilleVermilion district, is close to that operated by Col. Weaver in the early
days of the province.
Acting-Mayor J. T. Collisson, Commissioner David Mitchell, Police
Chief A. G. Shute, and other heads of departments represented the city.
Dr. R. C. Wallace represented the University of Alberta, while the legal
profession had many representatives in attendance.
Many M.L.A.’s
The legislature, of which Col. Weaver was a member, sitting for
this city, was represented by members of all parties — United Farmers
of Alberta, Liberals, Conservatives, Labor and Independents, D. M.
Duggan, leader of the Provincial wing of the Conservative party, and
John Irwin, member of Calgary, headed the party from the
Conservative benches.
From Calgary came Brig.-Gen. D. M. Ormond, C.M.G., D.S.O.,
Officer Commanding Military District No. 13.
Also from Calgary were Major E. R. Knight, Honorary President
of the Calgary Branch of the 49th Battalion Association, of which Col.
Weaver was President of the central organization; J. Kilarski, President
of the Calgary Branch, and Col. J. B. “Jack” Harstone and Capt.
Norman Campbell, both former fellow officers in the 49th.
In all it was one of the most representative gatherings ever seen
in this city.
Simple Service
Promptly at 3 p.m. the service commenced. Capt. Rev. G. G.
Reynolds, rector of Holy Trinity church, who, though a clergyman
served as a company commander in the famous Princess Patricia’s
Canadian Light Infantry, and on many occasions relieved and was
relieved by Col. Weaver “up the line” took the service.
The service was as simple as possible and followed the form of
the recognized Anglican burial service, with the reading of passages
from the Scriptures of the Psalms.

Two hymns were sung, namely: “O God Our Help in Ages Past”
and “Abide with Me.”
Vernon W. Barford, organist and choirmaster of the procathedral, presided at the organ, and in the choir-loft were 20 men
representing the male section of the choir.
The coffin, draped with the Union Jack and bearing the service
cap, sword and Sam Browne belt of the departed, rested in the chancel,
banked by many beautiful floral tributes.
At the conclusion of the service, the coffin was removed from the
church without being opened.
On the shoulders of six stalwart non-commissioned officers of the
19th Alberta Dragoons and 49th Battalion, the coffin was borne from
the cathedral and placed on the gun carriage waiting without.
Then with thousands of residents standing bareheaded and with
the military band pf the 49th Battalion playing Chopin’s “Funeral
March,” the procession moved off in slow time.
At the head of the procession, with sword reversed, was Major
Walter Hale, M.C., orderly officer of the day. Then came the escort,
drawn from the 49th, followed by the firing party, supplied by the 19th
Alberta Dragoons, marching with arms reversed.
Drums Muffled
Next came the 49th military band, under Bandmaster Frank G.
Aldridge, many members of which playing with a sense of personal
loss seldom experienced. Then came the pipe band of the same
regiment under Pipe Major Laing, with muffled drums and playing
“Flowers of the Forest,” and other Highland laments.
Following this band came the gun carriage, which with horses and
drivers was provided by the 92nd Battery, C.A. On the coffin rested
the Union Jack, service cap, sword and belt of Col. Weaver. Bearers
from the 19th and 49th walked beside the carriage, as did the following
honorary bearers: Lieut.-Col. L. C. Harris, V.D.; Lieut.-Col. P. E.
Bowen, V.D.; Lieut.-Col. Louis Scott, D.C.M.; Lieut.-Col. H. N.
Watson, and Lieut.-Col. A. H. Elliott.
Honorary bearers in waiting were Col. W. G. MacFarlane, Col. F.
C. Jamieson, V.D., and Lieut.- Col. R. H. Palmer, D.S.O.
Then came Mrs. Weaver and her three children, driven by George
H. Steer, law partner to Col. Weaver; Mrs. N. Cobbett, Mrs. Weaver’s
mother; M. Cobbett, her brother, and Mrs. J. E. V. Carpenter, of
Vancouver, Mrs. Weaver’s sister.
R. H. Weaver, of Mannville, brother of Col. Weaver, was in the
next car. Col. A. C. Gillespie, A.D.C., commanding the Edmonton
Garrison, was next in the line.
Then followed officers in uniform, headed by Maj.-Gen. W. A.
Griesbach, C.B., C.M.G., D.S.O., V.D., senior officer on parade. Fully
200 officers marched in uniform.
In order there followed men who served with the 49th and other
overseas units, representing the Canadian Legion, Army and Navy
Veterans and other returned men’s organizations.
All wore a Flanders poppy, red and memorable of the days of
1914-1918.
Westward on Jasper moved the parade, while fully 10,000
residents stood by the sides and bowed their heads as the guncarriage
passed by Northward on 116th street to Edmonton Cemetery the
procession moved and came to halt at the Soldiers’ Plot.
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Thousands more residents gathered in the cemetery.
Into the Soldiers’ Plot the bearers carried the coffin. Capt.
Reynolds spoke a brief service and the Masonic Lodge, to which Col.
Weaver belonged, paid tribute.
Following this, the firing party of the 19th Alberta Dragoons
discharged its three rounds of small arms ammunition, and as the flag
on the cross drooped to half mast, the “Last Post” sounded. As the final
note of this poignant call faded away the coffin reached the bottom of
the grave. Many a hardened veteran found difficulty in stifling a sob.
Then in order, officers stepped forward to the grave side, stood to
attention and saluted for the last time the gallant soldier and gentleman
who they would see no more.
Col. Weaver lies among old comrades in arms. Col. Justus D.
Wilson, who originally commanded the great “D” company of the
49th, Col. W. D. Ferris, and others of the gallant company of the “Old
Brigade” lie by his side, while all round are men who fought the good
fight on Flanders Fields from 1914-1918.
PERSONAL TRIBUTES FROM THE EDMONTON PRESS
In the death of Colonel Weaver, a great loss has been sustained
by the city and also by the province, in the opinion of His Honor the
Lieutenant Governor of Alberta, Dr. William Egbert.
“Colonel Weaver was a man of high ideals, a man who kept
splendid principles. He was a deep thinker and one who had greatest
consideration for the opinions and feelings of his fellow men,” His
Honor declared Thursday. “In his untimely death the city has lost an
outstanding citizen and the legislature one of its finest members.”
Hon. J. E. Brownlee, Premier of Alberta, also paid tribute to the
late Col. Weaver:
“The news of Colonel Weaver’s death,” he said, “will be received
with a deep sense of personal loss by all those associated with him in
the public service of the province. He was a fine, outstanding British
gentleman with all the qualities the term implies.
“His sterling honesty and sincerity of purpose, has unfailing
courtesy and his zealous interest in all matters affecting the welfare of
the province, won for him the admiration and esteem of all.
“In his death Alberta loses a fine citizen and loyal public servant.”
Pays Glowing Tribute
Speaking on behalf of the bench of the Supreme Court of Alberta,
appellate division, Chief Justice Horace Harvey paid a glowing tribute
to the memory of the late Col. C. Y. Weaver at the opening of the court
Thursday morning.
“News of Colonel Weaver’s death came as a considerable shock,”
the Chief Justice said, telling of his personal friendship for the Colonel.
“I shall never’ forget that he marched into Mons at the head of his
troops on Armistice Day in 1918, and on that day he sent me a card
commemorating the event,” the Chief Justice continued.
“I have always watched his progress as a gallant soldier and, since
his return to Canada, his forward steps in public life. He was still a
young man yet had won great respect and influence in public life.
“On behalf of us all, I wish to express regret at his passing and
our sympathy to his family,” the jurist concluded.
On behalf of the barristers, George Van Allen, K.C., voiced
similar sentiments.

“Colonel Weaver was a great gentleman and a distinguished
soldier,” he said, “We of the bar feel his loss greatly.”
“He was a man of very fine ideals and one of deep convictions,”
D. M. Duggan, M.L.A., Provincial Conservative leader, stated.
“Above all, he was a British gentleman. He was one of my most
intimate friends and it’s a very great shock to hear of his death.”
“He was a very fine man,” Col. T. C. Sims said. “I served with
him in the old days and I had every respect for him. His death
constitutes a serious loss.”
Expressing on behalf of the citizens and the city council regret at
the passing of Col. Weaver, the deputy-mayor, Alderman J. T. J.
Collison, recalled the fact that Col. Weaver had sat as an honored
member of the city council.
“At the time he devoted all his energies to the task in hand,” said
Mr. Collisson. “He was most conscientious in carrying out the work
that came to his hand, and in fulfilling his obligations to the citizens,
and he was greatly esteemed by the other members of council, and
myself.
“As a member of the Provincial Legislature he displayed the same
splendid qualities.
“The city regrets the loss of such men, and his place will leave a
gap in the public life here hard to fill.”
“Col. Weaver was one of the most highly respected members of
the Church’s congregation.” This was the tribute paid to the former
city M.L.A. by Rev. Pierce Goulding of All Saints Pro-Cathedral of
which Col. Weaver was a member. “He was a man of the highest and
of the most transparent honesty” continued the Minister. “He never
spared himself in his efforts on behalf of others and never turned a deaf
ear to a good cause. He was a true Christian gentleman.”
“He was a courteous gentleman, a cricketer who always played
the game of life with a straight bat. He will be missed not only in
Edmonton but in Western Canada. Personally, I have lost a real
friend.”—W. J. Tiplin, Secretary of Edmonton Cricket League.
“War veterans have lost a friend they will find it difficult to
replace,” said Fred Deer, President of the Edmonton Branch of the
Canadian Legion Thursday morning when informed of the death of
Col. Weaver.
“Untiring in his efforts to better the lot of returned soldiers, he
was always their friend in all circumstances. A veteran himself, with a
fine record of service in the Great War. Colonel Weaver had a keen
sense of sympathy with returned men’s problems and never spared
himself either as a member of the City Council or the Legislature, or
as a private citizen, to work in their behalf. His death will be mourned
by every veteran in Canada. Speaking personally, I have lost a staunch
friend in the death of Comrade Weaver, which I feel most keenly.”
“Colonel Weaver was one of the outstanding players of the old
Caledonian Club in Edmonton,” said R. Stevenson, Secretary of the
Edmonton Football Association, “and we can recall with admiration
his excellent work in the field. He was a fine player.
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“In later years Colonel Weaver has taken much interest in the
working of the various sporting clubs in the city and his help and
encouragement have always been highly appreciated.
“He has been Vice-President of the Edmonton and District
Football Association, and we have always esteemed most highly the
assistance given our organization.”
“Colonel Weaver was what is usually termed a perfect
gentleman,” said D. M. Duggan, leader of the Conservative party in
the Provincial Legislature, when expressing the deepest regret at the
sudden passing of this outstanding Edmonton citizen.
“He was a great friend,” added Mr. Duggan, “irrespective of any
political affiliations Colonel Weaver was the close friend of many.
Personally we have been the closest friends and as a colleague in the
Provincial Legislature has always stood out as one who devoted both

time and every measure of ability that he possessed to the duty which
he could see before him.
“His passing is a distinct loss to the city and the province. Country
before self was always Colonel Weaver’s motto.”
“There is little I can say,” Colonel Jamieson asserted when told
of the sudden death of the distinguished soldier. “Colonel Weaver was
a close personal friend of mine and news of his untimely death comes
as a great shock.
“There was nothing small or selfish about him. He was a man who
kept the interests of his fellow citizens close to his heart at all times. I
know he will be greatly missed by all Edmontonians and by returned
soldiers in particular,” Colonel Jamieson said.

In Memoriam
Lt.-Col. C. Y. Weaver, D.S.O., V.D., K.C., M.L.A.
Obit. October 1st, 1930
“Lights Out.” The last bugle has sounded.
The light in his window that shone
Is quenched with the call, and the Ultimate Dark,
Relentless, profound, without glimmer or spark,
With swift moccasin feet has come on.
Close wrapped on his couch he is sleeping.
Let him savor the rest he has won.
Lay around him the laurels he gathered to tell
How bravely he fought Life’s engagements, and well,
Until the last battle was done.
“Reveille." “Reveille." “Reveille.”
The bugle has sounded his Day,
When he must abandon his couch and his sleep,
Or fitful and broken, or heavy and deep,
And straightly arise and away.
Through the mists and half-light of the Morning,
His regiment is mustering fast.
To the duties that call, and the ranks that await
He could not be deaf, and he would not be late,
Who never was laggard or last.
His couch is grown cold as he left it,
Still bearing the impress he made.
His chamber is voiceless and vacant; but There,
Old comrades rejoined, in the Great Barrack Square,
He is facing his FINAL PARADE.
Edmonton, Alberta,
— A. U. G. BURY
October 3, 1930
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AN APPRECIATION
May I, as one of the rank and file, be permitted the use of
this Magazine to pay a tribute of respect to the memory of the
late Colonel C. Y. Weaver, D.S.O.?
Those of us who had the privilege of serving under him
overseas feel we have lost a sincere friend whose sympathy
and understanding made him one of the best known and best
loved officers of the old battalion.
The writer remembers vividly one beautiful morning in
May 1918, in the little hamlet of Faucqueham, where the
battalion spent a month’s rest, meeting Colonel Weaver on the
street, and in the course of a few remarks regarding the future,
the Colonel said, “If I ever get home to Edmonton again, I’ll see
that the 49th Battalion doesn’t die.”
True to his word, and with this end in view, he devoted his
best energies in the interests of his old comrades and as
President of the 49th Battalion (E.R.) Association, he won the
esteem and admiration of all ranks by virtue of his own
splendid example.
Not only in his home circle will his loss be keenly felt, but
throughout the whole province and beyond, there are exservice men and women who have occasion to remember his
kindness and will deplore his untimely end.
In closing, I can only add that I feel I have lost in him a real
friend, and deep in the hearts of old Forty-Niners I am sure
there will ever burn an intense sentiment of affection and
respect for the memory of this gallant gentleman.
—A. G. R.,
Trochu, Alberta.
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THE LATE J. B. DALY, BANDMASTER
Edmonton Bulletin, July 23rd, 1930
J. B. Daly, for more than 20 years a resident of this city and known
to many thousands of soldiers in the Canadian Corps in France and
Flanders as the bandmaster of the 49th Battalion, Edmonton Regiment,
died in a city hospital at 11:10 a.m. on Tuesday, after a brief illness.
He was 50 years of age.
Mr. Daly was the original bandmaster of the 49th, forming the band
on Jan. 12th, 1915, the date mobilization commenced.
Went to France
With the band - and the regiment - he proceeded to France and at
that time had one of the few regimental bands at the front. The effect
of the 49th band on the morale of the troops did much toward the
higher command allowing the number of musical organizations to be
increased.
Throughout the entire Canadian Corps there was the highest
admiration for the 49th band, and to Mr. Daly a great deal of the credit
went for building it up to the highest state of efficiency it attained.
When the regiment went “up the line” Mr. Daly and his gallant
band were always on the job playing “Colonel Bogey,” “The Great
Little Army,” “Sons of the Brave,” “The Old Brigade,” and many
others. Often the band would go close to the front line and well within
range of enemy rifle and machine gun fire.
When the boys were coming out for their well - earned rest, Mr.
Daly and the band were always there to play “Bonnie Dundee” and
other martial airs, and the boys forgot about their fatigue and once
more stepped out as if on inspectional parade.
Many Posts
Since demobilization Mr. Daly maintained his connection with the
band and had made all arrangements to lead his men in the 49th annual
church parade on Sunday, but he was taken ill and had to go to hospital.
On many occasions, Sunday evening concerts in the theatres, and
Sunday afternoon concerts in parks, he was a familiar figure to
thousands of residents.
Mr. Daly was Vice-President of the Edmonton Symphony
orchestra, and Vice-President of the Edmonton Musicians’ Protective
Association.
Mr. Daly came to this country first from England, 23 years ago,
and settled at Portage la Prairie, Man. He immediately became
interested in band work. Twenty years ago, he came here. He was a
printer by trade and worked first with the now defunct Edmonton
Capital, and latterly with the Edmonton Journal. Six years ago, Mr.
Daly returned to England for a holiday and to get married. He is
survived by his wife and a brother Arthur, also of this city, but now on
holiday in England.
That highly popular (and justly so) cartoonist, Bruce Bairnsfather,
from whose humor “The Better ’ole” became one of the most popular
of war pictures, is in difficulty. Mrs. Bairnsfather claims damages for
the alienation of Bruce’s affections from a well-known film beauty,
while the famous cartoonist rejoins that he is likely to give evidence

that his daughter is not actually his, and the family skeletons are likely
to be called out. It would appear that the problem is “who is the
Bairnsfather?”
LAST POST IS SOUNDED OVER LATE J. B. DALY
(Edmonton Bulletin, July 25, 1930)
With full military honors the funeral of J. B. Daly, bandmaster of
the 49th Battalion, the Edmonton Regiment, was held at 4:30 p.m. on
Thursday, from Howard and McBride’s, 109th Street, to the Soldier’s
Plot, Edmonton cemetery.
Mr. Daly, bandmaster of the regiment since its formation in
January 1915, died on Tuesday.
Rev. D. G. McQueen, D.D., minister of First Presbyterian church,
pioneer in Alberta church circles and Chaplain during the war,
conducted the service.
Leader Missed
The band Mr. Daly had formed, which he had led for 15 years, and
which he. had made famous throughout the Canadian Corps, was
present. Many a hardened veteran found it difficult to control his
emotions as this famous organization passed down the street without
the familiar figure of the departed leader at its head. The band was
playing now for its leader, as it had on many occasions in the past for
men of the “old brigade” who had answered their last roll call.
Somehow it was almost impossible to realize that the well-known
figure of Mr. Daly would be seen no more at the head of his column.
Seldom has there been such a turnout of former “Forty-Niners.”
Major-Gen. W. A. Griesbach, C.B., C.M.G., D.S.O., K.C., original
commanding officer; Col. C. Y. Weaver, D.S.O., Col. L. C. Harris,
V.D., and many others prominently identified with the great Edmonton
fighting unit were present.
The firing party was drawn from the perpetuating battalion, and as
the gun carriage, draped with the Union Jack, moved west along
Jasper, with party carrying arms at the reverse and the drum beating its
dirge-like rhythm, there were many eyes wet in the assemblage that
gathered along both sides of the road.
Pallbearers were non-commissioned officer fellow-workers of Mr.
Daly.
Dr. McQueen paid tribute to the valued work Mr. Daly had done
and mentioned that it would be long remembered.
At the cemetery the services were simple.
Last Tribute
As the coffin was lowered into the grave, the firing party fired its
volleys. The flag flying from the Cross of Sacrifice fluttered gently
into the breeze as the poignant notes of the “Last Post” - the soldiers’
evensong, sounded over the silent assemblage.
Then around the open grave, comrades of the departed stepped
forward, stood at the salute for an instant and then passed on, their last
respects paid to a gallant and ever-to-be-remembered comrade in arms.
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THE FATE OF BAILLEUL: A RETROSPECT
(Continued from page 14.)

bodings of doom first visited Bailleul, when the enemy, now in
desperation, made his fierce but unsuccessful bid for
Hazebrouck and Calais. Then it was that the inhabitants, rich
and poor alike, had to flee from the clutch of the savage foe,
with such small portion of their effects as they could
comfortably carry. Some of the older people, as was natural,
were found to be loath to leave the scene of their joys and
sorrows. It is related how an old man and an old woman, despite
the severe bombardment which was taking place, were
discovered in their home on the outskirts of the town, preferring
to remain there and, if needs be, to face death rather than to go
out into the world homeless. Bailleul fell to the Germans on
15th April 1918, and they remained in possession of the town
until 30th August of the same year. Thereafter they withdrew to
straighten their line, owing to the Franco-American pressure in
the Marne area.
Eleven years ago, in the late autumn of 1918, I revisited
Bailleul, and it was then I realized more, than ever I did before
the terrible destructive force of modern warfare. No other town
in northern France can have gone through such a transformation
as Bailleul did in the space of less than a month. I was
overwhelmed by the scene of desolation and ruin which met my
eyes on all sides. I was filled with anguish as I stood in the
Grande Place, remembering, as I did, how not long before it was
radiant with animation, and seeing it then reduced to a heap of
bricks. I looked in vain at the corner of the market square for
the watch-maker’s shop, where, in the summer of 1916, I had
my watch repaired. It had been completely obliterated. As I
wandered among the desolate ruins, I beheld furniture, cooking
utensils, pictures, and books destroyed almost beyond
recognition. In one house all that could be seen was the frugal
housewife’s washing, which lay undisturbed in the tub, where
it had to be abandoned in the excitement of evacuation. Every
house was roofless, and the walls were well-nigh levelled with
the ground. The ancient Eglise St. Vaast had vanished, a heap
of debris denoting its site. As I left the Grande Place and entered
the Rue d’Ypres, I met only an old Frenchman searching among
the ruins for the goods and chattels that the burglarious Hun had
probably looted.
In the midst of all this utter ruin I contemplated how Bailleul
would, like Ypres, remain for years to become a memento of
German barbarity and destruction. I have learned since,
however, that Bailleul has been largely rebuilt, and that the
Hotel de Faucon has been reopened. I understand that today the
place is not very accessible either by rail or by road, but I know
that there must be many like myself who, having a warm regard
for Bailleul would not. grudge traversing the muddy roads of
Belgium and France to do homage to the reconstructed town
and pay silent tribute, to the. honored heroes who rest in her
environs.
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CALGARY AND PEACE RIVER BRANCHES
NOTES FROM PEACE RIVER BRANCH

The Calgary Banquet
The Calgary Branch held their annual banquet on the evening of
October 15th, in the Board of Trade Rooms. About one hundred and
fifteen Forty-niners and their friends were present. This, incidentally,
is the largest attendance to date at a Calgary banquet.
The banquet was much the same as its predecessors in the way of
toasts, which, of course, are composed of those eminently suited to
the occasion. These, in their order of precedence, were: “The King,”
“Our Gallant Dead,” “Absent Friends,” “49th Battalion Association,”
proposed by Brig.- General D. M. Ormond, replied to by Lt.-Col. E. R.
Knight, “Sister Battalions,” proposed by Major-General W. A.
Griesbach, replied to by Lt.-Col. F. L. Shouldice, “Our Guests,”
proposed by Lt.-Col. Harstone, replied to by Mayor A. Davison. Immediately after the two minutes’ silence which features the toast to “Our
Gallant Dead,” a wreath of poppies and maple leaves was carried
from the banquet hall by two selected Forty-niners, Capt. N. Campbell
and Private ____, and taken to the Cenotaph. The toast to “Absent
Friends” was carried out in the manner suggested by the late Lt.-Col.
C. Y. Weaver, namely, that each man present should call out the name
of some living Forty-niner not present at the banquet. Many of the
names mentioned in this toast called forth visions of “other times,
other places,” in the minds of all the Forty-niners present. In
proposing the toast to the “49th Battalion Association,” Brig.- General
Ormond spoke of his association with our battalion as a unit and of
his personal associations with our officers. He also gave those present
a lot of statistical data concerning our battalion, such as the number
of men who passed through the battalion, number of casualties,
number and variety of decorations awarded, and other information,
some of which surprised many of us who thought we knew a lot about
the battalion. Major-General W. A. Griesbach (“Our” Billy) in
proposing the toast to “Sister Battalions” paid tribute to the other
units of the 7th Brigade—the 42nd Battalion, “the gallant Forty-twas”
— the P.P.C.L.I., “Princess Pats”— the R.C.R., “polish and shine.” In
the toast to “Our Guests”, Lieut. Col. “Jack” Harstone drew attention
to those who had been especially invited to the banquet and
expressed the gratitude of the Calgary Branch at their presence.
A number of songs were mixed in with the toasts. Some other
songs not officially on the program were contributed by Forty-niners
present.

Peace River, Alberta,
December 11, 1930.
The passing recently of our dear friend Colonel Weaver was a
great shock to us, and our deepest sympathy is given his relatives.
The Northern District has been visited by a few 49ers during the
past season, including Major Hale, the Government Post Office
Inspector, and Charlie Cameron, of the Provincial Public Works
Department. It is sure nice to see them. We wish more of them would
come along.
Bert Gower is spending the winter at Keg River. We wonder if the
first part of the name of the fair district has an attraction.
Ted Randall, from River Bend, is seen in town occasionally. The
drop in wheat prices does not seem to worry him in the least.
Percy Miller, from the Whitemud, was in for the celebrations on
November 11th, which everybody declared was the best yet.
Ring Reid is sticking close to his estate in the Notikewin district,
and his side kicker, Bobby Henderson, is on the trap line again. Best
of luck to you Bob.
Robert Erskine has filed on a homestead and soldier grant in the
Notikewin district, and he says he is going to make a real farm of it.
George E. Jones has found it necessary to go back to the University
Hospital, which is much against his wishes. We hope you will come
back this time relieved of that continual pain, boy.
Binnie with his cheery smile is seen in town from time to time
driving his hand gear control car, and does better than most of us who
have the use of our feet.
Bert Cruickshank is now Agent of Lands, Dept, of Lands and Mines,
for the Peace River district, and he says it is the only life,
J, A. Milligan recently returned from an S.S.B. Conference. His
eldest son, Roy, paid a visit to his home here from his farm on the Fort
St. John trail.
With the best of wishes and good luck to all and wishing the
Magazine endless success.

During the evening the deep regret of all Forty-niners at the death
of Lieut.-Col. C. Y. Weaver, one of the finest officers our battalion ever
had, was expressed by several speakers.
Before and after the official part of the banquet there was the
unofficial (and perhaps the most enjoyable part of the banquet) the
roaming around among the old gang, hearing of this one and that one,
and recounting stories of “other times, other places.”
An elderly maiden lady named Mary Jones, who had led an
exemplary life, died and was buried. On her tomb stone they, carved
these words:
“Here lie’s the bones of Mary Jones,
Death had for her no terrors;
A maid she lived, a maid she died,
No hits, no runs, no errors.”
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GOOD-BYE TO THE ARMY
A CAREER FINISHED—THE HAPPY PAST
Wonderful Experiences
(From a Correspondent)
It is done. The portentious document is written and is sealed
But it is hard to realize that one’s professional career is over.
up in a long yellow envelope. It is addressed to “The Secretary
As I sit looking at that yellow envelope, I think of the happy
of State for War, War Office, Whitehall.” It is quite short, but
times that are past, of the work and play, and of wars: South
it has taken me a long time to write it. It is just this: —
Africa, a “picnic” some have called that war, but I seldom felt
the least “picnicky” when I was one of the ill- led force which
Sir. - I have the honor to request that I may be allowed to
at long last relieved Ladysmith: “Bush-whacking” in Africa, not
resign my commission and retire on pension.
very dangerous, though poisoned arrows are unpleasant: a whiff
I have the honor to be, Sir, your obedient servant ....
of the Frontier, which I think a most unpleasant part of the
Somehow, I feel that this is inadequate; there is such a lot I
world: the Great War, which with all its horrors bred more true
would like to say. Perhaps, too, the official language is not
friendships than any other event in history has done: the trouble
correct. I have had no practice in writing to Secretaries of State,
in Ireland, about which the less said the better. Wonderful
and I have never resigned my commission before. Still, to the
experiences all, especially if one has had the good fortune to
ordinary educated man the meaning of the letter is quite clear,
have passed through them mostly in command of men.
and I suppose that is all which is required.
Companies, battalions, brigades, white men, brown men, black
men, all wonderful in their way, all maddening at times, all
I wonder what the Secretary of State will say or do when he
incomparable studies of human interest.
gets it. I picture him arriving at the War Office. A senior official
with an anxious look on his face will be awaiting him. “UnfortuAnd now it is all over. Tonight, I shall dine alone, and I shall
nate news for you today, Sir, I fear”; and then he will break it
have a bottle of champagne. The toasts will be “The King,”
gently to the S. of S. What will the great man do? Perhaps he
“The men with whom I have served,” “The Army.”
will pace up and down his spacious room, his hands in his
pockets, thinking furiously.
Dr. Gordon Young, of Moose Jaw, intended flying to
Edmonton to attend the funeral of the late Col. C. Y. Weaver,
Glad and Sorry
but the time of departure for Edmonton was changed a few days
Then he may turn quickly to his desk, which I picture
before and he was not sure of arriving in time. By the time the
covered with documents relating to possible wars with every
doctor heard the sad news it was too late to come by train. He
European and non-European nation, and will himself, throwing
had a great admiration for Col. Weaver, and was greatly
officialdom to the winds, write something like this: —
shocked, like we all were, at his sudden demise.
Dear______. I am more distressed than I can
say at the receipt of your letter; the Army cannot afford to
lose, &c. I beg of you to reconsider, &c., and I venture to return
herewith your letter in the earnest hope, &c.
Yours very sincerely, &c., &c.,
On the other hand he may not be a man of such discernment;
and perhaps, too, the red tape of the War Office may never
allow him even to see my letter.
Whatever the reply is, however, the die is cast, and I leave
the Army in which I have spent most of my life. Am I glad? Am
I sorry? “Yes’’ and “No” to both queries. How often have I said
“I wish I was out of the Army.” But perhaps when I said this I
was peeved at some idiosyncrasy or absurd action on the part of
a senior officer. How trying these can be. Then things would
come all right, and I felt I would like to stay in the Army for
ever. The sport, the fun, the glamor, the excitements, and above
all the intense human interest and the wonderful comradeship
born of esprit de corps. No! there is no life like it. And yet it is
something to feel that in a few days I shall be a free man with
no one to order me about, no one to write yearly reports about
me, and no one for me to write reports upon.
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WAR MEMORIALS
The following letter was written to the press by J. W. H.
Williams, of “ours”. It sounds like good stuff to us.
Editor, the Journal.
Sir: — It has recently been reported that a suggestion had been
made to abandon the proposal to erect a cenotaph in Edmonton,
and to construct a memorial highway instead. It is said that this is
the form that memorials have taken in some American cities, and
the inference is that we would be well advised to follow their
example.
I would like to suggest that there are two kinds of memorials,
those that are memorials pure and simple, and have no other value,
and those that have a utility value. Cenotaphs are in the former
class, while memorial buildings, organs, windows and highways
can be included in the latter.
Sometimes a wealthy man or woman desiring to perpetuate the
memory of a member of his or her family will donate a memorial
organ or window to a college or church, and have even given a
library, dormitory or other building to a college or a church to a
religious denomination, these to be known .by the name of the
person in whose honor they are given.
As the whole cost of these memorials is borne by the donor and
the object in making the gift is entirely unselfish, there can be no
objection to it. But there is a decided objection to the utility
memorial when proposed by an organization or municipality which
is going to profit by it, for then part of the effort to secure that
memorial is actuated by self-interest.
I would like to suggest that the kind of memorial to be erected
in Edmonton should be one in which there is no taint of selfishness,
one which has no utility value, but will be a constant and beautiful
reminder not only to those living but to those who come after us,
of the great debt we and they owe to the men and women who made
the supreme sacrifice in the great war.
The proper kind of memorial is one that appeals to the highest
and best in mankind. A beautiful cenotaph, which of course has no
utility value, can do this.
Of what value would a memorial highway (so called) have as a
real memorial? How much serious impression would it make on
our local speed maniacs as they “stepped on it?” Would their
thoughts be on what the highway was supposed to commemorate
or on passing the car in front of them, regardless of the
consequence?
I hope the cenotaph committee and the town planning
commission will not abandon the idea of someday giving to the
people of Edmonton a worthy memorial. We are far too late to set
an example to other western cities, but we can follow the splendid
example many of them have set for us.
—J. W. H. WILLIAMS. 11149 64th St.

Some of us in the Calgary district enjoyed the hospitality of
their mess on various occasions.
The unit at present is commanded by Lieut.-Col. M. R. (Mike)
Ten Brocke, M.C. Amongst other familiar faces noticed was that
of Capt. J. S. (Smoky) Woods, M.C., who was a very well-known
figure during war days around the “A” Co’y headquarters, where
Jim Mead presided, also Major Hugh Niven, D.S.O., and Capt.
Colquhoun.
The famous band of this regiment added much to the gaiety of
the camp; they also played at a function in Calgary under the
leadership of Capt. H. James.
INQUIRY COLUMN
No doubt from time to time, ex-members of the Battalion would
like to get in touch with former comrades, whose whereabouts or
addresses are not known. A suggestion has been made that this
Magazine run an Inquiry Column, through which names of
members may be submitted, and information solicited from our
readers.
Inquiry has been made regarding the whereabouts of J.
Llewelyn, “A” Co’y, 49th Battalion. Information to the Secretary
of the Calgary Branch.
IT WEARS WELL
We read again that a Bostonian was showing a visiting Briton
around. “This is Bunker Hill Monument — where Warren fell, you
know.”
The visitor surveyed the lofty shaft thoughtfully, and then said:
“Nasty fall! Killed him, of course?” — Boston Transcript.

SARCEE CAMP
Our old friends the Princess Patricia’s, Canadian Light Infantry,
following their usual practice, performed their annual outdoor'
training at Sarcee Camp during the month of August.
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THE LATE SERGEANT BRIDSON
Regimental No. 432929, Sergeant Ridgeway Bridson, died at the
University Hospital, October 17th last. He is survived by his two sons,
Ridgeway, and Frederick, and one daughter Annie. The funeral took
place on the 18th October and was conducted by Captain the
Reverend K. C. McLeod (Chaplain of the Service Battalion) with
interment in the soldiers’ plot at the Edmonton cemetery. The
pallbearers were Bob Ayers, George Crockett, Arnold, T. Billingsley, T.
H. Higginson and Frank Parrott. General Griesbach, Colonel Harris,
Earle Hay and J. W. H. Williams also attended. Bob Dean was in charge
of funeral arrangements. The Association sent a wreath.
The service battalion detailed a firing party, and “Last Post” was
sounded by Sergeant-Bugler Ratcliffe.
Sergeant Bridson had been farming at Lloydminster, but about
midsummer was obliged to come to Edmonton for hospitalization. He
will be remembered in the old battalion as Colonel Harris’ batman.
When the Colonel was transferred to the C.A.M.C., Bridson went with
him in 1916.

OUR PERPETUATING UNIT
Since arriving home from Sarcee Camp, July 1st, the work in the
battalion has been very quiet.
On July 20th we supplied a color party, band and pipes for the
annual church parade. The parade was played to the Parliament
Buildings and back to the Market Square.
Until the 1st of October there was no active work. At this time
parades were commenced every Monday night, and training carried
on—sand table being used, and one evening a map scheme was
carried out under the direction of Major General Griesbach.
During the fall the Officers’ Mess, Orderly Room and Commanding
Officer’s room were re-decorated, and many pictures of the old
Expeditionary Force that had accumulated during the past ten years
were framed and hung on the wall, so that now there is nearly a
complete set of photographs in the quarters.
In October, our Hon. Lieut.-Colonel, James Ramsey, inspected the
Mess and Quarters generally, and very generously donated to the
mess a fine carpet, a set of dishes, and cutlery - knives, forks and
spoons, which makes our mess very complete and convenient. Every
parade night coffee and sandwiches are served at the close of
parades.
On Dec. 15th all parades were cancelled for the holiday season
and will be commenced again Jan. 12th.
Every Monday night for the next six months refreshments will be
served at the close of all parades to both officers and other ranks
between 9:30 p.m. and 10 p.m., at which times we would be pleased
to have members of the old Battalion visit us and spend a sociable
hour.
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