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EDITORIAL - IMPERIAL CONFERENCE 
The depression continues. The most painful 

manifestation of the times is the number of the unemployed, 

many of them ex-members of the forces. On the other hand, 

business in many lines is quite good. There seems to be a 

good deal of money in the country and people are paying up 

on their deferred payments, mortgage interest and the like 

in quite a surprisingly good fashion. 

There is a hopeful expectation of success for the Imperial 

Conference which is meeting in Ottawa at this moment. 

This hope is based upon the fact that with respect to the 

main commodities upon which life is based, all these 

commodities are to be found within the British Empire and 

the whole idea is that the component parts of the Empire 

should trade with each other and supply each other’s needs 

as far as it is possible to do so. For instance, Great Britain 

could take much more of our cattle, wheat and bacon than 

she does. We on our part use annually millions of dollars 

worth of iron and steel products which we buy from the 

foreigner for the most part and very little from Great Britain. 

Here is a chance for a deal. There are many other 

commodities in much the same situation as between 

ourselves and Great Britain. 

If Great Britain will put on a tariff against foreign wheat, 

cattle and bacon and admit ours free of duty and if we in 

turn put on a tariff against foreign iron and steel and admit 

Great Britain’s products free of duty we will be keeping our 

money in the family and a lot of men will be put to work in 

both countries supplying the needs of the other in the named 

commodities. Many other commodities are involved in this 

discussion and of course other parts of the Empire have their 

products and their views on the marketing of the same. The 

imposition of tariffs and the manipulation of the same is the 

machinery by means of which the conference hopes to attain 

its ends. 

There are, of course, many difficulties to be overcome. 

The British farmer will object to our importations as they 

will cut into his business. Similarly in Canada our people in 

business, the products of which are threatened by British 

importations, will kick, so there must be give and take all 

round and some measure of compensation found in each 

case or in the general result. The principle of the “greatest 

good to the greatest number” will probably govern our 

delegates in arriving at their conclusions. 

Each part of the Empire will be out to trade and trade 

keenly. It will probably be found that in the end only a 

beginning has been made and that only after the process of 

trial and error has worked itself out will we get the full result 

that that great Imperial dreamer, Joseph Chamberlain had in 

mind and so eloquently advocated twenty-five years ago. 

Upon the success of this and subsequent conferences 

hang the hopes of millions of our fellow citizens throughout 

the Empire. That our Empire could be made a great, united 

and self-sustaining unit has been the dream of those who 

have gone before us; now let us make it a reality in our day 

and generation. 
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THAT FIRST YEAR OVERSEAS Lieut. I. W. Anderson, D.C.M. 433064 

 
In this story we will sketch briefly the first year of the battalion’s 

history after leaving its Edmonton barracks, where for some months now 

it had been busily engaged in turning raw recruits into effective fighting 

machines. 

And how raw some of us were, too! 

There were among us those, particularly the ones raised on the 

Alberta prairies (as was the writer) who until then had never seen a soldier 

in real life. Being grounded in logic, as were all ranch boys, and taught 

by experience to look at things objectively, or relatively, if we may 

borrow an idea from the great Einstein, we judged men, or things, by 

contrast or, shall we say, outward appearances. Thus it came about that 

for a week or so lance corporals loomed pretty formidable to the new 

recruits; it was difficult for him to realize that the wearers of one or more 

stripes were not superior, or at least equal to, the wearers of two or more 

stars — so we saluted them all, until “put to rights.” 

Our rawness can perhaps best be illustrated by relating a personal 

experience which occurred a day or so after I had struggled into my first 

uniform. 

It chanced that section No. 1 of No. 1 platoon was commanded by the 

late *Lance Corporal C.E. Broom 432837 (a brave, conscientious soldier 

who died fighting in the Somme campaign), who put me to rights, and in 

no uncertain manner either. 

“You bally fool! You’re supposed to salute only officers! How 

long’ve you gotta be in the army before y’ know that?” he shouted with 

righteous indignation, having been embarrassed in front of other non-

coms by what I thought a very soldierly recognition of the high estate to 

which he had already attained in His Majesty’s Service. 

For a while non-coms dropped perpendicularly in my estimation, and 

I never again made the mistake of saluting anybody below the rank of a 

Regimental Sergeant Major. In truth, lance corporals dropped so low that 

within the week I was bold enough to issue a command myself and to no 

less a person than this same Lance Corporal Broome himself, who had 

been telling me “for the third and last time” to sew up my tick. And all I 

said was: “Go to hell!” 

I realized my mistake almost immediately, being promptly placed 

under arrest. No doubt I had made an error; lance corporals were 

somebody, after all. Then, in due course, minus cap and belt, I was 

brought before Captain Bidwell. 

The charge was read; L. C. Broome told nothing but the truth, if 

anything even tempering it somewhat. I pleaded guilty, with trepidation 

and trembling, looking the while into the dark, piercing eyes of the good 

captain, thinking that with headlights such as his, he could see my guilt, 

even without asking. I felt a sensation similar, I should think, to one about 

to be hanged, a panorama of my past life coming up before me; the old 

ranch home, my old buck-skinned pony, the old swimming hole. How 

sweet and inviting all these looked to me now! Why had this old war ever 

been started? 

Captain Bidwell recited a good part of K.R. & O. to me, saying 

plenty, nothing of which gave any indication of how he was going to 

dispose of me. Gradually he approached the climax. Nothing encouraging 

yet, lest it be the humorous twinkle in those eyes, that he could not hide. 

*Individuals will in all cases be recognized by the rank held at the 

time with which this story deals. 

At last. Unmistakably the Grand Finale was close at hand. He spoke 

slowly, seriously, emphatically and spacing words properly for best 

effect. 

“You know . . . Anderson .

 . . you can be . . .shot .

 . . for disobeying orders ... in 

the army . . . “But, and this after a 

somewhat longer halt and none too 

soon, for I was beginning to see an 

inglorious and ignoble end to an 

otherwise no doubt brilliant army 

career, “we will let you off this time.” 

The case was promptly dismissed, 

and I breathed a sigh of relief, feeling 

eternally grateful to the captain for 

having so magnanimously spared my 

life. How I wished to do something for 

him to show my appreciation! But there 

was nothing much I could do other, 

than, when the opportunity presented 

itself, walk out of my way so as to salute 

him, when distance would otherwise 

have made is unnecessary. 

And it was a long while after this, 

when much more sophisticated and 

army-wise, that I again ventured to 

express an oft recurring sentiment in re-

spect to the unfortunate victims who 

bore the much maligned rank of lance 

corporal, having usually to bridge that 

abyss before they could work higher. 

So much for that. This experience is 

mentioned here merely as one typical of the greenness which our 

Edmonton days served to remove. 

Suffice it to say, that when we left, we were soldiers — and knew it. 

We were champing at the bit, anxious to be gone on that long journey, 

across the prairies, the great ocean, England, to Somewhere in France, 

the “End of the Trail.” Finis to. the history of so many, almost before that 

history had begun. 

The trip across Canada was for the most part uneventful. A coyote 

pup was slipped through a “D” Company car window somewhere in 

Saskatchewan. It remained a loyal 49er throughout the war and, so the 

story goes, though placed behind the bars of the London Zoo, never failed 

to recognize a “D” Company original, the late and popular Major Justus 

Wilson having succeeded in so completely standardizing them. 

Then there was the inspection in Ottawa and our delight in meeting 

the great and much-lamented late Sam Hughes; the bathing parade to the 

St. Lawrence; and finally the embarking on the S.S. Metagama, June 4th, 

1915, 36 officers and 996 O.R. 

Of the ocean voyage there is little to relate. To us of the prairie the 

sea was fascinating; it looked not unlike the green, billowing grass of the 

great plains. Endless. From horizon to horizon, only eternal restlessness.
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Nothing more. But as the days wore on, came the consciousness, and 

with it the thrill, of nearing the theatre of grim conflict. We were now 

actually in the danger zone. There was always the chance of being 

torpedoed, and we spent most of our spare time writing home about the 

matter, not forgetting to emphasize the danger. Then came the order to 

keep a sharp lookout for U boat periscopes. We forthwith scanned the 

black waste, but there was nothing to see, no indication of life anywhere. 

Ours was truly a “phantom ship on a phantom sea” — until one day 

something strange cut the horizon as with a knife. What was this thing 

bearing down upon us, throwing spray up and to the sides like some mad 

demon leaping angrily at its prey, a thin trail of smoke coming out 

leisurely to be drawn down by suction to lie closely against the water like 

a veil of thin, grey, hempen stuff, right to the horizon and beyond? 

“A destroyer,” shouted someone. And immediately everybody lined 

the rail, climbed masts, got a ringside seat somewhere, to watch this 

phenomenon eating up the distance lying between us. Yes, a destroyer, 

to be sure! So, this was a part of the great British navy. Suddenly a mighty 

cheer went up. Then another, and another. Two other destroyers came. 

They circled around, in and out, acting for all the world like playful pups 

around our ship, the staid old mother. What a sense of security these boats 

gave! We spoke of them in the possessive case. “Nobody could lick us, 

with boats such as ours, that’s sure.” 

Then Plymouth — and Woodbines. What queer cigarets, these! So 

small. Tasted for all the world like dried sagebush, the kind we used to 

smoke back of the cowbarn at home. . . . And it took some of us Canadian-

raised a long while before we could “rave” about that sort of a smoke; in 

fact, not until months later when we were issued Oro’s and Three 

Witches. 

Then the train journey through Kent, and in June at that. It seemed 

utterly inconceivable that war did not lie a long distance from this. Tiny, 

green, hedge- surrounded fields, snug little vine-covered houses, quiet 

country lanes, all flashed by as if in panorama before our eyes. 

Everything so peaceful, quiet, tranquil. Every inch a garden spot. Little 

wonder that Englishmen spoke with almost holy reverence of their 

countryside; little wonder that they loved it; little wonder that those of us 

who gazed upon it for the first time were enthralled with its beauty. 

 

The summer spent on St. Martin’s Plains at Shorncliffe was pretty 

much a repetition of the Edmonton barrack days. Route marches took us 

again out into the countryside and the scenery never failed to thrill. The 

whole was as a stage setting, a scene from some enchanted fairy-tale, with 

the martial strain of Bonnie Dundee as the theme song, interspersed with 

such ballads as: 

“It’s a Long Way to Tipperary,” and 

“Mademoiselle from Armentieres, parley-vous.” 

Then one day someone a little brighter than the rest picked up 

something brand new that went like this: 

“Wash me in the water that you wash the baby in, And I shall be 

whiter than the whitewash on the wall .... 

On the wall .... On the wall .... 

“On the Wall” was the almost endless refrain. And it was re-echoed 

until it had gone the length of the battalion, shouted from the throats of 

hundreds of marching men. 

Gradually training took on the atmosphere of actual war. The 

battalion went to the ranges and not infrequently practiced the technique 

of assault and defense in real trenches, located back there somewhere on 

Dibgate. Leaves of absence were given freely, passes could be had almost 

for the asking. The good old “Forty-Twas” moved in and lay close by, 

thereupon. springing up one of the finest battalion comradeships of the 

great war, a feeling of friendly rivalry and mutual support that remained 

constant throughout the entire conflict. 

 

Life was, in truth, pleasant enough on St. Martin’s Plains. 

But a restlessness soon became apparent, for after all, this was not what we 

wanted. We had come to fight, not to lie around in England. Besides, convalescent 

soldiers frequently came into camp, immediately becoming heroes, eagerly 

besieged for every scrap of personal experience, their words being listened to, 
gobbled up, digested, believed in, no matter how fantastic or improbable their 

particular encounter with the enemy might have been. This stirred our blood. We 

wanted to be like them; we wanted to have been under fire; we wanted to have 
gone through the crucible. Yes, and even this, (within reason, of course) to have 
great, partly healed, fiery-red welts as proud exhibits of the fray? 

At last, the GREAT moment! A feeling of expectancy had been in the air for 

days. Kits were put into shape. Excess baggage was taken away. Now for the 

closing in of the great climax. At last we were in for the supreme adventure. 
Henceforth when we wrote home, our address would be “Somewhere in France.” 

This would be mystery, a leap into the dark, adventure, pure and simple. ... So 
towards evening the battalion was drawn up in mass formation, fully accoutered. 

“Attention!” 

The battalion snapped to as one man. 

“Slo-ope A-rms!” 

In three distinct motions, arms were shouldered. No one lagged behind, for 

again everyone champed at the bit, anxious to be gone. There was something solid 
in the motion, a determination, an irresistible force urging them on, an energy that 
overflowed. 

“Advance in Column of Route, etc.” 

The orders were carried out. The battalion swung into column of route. 

“Right—left—right—left—right—left . . . Hey, get into step there .... Yes, 

you; it’s you I’m talking to. . . . Whadda y’ think this is anyway; a circus?” The 
recalcitrant one promptly swung into step. To be sure the battalion was now off in 
real earnest. 

Here at last was war. Henceforth no more make believe. Came to mind that 

old poem we had known as children and which, as we remembered it now, went 
something like this: 

The Soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers; 

There was lack of woman’s nursing; 
There was dearth of woman’s tears. 

But a soldier stood beside him, 

While his life blood ebbed away, etc. 
 

Had known as children! Yes, just think of it; and only six or seven short years 

ago at that. How this (Continued on Page 27)
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MEN FROM 8TH PLATOON, “B” COY. AT ST. MARTINS PLAIN 

 
This picture was loaned to us by Ring Read. Peace River. Top row (left to right): Bob Henderson, Jay, Garfield Davis, Tiny Lyttle, Charlie Walker, Jock Kerr. Front 

row (left to right): Ring Read, Jimmie Laing, H. L. Holloway, Jimmie Bailey, Dickenson. 

SANCTUARY WOOD, WHERE THE BATTLE METAL OF 

THE FORTY-NINTH WAS TESTED AND PROVED 

Sixteen years ago — on June 2, 1916 — Canadian troops commenced 

participation in one of the most bitterly fought engagements of the entire 

four years of war on the Western front and when that battle was over 

Canadian prestige stood higher than ever before and the prowess of 

Canadian arms was once more the toast of the Allied forces. It also 

proved the battle mettle of the 49th Battalion, (Edmonton Regiment), 

C.E.F. 

June 2, 1916, in the Ypres Salient found the Canadian corps, at that 

time consisting of three divisions the fourth not having arrived in France, 

holding the line from just north of the Ypres-Menin road south to the 

Kemmel area. 

The Third Division was in the tip of the salient, holding Hooge, 

Sanctuary Wood, Mount Sorrel and other points. Next came the First 

Division on Hill 60 and other points and the Second Division was on the 

right at the famous St. Eloi craters. The British Guards division was on 

the Canadian left. 

LOW TERRITORY. 

The day dawned clear and warm. A few birds sang their lonesome 

songs in the desolation called Sanctuary Wood — offering little in the 

way of Sanctuary. The territory is low. Digging trenches was impossible, 

so protection was built up above ground every day and almost every night 

it was knocked down by opposing artillery. 

As the early morning passed away a deathly silence prevailed over 

the salient. It was ominous, but not long. 

At 8:30 p.m. there commenced with a mighty roar the German 

artillery bombardment, which throughout the war stood as the greatest 

concentration of German firing in any given locality. For four hours the 

German guns drummed away at “gun-fire” the fastest the gunners can 

operate the guns. 

The “breastworks” behind which stood the gallant defenders 

disappeared like so much cardboard. The Salient was turned upside 

down. Canadian men faced the enemy and were shot in the back by 

enemy guns, so sharp was the salient. 

TOOK FRONT LINES. 

About noon the Germans, tall lean, clean cropped Wurtemburgers, 

“came over.” A few dazed and crazed men alone were left living to meet 

them. Fighting with their fists these men died and the Wurtem- 

(Continued on Page 28) 
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THE ANNUAL DINNER Lieut. Jack. Oliver 

 
The Edmonton Bulletin in its. issue of January 11th, 1932 reported the 

annual dinner, the story being written by Lieut. Jack Oliver, who was 

with the 8th Field Coy., 3rd Div. Engineers. 

Bugles braying the welcome notes of “The Cook - House Door” and 

“Hot Potatoes” — two of the most beloved tunes known to Mr. Thomas 

Atkins and bagpipes skirling “Bonnie Dundee”, the regimental march, 

ushered attendants at the annual banquet and get-together of the 49th 

Battalion Association into the main dining room of the Macdonald hotel 

at 7:30 p.m. on Saturday to commence what will go down in the records 

as one of the most successful events of its kind yet sponsored by this 

organization. 

Up and down, along and across the corridors of the hotel, the thrilling 

notes of the regimental march penetrated and the Forty-Niners, once 

more squared their shoulders and puffed out their chests and marched. 

They marched with that same soldierly bearing as when the Duke of 

Connaught reviewed them on Parliament Square, Ottawa, on their way 

overseas. 

They marched as they did on the occasion of their final inspection at 

Folkestone prior to embarking for France and they marched as they did 

many a time and oft, when, tired and worn out after a siege in the trenches, 

they came out to rest and on entering camp the band struck up the tune. 

Then fatigue, and weariness were forgotten, and heads were carried erect. 

Round and round the main dining room the parade marched until all 

had entered and stood opposite chairs. Then the music ceased and the 

“gentlemen be seated” order was given. 

MEMORABLE GATHERING 

It was a memorable gathering commemorating as it did the 17th 

anniversary of the mobilization of the battalion. From far and wide came 

men who had served with the battalion in France, thus giving splendid 

representation to the 6,000 men from Northern Alberta who carried 

proudly and high Edmonton's name through the stress and duress of the 

Great War. 

It was a far cry back to January 4, 1915, when recruiting for the 

battalion commenced at the now 19th Alberta Dragoons Armouries, 

corner of 100 avenue and 106 street. 

But there were many present who were among the first to recruit and 

who remember that day when headquarters were transferred to the 

exhibition grounds. 

The occasion was a wonderful re-union of boys of the “Old Brigade.” 

Many of the most familiar figures in the battalion during the war, but 

not so frequently seen in public these days were there. 

Resounding cheers greeted the entry of Private Cecil John Kinross, 

V.C., now a farmer of the Lougheed district. “Cece” entered with a broad 

smile on his face, a smile that is almost always with him, but which was 

laid aside on that cold, grey, damp, cheerless morning of October 30, 

1917, when, single-handed, he advanced upon one of the strongest 

German pillboxes on the Western Front, a pillbox spitting fire to the limit 

of the gun-working capacity of its 20 Prussian inmates. “Cece” saw his 

fellow soldiers being shot down all round and alone he fell upon the 

pillbox and its garrison, destroying the 20 defenders and 

OUR FIRST ADJUTANT— 

And What a Man 

Colonel A. K. Hobbins, the 

Battalion’s first adjutant, as he 

appeared when turned out in his best 

bib and tucker for the Church parade 

just a year ago. Colonel Hobbins was 

one of the most popular and efficient 

officers to serve with the 49th. 

Colonel Hobbins was in charge of 

the Elk Island Relief Camp, during last 

winter, and is now at Jasper Park. 

 

permitting the battalion to go forward 

to one of its greatest triumphs. The 

Empire thrilled at his deed of daring 

and his comrades amply proved they 

had not forgotten. 

ORIGINAL O.C. 

Flanking Maj. Gen. W. A. 

Griesbach, C.B., C.M.G., D.S.O., 

original officer commanding the 

battalion, who presided at the banquet 

were such well-beloved and familiar Forty-Niners as Lieut. Col. L. C. 

Harris, V.D., original medical officer and now commanding the 

perpetuating battalion; Lieut. Col. George B. McLeod, D.S.O., who, after 

serving with the 49th, achieved the distinction of being the only civilian 

soldier ever to command the Royal Canadian Regiment; Col. A. K. 

Hobbins, D.S.O., original adjutant Lieut. Col. J. B. Harstone and others. 

Capt. James McQueen had come up from Hanna: Digby Harris had 

come from Jasper; Capt. M. Wallace from Wainwright; George Harper 

from Wainwright and many others. 

Throughout the banquet proper, old friends greeted one another and 

many a yarn of tempestuous days in France and Flanders were 

exchanged. 

Soon Maj. Gen. Griesbach rapped the table and called for the toast to 

The King. 

Following this came the toast in memory of the Glorious Dead, during 

which the gathering stood in silent tribute with bowed heads and all 

recalling someone near and dear who fell in action. 

This was succeeded by the toast to Absent Friends,  

(Continued on Page 29)

 



July 1932    No. 15             THE FOURTY NINER 
 

Page 11 of 37 
 

CROCKETT’S HORSE—The 49th Light Bridgade 

 
This picture is owned by B. Arnold, Esq., father of three Forty Niners: Harry Arnold, who appears in the picture; Norman Arnold, assistant secretary of the Association; 

and Edgar Arnold. Both Harry and Edgar live in Vancouver. The names of the participants in this screamingly funny stunt appear at the end of the article. 
 

Of the many famous cavalry units of the British Army, the light 

brigade which made the charge at Balaclava stands out in the minds of 

most people as the acme of the spirit of the horse soldiery. Nevertheless, 

to most 49ers there was at one time a small unit of cavalry, or was it 

mounted infantry, which was if anything more famous than the light 

brigade, at least to our small and select portion of H. M’s. forces. 

The scene of the recruitment of this famous mob was at the Exhibition 

Grounds in the spring of 1915. When recruiting Sergt. G. B. Crockett 

(Babyface) called for volunteers for the suicide squad. There was a grand 

rush of about 200, I beg yours, 20 men or near men, for the honour of 

enrolling. (It proved afterwards to be rolling), for this most exclusive 

regiment. 

The attestation papers stated that you had to bring your own horse 

and uniform. “Vintage” of Hastings, Flodden Field, or what have you not 

barred. Some brought their missus’ clothes horse, but eventually we got 

the matter of horses ironed out satisfactorily, by getting a cabinet making 

guy named Harry Arnold, 15 Pts. and some of his cohorts to make a few 

of assorted shapes and sizes to suit the horde of enlisted sodgers. The 

matter of suitable colouring for them was overcome by the injudicious 

plying of one G. McD. Scott, Bn. painter, of fateful memory, with some 

of the rum and whisky which was found around the officers’ mess. (Oh, 

yes! We boasted some good rustlers). The outcome of this was that our 

faithful steeds put even Boadicea’s wood dyed warriors to shame. 

Of course, as this was more in the nature of a composite force and 

horse artillery being needed, the government arsenal at Ponoka was 

communicated with re this type of armament, but as they were too busy 

seeing the nuts didn’t bolt, we had to go ahead ourselves and make the 

piece de resistance, a French 75, out of old barrels, stovepipes and odd 

pieces of lumber. The finish was about like a 12” gun mounted on a tank. 

(We should have applied for government compensation for this idea). 

This being a democratic force the matter of uniform was left to the 

individual, and never was a decision better made, for the look of the outfit 

when on parade sure suited the idea and reason for their enlistment. 

Immediately on enlistment the men were put on diet and strict training 

for the arduous campaigning which was to be their lot, and after weeks 

of forming sections, fours, snakes and ladders, etc., we were paraded, 

disinfected and photographed a la Hollywood. After which we were 

deemed to be fit for the front, but they made us go in by the back of the 

trench. 

The first battle fought was called an assault at arms and took place at 

gymkhana. The troops did a scouting act called a burlesque musical ride 

patterned after the mounties sober and sedate movement. The 

cannonading by the enemy during this was deafening or was it the 

applause of the spectators. In this grand show there was one casualty that 

cocky, conceited ass, pardon hoss, “Pintle” of 14 Ptn. after warning the 

troops to mind when backing up under the arch of swords not to flop over 

backwards, trod on the tail of his shirt or was it the horses accoutrements 

and finished flat on his back, bringing down several more, of his, 

comrades. After further evolutions which brought them into line, the final 

movement was a grand charge which was vigorously executed and 

proved very exciting to all the spectators. 

In a later episode the cannon was used in repelling an attack on the 

fort, and the way the guy with the ramrod worked swabbing out the 

muzzle was a “whow.” The attackers ranks - were being decimated in a 

frightful manner, until the powder monkey, the late Pete Bruce, 15 Ptn., 

accidentally for the purpose, dropped his fuze into the ammunition box 

which was loaded with shells, fireworks, pinwheels, fuses, etc., and the 

whole dump went up in one vast pyrotechnic display. This demoralized 

the gunners so much that two clowns belonging to the enemy, (one being 

Frenchy Raymond of A Coy.) filched the field piece during their loss of 

morale. The finish coming in a grand rush to recapture the artillery. 

This was such a success that the burlesque ride was put on for the 

exhibition authorities at the Spring show of that year. 

The Colonel considered this clowning so materially helped the 

success of the gymkhna, that he gave all of the members of the squad a 

banquet at the Selkirk hotel, when an enjoyable time was had. 

It is fitting before conclusion to give as far as possible a statement of 

the casualties received by these young fellows overseas. For not only did 

they prove adept at the lighter side of preparing for a  

(Continued on Page 33)
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THE ANNUAL MEETING 
The annual General Meeting of the 49th Battalion E. R. Association 

was held in the Memorial Hall on April 6th, 1932, at 8 o’clock. President, 

Col. L. C. Harris presided. The minutes of the previous meeting were 

read and adopted on a motion by Comrades R. Dean and C. Wampler. 

A financial statement for the year 1931 was then presented by the 

treasurer, N. H. Jones, which showed the finances of the organization to 

be in a flourishing state. The statement was passed around to those 

present for examination and finally adopted on a motion by J. H. Mair 

and Comrade Booker. 

A report from the Magazine Committee was received and accepted 

with the thanks of the members on a motion by W. Wright and Col. A. 

W. Elliott. 

After some considerable discussion in regard to increasing the 

membership fees of the association, it was decided on a motion by 

Comrades Geo. Gleave and J. Mair that membership dues remain at 50 

cents per year and that no charge be made to members for the Forty-Niner 

Magazine. 

The assistant secretary, Norman Arnold, submitted a report of the 

funerals of Forty-niner’s during the year. 

The question as to the date of the 1932 annual church parade then 

came up for discussion, it being submitted by some of the members that 

a change from the usual date might tend to increase the attendance. It 

was, however, decided to hold the parade on the Sunday following the 

exhibition this year, and that a careful check-up be made of the attend-

ance by the incoming executive committee in order that the matter of 

changing the regular date might again be taken up next year. 

The setting of the date and place of the 1932-33 Annual Dinner was 

left in the hands of the incoming executive. 

Comrade Wampler then moved, and Comrade J. Waite seconded a 

motion to the effect that sufficient money be taken out of savings 

certificates and the general fund of the association to purchase a Govern-

ment of Alberta Bond in the amount of $500. This motion carried 

unanimously. 

A letter from Comrade A. Fowlie to the effect that a clubroom be 

established in order that members of the association could meet socially 

during the year, was read by the secretary. Comrade Fowlie was present 

and in well-chosen words enlarged upon the need of such a step being 

taken. It was however, felt by the majority present that under the present 

conditions it would not be advisable to take any action in the matter. 

Considerable discussion then took place as to the advisability of 

increasing the activities of the association in a social way, out of which 

arose the following motion by Comrades Booker and H. Smith. Motion: 

That the executive be instructed to organize a get-together function to be 

held within one month of this date, and if this function proved successful, 

that social entertainments be arranged periodically in future. Carried. 

The election of officers for the year 1932-33 was then proceeded 

with, Comrade Fowlie moving and R. Dingley seconding a resolution to 

the effect that the executive committee be reduced to seven members. 

The motion carried. 

Nominations for the office of president were then called for, General 

Griesbach being chosen to fill, the  

(Continued on Page 26) 

 

“3” COY. HIGHLAND SCOTS 

 
This remarkably fine picture was furnished to us by Jim Hackett, who 

lives in Edmonton on 119th Ave. It has given us no end of trouble. We have 

used every possible means to obtain a complete list of the names of the men 

who are in the picture, but without success. They were a fine lot of men, as 

anyone can see, coming as they did from Aberdeen, Banff and Kincardine. 

Top row (left to right): R. Henderson 433043, George Nicholl, _______, Sgt. 

Tuach, 432275 M.M., Sgt. Fowlie, McHardy 432887. Second row (seated): 

Wm. Templeton, 432119, Sgt. A. Ross, _____, killed, _______, Chas. Dawson, 

432072. Third row (kneeling): Sgt. G. Garden, 432274. A. Mitchell, 437486, 

Jim Hackett, 432288. Fourth row (lying down): Jock Ritchie, 432618. Of the 

men whose names we have been able to ascertain: Henderson is farming in 

Peace River, Nicholl is warehouseman for C. C. Snowden, Vancouver; Sgt. 

Tuach, 432275 M.M., lost a leg June 3rd at Ypres, believed to be in Chicago; 

Sgt. Fowlie was killed at Hooge; MacHardy, last heard of as farming at Olds; 

Templeton, killed in action; Sgt. Ross died after returning to Edmonton; 

Dawson is a carpenter living in Edmonton; Moir is with the Western Cartage; 

Sgt. Garden, farming at Thorhild; Mitchell, killed in action; Hackett, 

carpenter employed by Provincial Government; Ritchie died after return to 

Edmonton. 
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“A ” COMPANY SERGEANTS AT BRUAY 

 
This photograph was sent to us by Lieut. Inar W. Anderson, author of the feature story in this number. Mr. Anderson lives in Harrington Park, New Jersey. Top row 

(left to right): Sergts. Dixon, Gilbertson, Bennett. Bell. Sitting (left to right) : Sergt. I. W. Anderson, O.M., S. E. O. Anderson, C.S.M. Allan MacAuley, Sgt. T. Yule. 

 

FILL IN THE QUESTIONNAIRE—THIS IS MOST 

IMPORTANT! 

The attention of all the troops is again directed to the Questionnaire, 

which appears elsewhere in this issue. 

This questionnaire is designed for the purpose of obtaining 

information concerning all former members of the 49th Battalion. 

The men who are in the City have not responded to the request for 

this detailed information nearly so promptly as the men in the country. 

The reason for this no doubt is that the city man feels that he knows all 

the 49ers in the city and should be known to all others. However, this is 

not the case and the city man is particularly urged to furnish the 

information requested. 

At the same time, the men resident in the country, who have not 

already completed the Questionnaire, should do so. It is not essential that 

membership fee in the 49th Battalion Association should accompany the 

Questionnaire. It will be realized though that it 

is very desirable to maintain or establish membership in the Association 

if at all possible, even in such times as these. 

 

INVENTOR HAND GRENADE, 

SIR WILLIAM MILLS, DIES 

Sir William Mills, inventor of the Mills hand grenade, of which 

76,000,000 were estimated to have been used in the Great War, died 

suddenly, January 7, at Weston Super Mare, England. 

A CLEVER THOUGHT 

Old Sinner — If you will answer me one question I will come to church.” 

Minister — “What is the question?” 

Old Sinner — “Who was Cain’s wife?” 

Minister — “My friend, you will never be able to embrace religion until 

you stop bothering yourself about other men’s wives.”
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FOUR HOCKEY TEAMS REPRESENT PERPETUATING UNIT 

The perpetuating unit of the 49th Battalion (Edmonton 

Regiment) C.E.F., the First Battalion, Edmonton Regiment, which 

is commanded by Lieut. Colonel F. C. Harris, V.D., the original 

Medical Officer with the 49th, and who is perhaps the most 

familiar figure in the old regiment, with the single exception of 

General Griesbach, is carrying on admirably and is in every 

respect worthy of the privilege of the use of the now famous name 

“Forty Ninth Battalion.” 

A very prominent place in the activities of the unit is accorded 

to sports. No less than four hockey teams carried the colors of the 

49th during the last winter season. 

The Senior team, managed by Major J. W. Hunter, coached by 

M. Kaplanskey, and trained by T. Robson finished third in the 

Senior Provincial league. There is no doubt the team was a very 

big improvement over the previous year. It started out strongly 

and played good hockey. At midseason it was weakened through 

injuries to players and was just nosed out of a play-off berth. The 

Calgary newspapers and hockey fans rate the 49th as the best 

amateur team that ever played on Calgary ice. The following play-

ers comprised the team’s roster: Goal: Dick Howey; defence: 

George Dame, Cam. Smith, Lyall “Spike” Lindsay; forwards: 

Stan Moher, John Dorsey, George Bowen, D. A. Gillis, Bob 

Kennedy, Tom Inkster, Adolf Zucchet. 

The Intermediate Team, which was managed by Lieut. 

McGrath and coached by G E. “Bus” Brown, finished in second 

place. The team was in a six-team loop and only dropped one 

game all season and that by a score of 1-0. The team was 

exceptionally well managed by “Bus” Brown. The following are 

the names of the players: Goal: Bob Campbell; defence: Johnnie 

Lammie, Eddie Love, Ivan Mann; forwards: Walker Taylor, Joe 

Berg, Ted Case, Harry Walker, Gordon Young, Bill Lord and 

Harold Grove. 

The Junior Team, managed by Bill Ruff, coached by John 

Dorsey and trained by Louis Lavoie, finished in fourth place. This 

was no disgrace for they were in very fast company. Practically 

all the games they lost were by only one goal margin, and in a 

number of cases they forced the best teams in the league into 

overtime. The managers expect this material will do well next 

season. The personnel of this team is as follows: Goal: A. Munro; 

defence: D. Innes, W. Robson, W. Morris; forwards: “Red” 

Colwell, Stan Wallanberg, “Ace” Bailey, H. Lane, F. Thompson, 

J. Melnyk, H. Layetske and Kolmaticki. 

It remained for the Juveniles, managed by W. Ruff, coached 

by W. Ruff and trained by W. Ruff to clean up. They won the City 

Championship without the loss of a game during the season. The 

Juvenile Provincial title, however, was lost to Red Deer. The team 

was composed of the following players: Goal: Beresford; defence: 

Hook, Horne, Kerr; forwards: Samlock, Belanger, Stewart, 

Robertson, Wagner. 

 

SERGEANT DAVE IRONS 

One of the outstanding old-timers of the 

Battalion, whose picture in off-duty 

attitude, we are very glad to publish. When 

this snap was taken Dave was a corporal in 

the transport. He originally was a private in 

“B” Company. When he transferred to the 

transport he soon gained recognition and 

promotion, finally rising to the position of 

sergeant. On his return to civil life he has 

followed the trend of the times and has left 

his faithful horses and now drives a truck. 

He resides in Calgary, and no meeting of the 

Calgary Branch of the Association would be 

complete without his presence. 

 

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 pallbearers 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: 

Jasper — Lieutenant Colonel A. K. Hobbins, D.S.O. 

Wainwright — George Harper. 

Lethbridge — R. Cruickshank, D.C.M. 

Peace River —  

Westlock — F. H. Steele. 

Busby — W. Elliott, M.M. 

Vegreville — R. V. Patterson, M.M. 

High Prairie — Charles Travers. 

Calgary — James McMillan. 

Grande Prairie — Capt. Chas. Martin, M.M. 

District officers are needed for Winnipeg and Vancouver. 

Some of the boys should get together at these places and appoint 

representatives and forward names as above. 
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14th PLATOON “D” COY. AT FAIR GROUNDS 

 
F. A. MacPherson 432020, 2682 5th Avenue E., Vancouver, sent us this picture. Top row (left to right): Red Blewett 432088, Sgt. H. G. Francis 432009, W. 

Adtkins 432801, S. H. Tuck 432970, A. G. Rowland 432684, C. Travers, R. Vale 432525. Centre row (left to right): G. Buckland 435833, Corp. G. Pinker 
432679, Alec Bounds 432212, D. L. Skinner 432486. Bottom row (left to right): Pete Scullion 432488, Jerry Maxwell 432194, George Prescott 432089, Bob 

Waring 432504. Red Blewett 432088, wounded on Somme, is an employee of the City Electric Light Dept., and valued member of Association’s executive; Sgt. 

Francis, the man with the meticulously pointed mustache, believed at old home, Rhyadder, Wales; Aitkens still around Edmonton, quiet and steady as usual; 

Tucks, a Peace River man was later on the transport; Rowland, the man who made one rank form fours, Trochu; Travers, brother of Capt. Oliver Travers, 

who was killed at Passchendeale, was later transport; Vale, the human euphonium, could play like an instrument, a Peace River man, killed at Passchendeale; 

Buckland, transferred to M.P. after good service; Pinker, wounded June, 1916, smart soldier, anyone knowing present whereabouts notify secretary; Bounds, 

lost leg June 3rd, now lives in South Wales; Skinner, later headquarters pioneer, died of Flu' immediately after Armistice; Maxwell, little but good, killed in 

Somme; Prescott; wounded June scrap, later killed at Regina Trench; Waring, splendid man and soldier, killed in June counter attack. 

 

 

ANDY LIDDLE, “B” COY., ESCAPES  

DEATH BY NARROW MARGIN 

Andy Liddle, 7th Platoon, B. Coy. and transport, who is now farming at the 

Bobtail Reserve, Ponoka, had a narrow escape from death at the Ponoka crossing 

on February 24th, a passenger train cutting the front of his car off at the windshield 

and turning it over several times. Andy was jammed in back of the steering wheel. 
His leg and pelvic bones were broken and his shoulder hurt. He was discharged 

from the University Hospital, Monday, July 11th. His son who was with him, was 

thrown out of the car when the roof was knocked off. Andy was in hospital four 

months. 

OVER 3,000 GAVE TO 

THE WEAVER MEMORIAL 

More than 3,000 residents contributed to the Weaver Memorial fund, which 

was opened and used to erect a memorial to the late Col. C. Y. Weaver, D.S.O., 

V.D., K.C., the memorial being a drinking fountain near the cricket pitch on the 

western end of the municipal golf links. 

According to the treasurer’s statement the fund totaled $726.06. 

Subscriptions were set at 25 cents each, thus there was displayed a widespread 

and general interest in the memorial. — Edmonton Bulletin, July 2, 1932.
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SIGNALLERS’ FOOTBALL TEAM AT LILLERS 

 
This photograph in which appears the face and figure of the late revered Col. C. Y. Weaver, was loaned by S. R. Watts 100724, Barrhead. Top row (left to right): Bill 

Frame 409530, Millar, Major C. Y. Weaver. Cecil Fewkes 432448, Lc-Cpl. McKenzie, Clarke, Botel 422989, Lt. Henderson. Bottom row (left to right): Edgar Arnold 
432190, Charlie Somers 100204, McGillivray 100539, Genge 141201, Dancocks. Frame is at Portage La Prairie, railroading; Millar is farming west of Edmonton; 

Fewkes is in Calgary; Clarke, whereabouts unknown; Botel, in the Post Office, Winnipeg; Henderson, now Lt.- Col. is in Moose Jaw; Arnold in Vancouver; Somers, 

Dominion telegraph operator at Ft. Simpson; McGillivray is a fire ranger: Genge is in Toronto, and Dancocks is a moving picture operator in Winnipeg. 

MEN IN HOSPITAL, JULY 18th 

In the Military Hospital in Edmonton on July 18th were the 

following: 

John E. L. Jones, Reg. No. 437050, originally a 51st man, joined the 

49th in September 1915. He was assigned to No. 16 Platoon “D” 

Company. He suffered a wound in the thigh in the battle of Sanctuary 

Wood. He was discharged January 8th, 1918. He is a farmer in the 

Sangudo district. He has a family of three children, two boys and one girl. 

W. H. Quinton “Quin,” Reg. No. 446385, originally a member of the 

56th Battalion, which was mobilized in Calgary, joined the 49th in 

January 1916, and was attached to “C” Company. He lives at 10003 91st 

Avenue. He is a tin smith by occupation. He is married but has no family. 

He was invalided from the Somme in 1916. 

William Gavin, Reg. No. 904111, originally a 194th Battalion man, 

joined the 49th in 1917 and was attached to No. 5 Platoon “B” Company. 

He was discharged July 10th, 1919. He lives in Edmonton at 11837 125th 

Street. He is a mason and brick layer. He is married and has two children, 

a boy and a girl. 

Robert C. Laurie, Reg. No. 905196, originally a 194th man, joined 

the 49th in February 1917, and was a member of 10 Platoon, “C” 

Company. He was buried up at Passchendaele and invalided home, being 

finally discharged May 7th, 1918. He is a farmer living in the Maillaig 

district, Alberta. He is married and has three boys and two girls. 

Bill Stamp, Reg. No. 905165, originally a 194th man, joined the 49th 

in February 1917, and was attached to “C” Company, No. 9 Platoon as a 

runner. He was gassed at Hill 70 in 1917 and was not discharged until 

April 1920. He is a farmer at Fairview, is married and has two children. 

He is seriously ill at the present time. 

W. J. Anderson, “Andy” No. 811646, originally a 138th man. joined 

the 49th in November 1916 and was a member of 14 Platoon “D” 

Company. He was seriously wounded at Avion when he lost his left eye 

and suffered a severe wound to his hand and wrist. He is a farmer at 

Breton. He is married and has two children. 

(Continued on Page 14) 
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RECALLING A NUMBER OF INTIMATE INCIDENTS 

Lieut. Anderson, who contributes the feature story for this number of the 

Magazine, writes to Norman Arnold as follows: 

I saw the name of Bob Ayres in the last issue. If that’s the same Bob Ayres 

who used to be in “A” Company, I wonder if he remembers “that day” he and I 

spent in Bethune together. 

And George Carter! If that’s the former Sergeant Carter of ‘A” Company, I 

still owe him five shillings — or is it that he owes me the five? I think b’golly it 
is. It was at the 21st Reserve Battalion at Bramshott, a short while after pay day. 

George was broke — and thirsty. Rare and unusual happenings with this old 

soldier. Well, George, if you ever come down here, we will visit my neighbor 
together. We’ll drown our troubles in his cellar. You’ll like him — and the still he 

has. . . . Good old George! A fine soldier, never looking for trouble and never 

finding any. 

And does anybody know where Sam Campbell and Bob Aspinall are? Stout 

hearted, courageous, inseparable companions, ideal subjects for a comedy sketch. 

I laugh yet when I think of these two, considerably past the ideal trench age. There 

was the time they were going up to hold the Pulpit Post on Lichfield Crater. Instead 

of taking No. 1 sap, they went the direct way, thus getting stuck in the thick mud 

at least two feet deep, which sucked in around their rubber, thigh boots. When we 
found them the air around was getting rather blue. Finally Sam was pulled out of 

his boots, while Bob, who wasn’t in quite as deep, was dragged out, boots and all. 

Sam, too, had his own idea of an ideal disinfectant. At Ypres he got a piece of 

shrapnel, about the size of a small marble, in the fleshy part of his seat. The wound 

was neither deep nor serious. Fortunately, he had a big chew of tobacco in his 
mouth at the time, with which he proceeded to plug up the damage. It worked all 

right, for poor Sam was back in a couple of weeks, having failed to make “blighty” 

with it. 

Funny thing about those old timers, like Sam and the two Bobs I have 

mentioned: they were always around when a fatigue detail was being “told off,” 

but usually missing at rum ration time. Like most Sergeant Majors, they didn’t 
care for their rum “tot,” invariably turning it over to some new recruit. . . Oh, 

Yeah! 

Which reminds me, speaking of the above-mentioned muddy trench, of the 

time the late Captain Meade dropped his Colt Automatic into that same old mud. 

When we “came on” him, he and his runner had their sleeves rolled up to their 

armpits exploring for it. 

I think it was he, who, when asked his occupation said “horse dealer,” and 

General Griesbach understood him to say “horse stealer.” Wasn’t it, Bob. 

 

DEATH OF FATHER OF TWO GALLANT 49ERS. 

The death occurred at his residence in Edmonton early in May last of Mr. D. 

N. MacLeod, the father of Lieut. Colonel George W. MacLeod and the late Lieut. 

Douglas MacLeod, killed in action at the battle of Sanctuary Wood, June 2nd, 

1916. 

 

CURED 

“Blimy has stopped smoking.” 

“Why?” 

“He emptied his pipe in a barrel of gunpowder yesterday.” —The 

Wizard, London. 
 

 

MAJOR A. WALLACE OWEN 

 

Originally a 51st Battalion officer, who joined the 49th after the June scrap, 

later commanded C. Company, has resided in Chicago ever since he returned from 

France. When he left the battalion he was sent to Chicago by the militia department 
to take command of the western 

division of the British and Canadian 

recruiting, and of the British war 
mission in the United States, taking 

over from Col. John S. Dennis, who 

resigned for more important work. 
Colonel F. C. Jamieson, member of 

the Alberta Legislature for Edmon-

ton, who was elected to the vacancy 
caused by the death of Colonel 

Weaver, D.S.O., was also in British 

war mission work, being in charge of 
the New York eastern division. Major 

Owen and Colonel Jamieson, when 

their work was finished, got 
commands in the 260th Battalion for 

duty in Siberia. The reason for the 
brass hat and sword as shown in the 

picture was purely for properly 

impressing the public in the States, 
which had just got into the war. Major Owen had a wide acquaintance in Edmonton 

before the war. He was in the Klondike gold rush. He is married and has one child. 

Major Owen is one of the association’s life members. 

 

MEN IN HOSPITAL, JULY 18TH 

(Continued from Page 18) 

Frank Booth. Reg. No. 432627, an original 49er, a member 

of 12 Platoon ‘C” Company. He is a traveller and resides at 9837 

88th Avenue, Edmonton. He is married and has one girl. 

Alfred William Patterson, Reg. No. 432267, an original 

49er, a member of 10 Platoon “C” Company, is a police officer, 

resides at 18 Lambton Block, 997th Street, Edmonton. He was 

later on in the war transferred to 7th Brigade Machine Gun. 

Tom Kay, Reg. No. 432241, an original 49er, a member of 10 

Platoon “C” Company, enlisted the 5th January 1915. He saw 

service in France and Belgium. He was discharged in June 1918. 

He is a farmer. He is a widower, and his present address is given 

as University Hospital, Edmonton. 

 

The old gentleman’s wife was entering a railway carriage, and 

he neglected to assist her. 

“You are not so gallant, John, as when I was a gal,” she 

exclaimed in gentle rebuke. 

“No,” was his ready response, “and you’re not so buoyant as 

when I was a boy.”
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HARRY BOTEL WRITES INTERESTINGLY OF HIS ASSOCIATIONS WITH 49TH 

No. 422989, Harry Botel writes us from 370 Howe Street, Winnipeg. 

He says, in part: 

“There were very few men added to the strength of the 49th, from 

Winnipeg and district, and most of them that were had come from special 

units such as signallers, etc. But all will agree that it was a happy fate that 

took us to the Edmonton Regiment. This recalls the day when I joined the 

49th. It was early in March 1916 at Meteren. Our draft was a dozen or so 

signallers from the signal school at Shorncliffe, belonging originally to 

units from coast to coast. As usual, Col. Griesbach inspected us, 

welcomed us to the battalion, but in his address expressed sorrow that we 

were not all from Edmonton as he had hoped to keep the 49th always a 

100 per cent. Edmonton unit. And if I recall rightly, he further intimated 

that seeing that we were there, they would have to put up with us. I think 

he will agree now that our association was a mutual pleasure. 

“Possibly I was better acquainted with Headquarters Company than 

any other, as a signaller and laterally from being on the Orderly Room 

Staff, and having kept some records of the battalion, making nominal 

rolls galore, etc. Most of the names printed in the Forty-Niner are quite 

familiar to me. If this letter is published, I would like to be remembered 

to those that may recall me by my sobriquet, ‘Bo,’ especially Jimmy 

Thompson, A. G. Rowland, Monty Howard, Major Chattell, A. Walker, 

M. F. H. Browse, Col. E. R. Knight, Neville Jones, Dancocks, Capt. 

Nolan, Harry Green, to name a few. I would also like to bring back to the 

memories of some of the aforementioned, a number of the boys I am still 

in touch with: Bill English is with the C.N.R. at Toronto; C. K. 

McKenzie, in Victoria, B.C., J. J. Dougherty at Minneapolis, Minn., 

Bobby Lowe, with the C.P.R. telegraph, Winnipeg, and my old friend 

Pinky Blows, who farms at Petersfield, Manitoba, whom I see more of 

than any other Forty-Niner since coming home. 

“Following my occupation as railway mail clerk and meeting quite a 

few people in various places; I have met very few of the old Battalion, 

but at Moose Jaw I had a chat with Capt. Gordon Young who informed 

me of some of the boys in Moose Jaw, but as I am not running there at 

present, I have had to put off looking them up until sometime when I am 

in Moose Jaw again. Some years ago, Capt. Hale was in Winnipeg, while 

I was working in the post office there, but he had left the building before 

I had a chance to see him. If he is there again, I would be delighted to see 

him. Jack Telford of the Pioneers was in Winnipeg for quite a few years 

but has again migrated elsewhere. I also had a surprise visit from Walker 

who used to be in the Orderly Room. I hope he drops in again sometime. 

Harry Green, who was Company Clerk of steady “D” was in Winnipeg 

quite a while, in fact I had the pleasure of being best man at his wedding, 

but he has gone back to his beloved Alberta again. 

“I have been promising myself that one of these years I will attend a 

reunion of the 49th in Edmonton, but it is a far cry from Winnipeg, and 

the date in January is not so very convenient for me. So here is hoping 

that circumstances will unite in allowing me to be there in the near future. 

Speaking of reunions reminds me of Christmas dinner in 1918. The 

Battalion was at La Hulpe, near Brussels, and H.Q. Company managed 

to have their dinner in a hall, turkey and everything. A photographer, who 

was a voluble Belgian, was engaged to take a photograph of the 

proceedings. He installed his apparatus on a gallery overlooking the 

tables. By this time a goodly portion of rum had been served out, and the 

boys feeling good. Then he instructed us to keep perfectly still while he 

counted fifteen. He then started counting in French, one, two, three, so 

on, until by the time he had reached eight the whole gang joined in shout-

ing the count, banging their glasses on the table to emphasize it, until the 

place was in an uproar. The picture was a failure, and the photographer 

in hysterics. 

“It was on this occasion that Capt. Ike Mooney kissed little Trist, the 

signaller, Trist, many will recall, played hot numbers on the piano, his 

particular masterpiece being, ‘Banging Away at Lu.’ 

“I hope this letter has not bored you, and if it gives you any pleasure, 

it cannot exceed that which it has given me in writing it. Before I close I 

would like to express my sorrow in hearing of the death of Major Weaver; 

he was a fine gentleman, and among my most pleasant recollections are 

a few hours spent in his company, when a few years after the war, Bill 

English and I, while holidaying together stayed over in Edmonton for a 

few days. Thanking you again for the Forty-Niners and hoping you will 

always be able to keep in touch and convey to mutual friends my 

regards.” 

I am yours sincerely, 

HARRY BOTEL. 

(No. 422989). 
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D. S. Empson, Keg. No. 432585, is at 

Eaglesham, Alberta. He is married and has one 

child. He joined the battalion on January 9, 1915 

and served in “D” company until the end. He has 

been working as cook and packer in the Geological 

survey. 

James Cameron, No. 432734, formerly of the 

signal section, now lives at 1711 M street, Bedford, 

Indiana. U.S.A. He is married and has three boys. 

He is working in Bedford as a stone mason. After 

leaving the Battalion in France he was promoted corporal and was a 

signal instructor in England. 

Capt. W. A. Delahay, who enlisted with the 49th, January 1915, Reg. 

No. 432991, transferred to the Engineers in England in August 1915, 

going to France just a week after the 49th got there, is in Ottawa, with the 

Woodlands Department of the Canadian International Paper Company. 

Delahay served with the 2nd and 9th Field Companies up to the middle 

of 1917, when he got a commission in the Royal Engineers. He served 

with 36th Alta Division until the end of the war and finished up as R.E. 

Adjutant with the 36th Division. He was wounded in the operations north 

of Ypres in 1918. 

Corporal J. J. Nolan, “B” Company, is now residing at 125 E. 

Locust Street, Lodi, California. Nolan sent $3.00 to be applied against 

dues to the Association. 

A. M. Jones, “C” Company, originally a member of the 194th 

Battalion, joined the 49th in March 1917. He was wounded at both 

Passchendeale and Cambrai. He is a farmer at Fairview in the Peace River 

country. 

Percy Duvall, M.M., originally a member of the 194th Battalion, 

joined the 49th Battalion in February 1917, and was attached to 12 

Platoon “C” Company. He is a farmer at Blue Sky in the Peace River 

country. He is married and has one child. 

Roy Davidson, stretcher bearer in No. 10 Platoon “C” Company. He 

was originally a 194th man and joined the 49th early in 1917. He was 

wounded at Passchendeale. He is a farmer at Blue Sky. He is married and 

has two children. 

Art Weir, originally a 66th man, joined the 49th in 49th in 1916. He 

is a hotel keeper at Fairview. He was recently in hospital for six weeks. 

Major Padre A. W. Buckland, B.A., V.D., who joined the Bn. Sept. 

1915, and was gassed in 1915 is now living in and is rector of Cookshire, 

Quebes. He went over to France with the Bn. (See letter). 

Harry Hobbs of the Eskimo Billiard Hall, Edmonton and one time 

R.S.M. of the Bn., has sold out and gone to live at Victoria, B.C. 

Normand Hebert, 432881, 16 Ptn., “D” Coy., who enlisted Jan. 13, 

1915, was wounded June 3rd, 1916, and discharged March 13, 1918, is 

now living at 6036’ Seaview Ave., Seattle, Wash., and is janitor of one 

of the schools there. Married and has a family of 2 girls and 3 boys. Likes 

the 49er. 

811022 T. H. G. Grierson, who enlisted with the 138th Bn., Dec. 

1915, joined 16 Ptn. “D” Coy., Dec. 1916, was wounded, losing left 

forearm. Now living at Mannville, Alta., at the Bank of Montreal. 

435,455 Andrew Leslie Bilton, enlisted with the 50th Bn., June 

1915, and joined 14 Ptn. Dec. 1915, and was later with the 3rd M.G. Bn. 

Wounded right leg, and discharged March 1919. Is married and has a boy 

and girl, and farms at Stettler, Alta. 

904275 John C. Spoke, 8th Platoon, 49th., enlisted Feb. 26th, 1916, 

and joined the Bn. Dec. 28th, 1916. Served 28 months in France, being 

wounded at Avion raid. June 9th, 1917. Discharged Sept. 30th, 1919. Is 

now sand merchant, Perryvale, Alta. 

Donald McPherson, 101540, 66th Bn., enlisted 20th Nov. 1915. 

Joined Ptn. 12 June 11th, 1916. Served 3 years 4 months. Slightly 

wounded left arm, and discharged March 22nd, 1919. Is now farming at 

Clairmont, Alta. 

A. H. White, 231596, enlisted in 20th, 2nd May 1961, Joined the Bn. 

on March 19th, 1918, serving in “C” Coy. and Scouts H.Q. Coy. Was 

discharged May 4th, 1919. Is Forest Officer at Whitecourt, Alta., and has 

wife and 1 child to supply rations for. 

432903 G. Smith, otherwise known as “Jack Rabbit.” Joined 15th 

Jtn. Jan. 21st, 1915. Served 1915 to 19th Sept. 1919. Wounded. Married, 

two boys and is Postmaster of Wolf Creek, Alta. Better mind the wolf 

doesn’t get you, Jack Rabbit. 

432972 J. H. Coward joined 14 Ptn. Jan. 28th, 1915. Served 4 years 

and 2 months, being discharged March 14th, 1919. Now resides at 

Donelly, Alta. 

782064 J. E. Moyes, enlisted with the 128th Bn. Joined 49th 7th Ptn. 

Dec. 1916. Service 3 years was wounded both knees, and was discharged 

April 1st, 1919, and is a mill worker at Powell River, B.C. where he 

resides with his better portion and two boys. 436536 Cecil R. Jones of 

14 Scollard Street, Toronto 5, Ontario, enquires for the whereabouts of 

Bill Turner and Jim Whittaker, who were with him at Shorncliffe and 

helped him to his second helping of C.B., meaning Commander of the 

Bawth. Oh Yeah! 

101597 R. M. MacKinnon, commonly called “Mac,” by his shady 

associates, enlisted with the 66th Bn. Dec. 1915. Joining Quarante Neuf 

Battalion 10-6-16, wounded, served 18 months. Discharged Feb. 22, 

1919. Is now collector for Massey Harris (get your rifles out, boys) 

Resides at 443 12th St., N.W., Calgary. 

R. A. Couch, Reg. N. 101395, who originally enlisted in the 66th 

Battalion, October 11th, 1915, joined the 49th June 10th, 1916. He was a 

member of 5 Platoon “B” Company. He was discharged from the Third 

Battalion C.M.G.C. March 29th, 1919, having transferred to the 3rd 

Battalion about April 15th, 1918. He now resides at Lavoy, Alberta, and 

is Lieutenant in the Alberta Mounted Rifles with headquarters at 

Vegreville. 

Sergeant Major Charles P. Keeler, “C” Company, for a time 

Regimental Sergeant Major, enlisted in the 49th Battalion in Edmonton. 

He is now resident in Vancouver and with other former members of the 

Battalion, numbering between eighty and one hundred, is becoming very 

much interested in forming a Coast branch of the Association, which will 

include residents not only of Vancouver and suburbs, but New 

Westminster as well. Norman Arnold has been in communication with 

Sergeant Major Keeler and is giving him all the assistance possible 

looking to the formation of a Coast branch. 

Walter F. Marchant, Reg. No. 425063, whose original unit was the 

45th Battalion, joined the 49th in May 1916 and was attached to 15 

Platoon “B” Company and in 1918 was number one on the Lewis gun. 

He was wounded in the arm at Courcelette in .1916 and in the leg at the 

Avion raid in 1918. He was discharged on May 26th, 1919. He is now a 

baker at Delia, Alberta. He is married and has two children. 
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C. J. Hall, Sergeant Cook. Now resides at Banff, was located by N. 

Arnold, who remembered Hall saying he would settle in the Rockies on 

return home, Apres la Guerre. Hall is foreman painter for the C.P.R. In a 

letter to Arnold he expresses the wish that any of the boys travelling his 

way should look him up. 

Alfred Smith Reg. No. 898331 who served in “D” Coy. under Major 

Winser, Major R. W. Hale platoon commander, is now living at Spring 

Coulee, Alta. He was “done in” at Cambrai and has not met many of the 

old boys since. 

Sammy Glen who lives at Jarvie, originally 15th Ptn., suffered a 

fracture of the jaw and was in hospital in May. During his convalescence 

he stayed with his sister in Edmonton, Mrs. Merton Hart. 

C. F. Somers, Reg. No. 100204, originally a 66th Battalion man, 

joined the 49th Battalion June 10th, 1916, immediately after the third 

battle of Ypres is which the 49th suffered heavy casualties. He was 

originally a member of No. 3 Platoon “A” Company and later on with 

Headquarters. He served with “A” Company from June 10th, 1916 until 

after the Somme when he transferred to the Signals on the way to Vimy 

and served as signaller with each company for varying periods until the 

battalion returned to Edmonton. Somers had a most unusual record with 

the battalion. Apart altogether from being a very efficient soldier he was 

never wounded nor sick. His discharge is dated March 22nd, 1919. In 

civil life he is a telegrapher and is agent for the government telegraph 

service at Fort McMurray. He was married in 1929 and has two children, 

a daughter and a son. 

Bill Dodd (“Shorty”) Reg. No. 808559, who originally was with the 

137th Battalion, which was mobilized in Calgary, joined the 49th in 

December 1916 and was attached to No. 4 Platoon “A” Company. He did 

duty as a runner. He was wounded three times. His discharge is dated 

March 23rd, 1919, He is a rope rider with one of the mining companies 

at Canmore. His post office address is P.O. Box 256, Canmore. 

Jack James Reg. No. 101714, originally a 66th Battalion man, joined 

the 49th, June 11th, 1916 and was attached to 16 Platoon “D” Company 

as stretcher bearer. He is now a resident of Cadomin. James was with the 

battalion for thirteen months. He had a gunshot wound in the right leg 

and was operated on in France for appendicitis. He was discharged July 

19th, 1919. He has two sons 24 and 16. 

M. J. Dempsey, D.C.M., Reg. No. 432940 was one of the original 

members of No. 1 Platoon “A” Company, 49th Battalion, having joined 

in January 1915. He is now on the staff at the Wood Buffalo Park, Fort 

Fitzgerald, Dempsey suffered from a gunshot wound in the left shoulder 

during his service Overseas. He was discharged in April 1918. 

J. S. Daly, No. 811237 is a general merchant at Abbotsford, B.C. He 

was a corporal in No. 14 Platoon “D” Company. He was originally a 

member of the 138th Battalion. He was wounded December 27th, 1917 

at Leavin. He has been in Abbotsford since 1925 and reports two other 

“49ers” there, D. R. Ware, an original 14 Platoon “D” Company man, 

and Alfred Young, who also was a member of 14 Platoon. 

Maurice W. S. Deacon “Deak” Reg. No. 432158 was an original 

member of 1 Platoon “A” Company, having joined the 4th of January 

1915. He remained with the Battalion until wounded at Arras in 19915. 

When “Deak” was finally wounded he acquired a good one. He suffered 

the loss of an eye, as well as having shrapnel wounds in his arm and head 

and a broken collar bone. He is now Immigration Inspector at Niagara 

Falls, Ontario. His address is 1434 Ontario Avenue, Niagara Falls, 

Ontario. He is married and his two youngsters, a boy and a girl. 

Lieutenant A. E. W. Roberts, M.C. is farming at Wembley. “Cap” 

Roberts was originally a member of the 66th Battalion, enlisting the 24th 

of September 1915. He was in Canada for six months, in France for 

twenty-five months, the remainder of the time in England. He suffered 

slight gunshot wounds in the 8th and 9th of June shows in 1917 and at 

Amiens on the 8th of August 1918. He is married and has three boys and 

one girl. 

Lieut. J. S. C. Skeel, who was originally a member of the 63rd 

Battalion, joined the 49th in November 1917, and was attached to No. 3 

Platoon, “A” Company. He became a transport officer after Cambrai until 

December 1st, 1918. Lieut. Skeel had rather an unusual experience. He 

enlisted as a private on Sept. 8, 1915, transferred in April 1916 to the 223 

Battalion, Scandinavians, in which he obtained a commission. He 

resigned his commission in 1917 in order to go overseas. On his arrival 

in England, he was sent to Bexhill, where he trained a second time for a 

commission which he got in August 1917. He was at the front from Nov. 

1917 to February 1919. Lieut. Skeel is now resident in Fort McMurray, 

where he is married and has two children. He is agent for Canadian 

Airways Limited, Western Lines, at that point. 

A. G. Newport, No. 4368899, one of the transport, writing from 

Marsden, Sask., where he is farming, enclosed a $5 bill to cover his 

membership dues in the Association for 1932 and as he put it, “as far as 

it will go.” It should go a matter of 10 years, which we hope will not be 

for life. 

R. T. Morrow, who played football for both "D” Company and the 

Battalion, and who was originally a 128th Battalion man from Moose 

Jaw, now resides at 1243 Haro Street, Vancouver. 

Andy MacMillan reports that he saw R. F. Darke and wife leaving 

on C.N.R. train June 27th, for the Old Country. On the same train also 

bound for “Blighty” was Harry “Corporal” May, late of “C” Coy. with 

wife and four “Mays.” Andy says both these 49ers are not likely to return. 

Corporal II. W. Fishbourne, 432791, who was knocked out at 

Sanctuary Wood, June 2nd, 1916, and who was the original machine gun 

corporal in the Battalion, lives at 8743 - 77th avenue, in the King Edward 

Park district, Edmonton. He has been for nine years an employee of the 

Canadian National Railways. He has a boy sixteen years old and a girl 

eight. Corporal Fishbourne was the second Forty-Niner to set foot in 

France. He was in the advance guard under Colonel H. E. Daniels, who 

commanded the advance guard and who was the first to step off the ship 

which landed them in France. 

(Continued on Page 18) 
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Capt. “Sink” Edwards, signalling officer, is postmaster at Stony Lake, a 

point east of St. Paul. 

Sergt. J. Boyd, Isle Pierre, a point west of Prince George on the Prince Rupert 

line of the C.N.R., has a standing invitation to any of the troops who fancy fishing, 

big game hunting or mountain climbing. Visit him at Isle Pierre. He promises a 

warm welcome. He is postmaster at that point. 

Walter Simkins, Reg. No. 811433, is living at 803 Sandwich street W., 

Windsor, Ontario. He has a wife and two boys. 

J. R. Boyd, regimental number 101217, who enlisted with the 66th Bn. in 

August 1915, joined the 49th, June 9th, 1916, 3rd platoon, “A” company. First 
wounded August 16, 1916, and again October 30. 1917, discharged March 22nd, 

1919, is now a merchant at Isle Pierre, B.C. He has a family of three boys and two 

girls. 

J. Eldon Frith Regimental No. 161211 — formerly of 8th Platoon, who joined 

the Battalion on the Somme, September 1916, and served to the end of the war, is 

now engaged in the hardware business in Hamilton, Bermuda, and is doing very 

well. He is married and has two boys and three girls. He wants to be remembered 

to all the old hands. 

 

CALGARY NOTES 
When Lord Rothmere, the eminent British publisher was in Calgary recently 

N. W. Cape, a former member of the 49th Battalion renewed an acquaintance 

with the Viscount which started while Cape was in hospital in England. 

 

 

GRANDE PRAIRIE DISTRICT 

 
The following is Captain Charlie Martin’s report on the doings of ex-Forty-

Niners in the Grande Prairie District. 

Andy Laing is still at Halcourt on the farm. 

Ike Nelson a busy man in his big store at Grande Prairie. 

J. McKenzie is employed at the Hospital at Grande Prairie. 

Billy Bruce living near Wembley, and is reeve of the Bear Lake M.D. 

Reg. Hutton is farming west of Clairmont, near Bear Lake. 

Ike Southward is farming near Clairmont. 

Charlie Carter still on the farm near Grande Prairie, and the same old 

Charles. 

F. R. Smith on the farm west of Grande Prairie. 

J. South is farming in the Dimsdale District. 

B. Harper is at Spirit River. 

“Chip” Kerr V.C. is fire-ranger in the Spirit River District. 

H. Bennington is farming at Arras, B.C., and is, I understand still raising 

Forty-Niners. 

Bob McGregor is farming east of Hythe near Lieut. Thieme and is looking 

as fit as ever. 

Lieut. Thieme is farming east of Hythe and working very hard and looking 

well on it. 

Capt. Roberts is still on the farm north of Wembley and looking very fit. 

Bert Funnell is back again at Halcourt. 

Capt. C. A. Martin is now with the R.C.M. Police and is in charge of Hythe 

Detachment. 

The Boys send their kindest regards to all. 

 

 

 

 

CROCKETT’S HORSE 
(Continued from Page 8) 

soldier’s life in war time, but also showed that in the more serious part, while 

actually facing the enemy that they valiantly did their duty. 

G. McD. Scott, wounded Ypres, 16|5|16; A. Hodgkiss, wounded 20|10|15, 
and returned to Bn.; J. Watts, struck off; J. Whyte, killed Ypres, 3rd June 1916; 

G. Billingsly, transferred to 1st Division with Gen’l. Griesbach; W. H. Foster, 

3rd Div. School, after long service; Pete Bruce, wounded at Ypres, later killed at 
Passchendeale 30|10|17; H. Arnold, invalided from France; G. B. Crockett, 

wounded 3rd June, 1916, returned to Bn.; Gerry Maxwell, killed Somme, 

8|10]16: N. Arnold, wounded 3rd June, returned to Bn.; Sam Goodwin, 
transferred to 2nd D.A.M.C. after long service with Bn.; D. R. Sutherland, struck 

off; Tom Evans, wounded at Ypres, later killed at Passchendeale; Alec Whyte, 

lost arm at Ypres, 3rd June; Bob Dean, wounded Kemmel and Passchendeale, 

later served in Can. Russian Expeditionary Force. 

LE PETITE, Sergeant Major. 
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F. C. HORNBY RECALLS THE BAND  

PLAYING BOYS OF THE OLD BRIGADE 

Only the Old Timers will remember F. C. Hornby, Reg. No. 432132, 

who enlisted January 4th, 1915, and remained in “A” Company until 

October 8th, 1915, when he transferred to the Veterinary Corps at 

Shorncliffe, the day before the Battalion left for France, but all the troops 

who survived the first show at the Somme will recall the incident he refers 

to in a letter to Norman Arnold, extracts from which we are publishing 

herewith: 

“I have very pleasant memories of meeting up with the old boys in 

France from time to time, and I have one memory, less joyous which will 

remain forever. I refer to the time when the 49th were coming out of the 

line at Albert. I was attached to the 18th Battery, C.F.A., and we were on 

the Alberta Bapaume Road. I heard a band playing with troops coming 

out and recognized it even in the distance. So I went out to the road to see 

the boys, and stepping in line with the band beside bandsman Thompson, 

I asked about the fortunes of the battalion, and Thompson replied we went 

in with 600, we have 150 here.’ 

“Just at that moment Col. Griesbach called for the band to play “The 

Boys of the Old Brigade.” I am not ashamed of tears at any time, but I 

was thankful at that moment that it was a dark night, for even now at this 

later date, to write of it brings tears to my eyes.” 

Hornby now lives at 4128 Tilden Avenue, Culver City, California. 

HAS THE DEPRESSION WITH ITS PANTS DOWN 

J. L. Snyder, who was runner for Major Frank Winser in 1917-18, 

now lives at “Edmonton,” Waverly Road, Farnborough, Hants, England. 

He would like to get in touch with men who knew him in the battalion. 

In a letter to Honorary Secretary Earle Hay, he says: 

“Having had occasion to get in touch with Gen. Griesbach, I made 

some enquiries regarding the Association. and he told me you were still 

holding down the job of secretary. He suggested you might send me the 

magazine. Good idea I think. I don’t know what they cost but let me 

know. I always think of the gang every year in January and wonder how 

many I know are sticking around. I’ve been here three years now and 

expect to be a few years yet. I landed on both feet and got into business 

in a game that isn’t affected by the depression, a military laundry. I have 

hopes of getting over next year for a month or two. 

“There are a few of the boys over here. I wonder if it would be 

possible to send me a list of all the Forty-Niners living in England, as far 

as you can find out. I know of two here. Charlie Thompson of Grande 

Prairie, originally 66th later 49th and eventually Brigade M.G., also I 

understand Debenham ex Q.M.S. is running a cycle shop near Brighton. 

“Regards to any who may be interested. Yours 

“J. L. SNYDER.” 

 

 
 

 

 

 

SIDNEY G. MARTIN TURNS UP AS 

ORGANIST IN QUEBEC CITY CHURCH 

Sidney G. Martin, an original member of 15th Ptn. “D” Coy., and 

concerning whose whereabouts there had been many inquiries, has finally 

been located. He is organist and choirmaster at St. Matthews Church 

(Church of England) in Quebec City, the rector being no less a personage 

than Canon Scott, Chaplain General of the Canadian Corps. In a letter to 

Norman Arnold, Mr. Martin says: 

93 d’Auteuil Street, Quebec. 

June 5th, 1932. 

 

Dear Mr. Arnold: 

It was through a strange coincidence that I came in touch with three 

copies of the “Forty-Niner” recently. Needless to say, as an “original” I 

am more than interested. Many of the names mentioned take me back to 

the days of our training and “dug out” life at the front. 

Strange to say, I have not met one member of our battalion since I 

returned to Canada. Two or three years ago our old Colonel was in 

Quebec and I longed to get in touch with him but was afraid he would 

think I was coming the “old soldier” stuff, so I very reluctantly avoided 

doing so. 

I have been organist and choirmaster at St. Mathews Church here for 

some years now. (Church of England. This information I am sure will 

please you. My Rector is no less a personage than the famous Canon 

Scott, and I am glad to say it is a very happy position. 

Reading the magazines makes me long to meet some of the old boys. 

Any time you know of any passing through Quebec tell them to be 

sure to look me up. 

I notice my name in the enquiry column. I intended writing you. but 

this has prompted me to do so immediately. 

My very best regards to your brother and self and any other old timers 

that remember me. Would it be possible to get all the copies of the 

Fortyniner that have been published! If so let me know the damage, and 

I will send a remittance. 

Again the best of wishes, 

Yours sincerely, 

SIDNEY G. MARTIN. 
 

“Henry,” said Mandy, “does you all know why dey has such small 

lights on the Statue of Liberty?” 

A young colored couple was sitting at the foot of the Statue of 

Liberty. Henry was holding Mandy’s hand. 

Ah dunno,” replied the Ethiopian swain, “unless it’s because de less 

light, de mo liberty.” 
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“D” COY. CORPORALS AT MONS, NOV. 14, 1918 

 
Top Row, left to right — Pollard, Gray, Banks, Williams, Mawhinney, McDaid. 

Centre Row, left to right — Houghton, Wilburn, Capt. James McQueen, C.S.M. Elliott, Girvan. Front Row, left to right — Green, Hammond, Gamble, Holgate. 
 

This photograph was kindly furnished by Captain Jim McQueen, O.C. “D” Coy. 

at the time of Armistice. Captain McQueen succeeded Major Frank Winser. 

Captain McQueen resides at Hanna, Alberta, and is connected with the Provincial 

Department of Public Works. Major Winser is located at Idaho Springs, Colo. 

From the appearance of the Corporal as shown by the picture they have survived 

the Armistice celebration mighty well, they having sat for the picture only three 

days after the victorious entry into Mons. After all the Mons entry may not have 

been the unqualified “bust” we have been lead to believe by the troops who were 

privileged to be there. 

 

 

GEORGE BRANTON IS MEMBER OF  

CREW OF THE R.M.M.S. AORANGI 
 

George Branton, an original member of the 15th Platoon, and who is now, a 
member of the crew of R.M.M.S. Aorangi, of the Canadian Australasian line, 

operating between Vancouver and Sydney, and whose home address is No. 1 

Tennyson Rd., Ryde, Sydney, Australia, writing to the Association’s Assistant 

Secretary under date May 22nd, says: 

Here we are again and pleased to find a little better weather. I was pleased to 

receive your last letter, and I must tell you I wrote to Ottawa as you advised me to 
and I was lucky enough to have my old discharge forwarded on to me. Someone 

had found it and sent it to Ottawa. Caldwell, I see, has been transferred to the S.S. 

Malolo, which trades between Honolulu and San Francisco. Honolulu or Frisco 
will find him. How is George Crockett and all the rest of the old boys. I see a few 

of the old timers have answered the last roll call, but still we who are left have got 

to carry on. Old Fritz could not get us, but Father Time will someday, but keep 

smiling; he has missed us up to now. 

“I am enclosing a cutting from a Sydney paper which will give you a little idea 

of the state the hospitals are in in Sydney, a city of over a million population. I 

suppose you have read a lot about the Massie trial at Honolulu. They got off pretty 
lightly, I think. Well, you will be getting pretty good weather up in Edmonton now, 

by the time I get back to Sydney it will be winter there, but not 40 below, and a 

man can sleep out all the year round there. I do one more trip and then have a trip 
off to give some other butcher a couple of months work, as things are so bad, and 

our union compels us to take a trip off a year. The unemployment is terrible in 

Australia, but it is all the same all over the world. 

Yours truly, 

GEORGE BRANTON.

 

 



 
T. S. Philpot 100997 The death occurred in the University Hospital, 

Edmonton, on Sunday, July 10th, of T. S. Philpot of South Cooking Lake, 

Alberta, formerly “C” Company cook, 49th Battalion. Philpot was a 

native of Paisley, Scotland. He is survived by two sisters, Miss. Mary 

Philpot and Mrs. Grant. The funeral was held from Hainstock & Sons 

Funeral Chapel on the South Side at 3:30 o’clock Wednesday, July 13th, 

interment being made in the Soldiers’ Plot of the Edmonton Cemetery. 

Rev. Captain C. G. Reynolds officiated. The pall bearers were all former 

members of “C” Company: C. P. Muirhead; Harry Stonehewer; Dick 

Stevenson; Bob White, Sid Cunnington; Doc. Purvis. Other members of 

the Battalion who attended the service were Lieut. Colonel L. C. Harris; 

Major Walter Hale; Capt. G. D. Hunt; Capt. Billy Tipton; Earle Hay; J. 

J. Blewitt; Sandy Girvan arid Percy Aldroyd. The firing party was 

furnished by the 1st Battalion Edmonton Regiment, by kind permission 

of Lieut. Colonel Harris. Sergeant Farrell was in charge. The Last Post 

was sounded by Sgt. Bugler Johnston. In addition to the military service 

a Masonic service was held at the graveside by Unity Lodge No. 51 A.F. 

& A.M. 

William George Gale 432455 The death occurred in the University 

Hospital, Edmonton, on Saturday, April 23rd, of William George Gale, 

9525 94th Avenue, Edmonton, aged 61. Gale was a member of “A” 

Company, 49th Battalion. He is survived by two daughters, three sons, 

one sister and three brothers. The funeral was held from Andrews 

Undertaking Parlors on Monday, April 25th. Rev. Hatfield, of St. Luke’s 

church officiated and interment was made in the Edmonton cemetery. 

The ,49th Battalion provided a wreath and pall bearers. The pall bearers 

were: George D. Hunt, Robert Dean, Norman Arnold, J. J. Blewett, G. B. 

Crockett and Walter Hunter. Other 49ers in attendance were Tommy 

Cranston and Neville Jones. The Last Post was sounded by Bugler 

Ratcliffe. 

Charles G. Roberts 432455 The death occurred at Peace River on 

Saturday, March 12th, of Charles G. Roberts, aged 56. Mr. Roberts had 

been ill health for some time and during the last few months was confined 

to hospital. He served for a short time with the 49th Battalion. He is 

survived by one brother and three sisters, residing in Belfast. The funeral 

service was held from St. James Anglican Church on Saturday afternoon, 

March 20th. The Canadian Legion, of which Mr. Roberts was a member, 

took part in the service. Interment was made in Mount Pleasant Cemetery, 

Peace River. Unfortunately, the 49th Battalion was not advised of Mr. 

Roberts’ death in time to send a wreath. 

David Edgerton Adams 432841 The death occurred at the Collier 

Hotel, Edmonton, on May 19th, of David Edgerton Adams at the age of 

69. He was a former member of the North West Mounted Police and 

served also in the South African and Great War. He was transport 

sergeant in the 49th Battalion. The funeral service was held on Saturday, 

May 21st, from Foster & McGarvey’s Funeral Home. Rev. Dr. Scott 

McKenzie officiated, and interment took place in the family plot in the 

Edmonton Cemetery. He is survived by one brother, George Frederick 

Adams. The pall bearers were all former comrades of the 49th Battalion: 

Walter Jordan, Thomas Robb, Joseph Mair, Jack Blewett, Neville H. 

Jones and Jack Christie. Other 49ers in attendance were: Colonel A. H. 

Elliott; Major R. W. Hale, Earle Hay, J. W. H. Williams, Robert White, 

Norman Arnold, J. McCormick, Wilfred Rose, Robert Hamilton, Percy 

Oldroyd, William Hardy, William Aitken and J. S. McConnell. Bugler 

Ratcliffe sounded the Last Post. 

 

The May issue of the Legionary publishes notice of the death at Loon 

Lake, Saskatchewan, on March 25th, 1932, of Vallie Arthur Strohm, 

Reg. No. 718691, 49th Battalion C.E.F. 

The death occurred in Calgary on April 15th of Andrew Gavin, Reg. 

No. 925577, 49th Battalion, C.E.F. The pall bearers at his funeral were: 

Dick Swift: Jim Mitchell; Mammy Lunning; Frank Eastley; Arthur Fadon 

and Tom Higgleton. 

MEMORIAL TREES NOW BEAR NAMES OF HONORED 

DEAD 

The Elm Memorial Trees along Macdonald Drive have just been 

tagged, says the Edmonton Journal in its issue of 2nd June, with the 

names of those in whose honor they have been planted, and thus take on 

a new significance to the passer-by. It is some three years since they were 

first set out by the Edmonton Tree Planting Association, which has 

waited until now to be confident each would grow before assigning its 

inscription which is on a metal tag at the base of the tree. 

With the exception of one dedicated to Miss Gold, all the trees bear 

names of men, chiefly those who gave their lives in the Great War. 

On the little elms now giving signs of a long life along Macdonald 

drive one may read the following names: 

Col. Robert Belcher, 138 Bn.; Capt. Percy Belcher, 49th Bn.; 

Alexander Robert McQueen, Princess Pats: Bugler John Arthur Nelson, 

5th Bn.; John Bradlev Grierson, 63 Bn.; Sergt. C. L. Bain, 49th Bn.; Pte. 

Harry Blair Campbell, 31st Bn.; John Reginald Maguire, 2nd Lieut., 12th 

York regiment; J. Cooper Pateman, 63rd Bn.; D. A. Hayman, 49th Bn.; 

Pte. John Kerr, 49th Bn.; Capt. Arthur Cecil Ross; Flight Lieut. Henry 

Stewart Lewis; Pte. Frederick Richard Pratley, 202nd Bn.; Alexander 

Banks, 42nd Bn.; Corp. Donald Adamson, R.A.S.C.; Harry Hall, 49th 

Bn.; James Armstrong. 49th Bn.; Leo Mail, 49th Bn.; Corp. A. Smith, 

194th Bn.; Herbert H. Chadwick, Flying Corps; David Gerald Glyde, 

10th Bn.; Trooper W. S. McCibbon, 19th Dragoons; Pte. Harry Gold, 

51st Bn.; Pte. Hugh Jackson, 49th Bn.; Corp. H. G. Marlow, 19th 

Dragoons; Pte. J. Wilson. 66th Bn.; Pte. Thomas E. Hayes, 49th Bn.; 

Henry Jeffery and Miss M. J. Gold. 

MEMORIAL NOTICE 

In ever living memory of the Officers, Non- Commissioned 

Officers and Men of the 49th Battalion (Edmonton Regiment who 

were killed in action or died, or wounds received at Sanctuary 

Wood in Belgium, on June 2nd and 3rd, 1916. 

Read how free men throughout this land kept faith in the hour 

of trial and in the day of battle. 

Inserted by the 49th Battalion (Edmonton Regiment) 

Association. 

 

 

The above is an exact copy of the Memorial Notice inserted by the 

49th Battalion Association and carried in the front page of The Bulletin, 

June 2nd. '
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BATTALION SCOUT SECTION LATE IN THE WAR 

 
Another very valuable picture furnished us by Ring Read, but which does not carry complete information, and which has caused the editors more grief 

than any of the troop will believe. Even with Norman Arnold’s intimate knowledge of the men in the battalion and his wealth of information, we have 

completely failed to identify two men in the picture. Top row (left to right): Cpl. Appleton 101646, Walker, Ellis, F. Brown, Pat Cunningham 812035, 

M.M. Centre row (left to right): H. White, W. Turner, Frank Pilkie 432229, L.-Cpl. R. Henderson 433043, M.M. Front row (left to right): A.C. D’Altroy 

100962, Sgt. Dan McCormick 100857, M.M., G. Spencer 432956. Cunningham is working on the new Corona Hotel; White successfully operates a butcher 

shop on Alberta Avenue; Turner was killed in action; F.F. Pilkie 432229 is a moving picture operator at Vermilion; Henderson is farming at Peace River; 

MacCormack is an Alberta Govt. Telephone employee. 

 

THE PRESIDENT’S LETTER 

At the annual meeting of the 49th Battalion (Edmonton Regiment) 

Association, held on the 6th day of April 1932, I had the honour to be elected 

president for 1932. It is customary for the president to address the members 

through the columns of the “Fortyniner” at least once a year. 

We are maintaining the standard of our activities. Our annual dinner in January 

and our annual church parade in July are outstanding events which attract much 

attention in the press and from the public as well. Last July our church service was 
broadcast over the radio and many listeners wrote in to say how much they liked 

our service. 

We send a wreath of flowers to the funerals of all our men and supply as well, 

the pallbearers. In out-lying points our district officers make arrangements for the 

carrying out of these duties. 

On the anniversaries of our greater engagements in the war we publish in the 

press memorial notices which have attracted much attention and favorable 

comment. 

We do what we can for our members who are in distress and have helped, in 

many ways, old hands and their dependents over the rough places in the road. 

The publication of the “Fortyniner” magazine has been maintained at two 

issues a year. Without doubt our members everywhere appreciate the efforts of our 
magazine committee. George Hunt, Norman Arnold and George Gleave are 

hereby mentioned in dispatches. 

Taking one thing with another I fancy that we are one of the best organized 

and efficient battalion associations in Canada. There is, of course, room for 

improvement. We ought to be doing something about the emblazonment of our 

colors with the battle honors. The cost of this is estimated to be something in the 

neighborhood of five hundred dollars. We ought also to erect somewhere a brass 

tablet to commemorate the names of our dead. This has been gone into and the 

estimated cost is about $1,550. At the moment  

(Continued on Page 30) 
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THE ANNUAL MEETING 
(Continued from Page 12) 

position by acclamation. Capt. G. D. Hunt was reelected vice-president, 

also by acclamation, as were Earle Hay as honorary secretary, N. H. 

Jones, honorary treasurer and Norman Arnold assistant secretary. 

Nominations to positions on the executive committee were then 

received by Col. Harris, as follows: Major A. P. Chattell, Comrades T. 

Robb, R. Whyte, R. Dean, J. Blewitt, H. Smith; Col. A. H. Elliott; 

Comrades H. Stonehewer, T. E. Booker, C. Wampler, Geo. Gleave, A. 

Fowlie, J. H. Mair. 

A ballot was taken which resulted in the following being elected: 

Major A. P. Chattell, Col. A. H. Elliott, and Comrades Thos. Robb, 

Robt. Dean, Jack Blewitt, Harry Smith, Albert Fowlie. 

The retiring president then requested that the vice-president, Capt. 

Hunt, take the chair in place of the new president, General Griesbach, 

who was not present. 

Col. Harris then made an eloquent and stirring appeal to the 

association for a grant of $125.00 to $150.00 to the 49th Militia Battalion 

for the purpose of purchasing a piano for the use of that unit. 

Considerable discussion took place in regard to the matter, which resulted 

in a motion by Comrades Robb and Mair that the executive committee be 

instructed to circularize the association membership for subscriptions to 

make up the requested grant. 

An amendment to this motion was submitted by Comrades Jack 

Blewitt and C. Wampler, to the effect that the association make a grant 

of $75.00 to the Militia Regiment for the purpose outlined by Col. Harris. 

Both motion and amendment were discussed at some length, the 

amendment finally being put and lost. The motion was then voted upon 

and also lost. 

The secretary was instructed to communicate with the secretary of the 

Legion and express the thanks and appreciation of the association 

membership for the use of the Memorial Hall. 

The meeting then adjourned. 

Names and addresses of those present, Wednesday, April 6th, 1932: 

Fred Smee, 8925 84th Ave., A. V. Daly, Y.M.C.A., T. Galliver, 11718 96th 

St., R. Hargreaves, 12031 96 St., Wilfrid E. Rose, 316 Tegler Bldg., D. A. Jazen, 
10047 101A Ave., Chas. Wampler, 10525 83rd Ave., J. J. Blewett, 10948 125th 

St., Geo. D. Hunt, 10236 123rd St., 

H. Elliott, 12728 112 Ave., R. Dean, 11925 92 St., W. Wright, 9810 94 Ave., 

J. H. Dallamore, 10343 149th St., W. C. Trimble, 10227 130 St., Stuart Gurr, 

10141 102 St., David High, 11743 87 St., J. F. Dewar, 11334 67 St., M. J. O’Leary, 

11625 97 St., W. K. MacDonald, 11839 93 St., W. D. Gavin, 11837 125 St., 

Pallison, 11415 101 St., J. R. Edwards, 10714 110 St., R. C. Dingley, 11537 90 

St., A. Fowlie, 10320 105 St., J. S. McConnell, Alberta Hotel, R. F. Brinkman, 

10718 126 St., Wm. J. Hill, 11908 95 St., H. Stonehewer, 10022 102 St.. J. 

Henderson, 10640 113 St., W. H. Ramshaw, 9718 76 Ave., W. Jordan, 12206 

Stony Plain Rd., R. A. Whyte, 12140 93 St., A. Strand, 12734 124 St., G. E. 

Gleave. 9734 83 Ave., Harry Clift, 10557 109 St., R. Dorey, 9726 87 Ave., Geo. 

Woodburn, 9750 92 St., P. M. Oldrovd, 10530 116 St., J. A. Waithe 9545 102A 

Ave., D. Collins, Elizabeth Court, C. B. Mathison, 10017 123 St., H. Smith, 9528 

101 Ave., T. Robb, 10326 93 St., L. J. Brown, 10308 115 St., F. Branam, 10014 

109 St., P. R. Muirhead, 9547 100A St., J. H. Mair, 11247 79 St., J. E. Booker, 

9927 81 Ave., E. Hay, 11138 65 St., Neville Jones, 11252 125 St., Col. L. C. 

Harris, 10205 125 St., O. Elliott, Busby. 

FILL IN THE QUESTIONAIRRE. 

THIS IS MOST IMPORTANT 
In order that the Association may have a reasonably complete record of 

its members, you are requested to furnish the information as set in the 

following questionnaire and mail or deliver it by hand to Norman Arnold, 

Assistant Secretary, 11908 92nd Street, Edmonton. 

DO IT NOW! 

Name 

Nickname (Army) 

Regimental No. Original Unit 

Platoon 

Company  Date of Joining 49th 

Date of Enlistment 

Service 

Wounds or Sickness 

Date of Discharge 

Civil Occupation and present place of work 

Family, if any 

Home Address 

Remarks 

N. Arnold, Esq.,  

11908 92nd Street,  

Edmonton, Alberta. 

1932 Dear Sir: 

I enclose herewith the sum of Fifty Cents in payment of membership due 

for 1932 in the 49th Battalion Edmonton Regiment Association. 

Name  

Address    

“Cap” Roberts and His Brother, the 

Archdeacon, Meet After 25 Years 
The following appeared as a special despatch to the Edmonton 

Bulletin from Jasper Lodge, under date of June 6th: 

Twenty-five years ago, two brothers parted in a small Surrey town in 

England, one to homestead in Canada, and the other to join the Anglican 

church in India. 

One became a successful farmer in Wembley, Alta., the other rose 

from assistant chaplain in the church’s largest diocese in India to its 

Archdeacon. Since their ways parted, they never met although 1915 

almost saw the reunion when the Archdeacon was home on holiday and 

the Canadian brother invalided to England from the front. They missed 

each other by a week. 

The brother from India, now Ven. Archdeacon A. B. Roberts, left 

here to join his brother in reunion, at Edmonton. He has been stationed at 

Nagpur in central India and is returning home. While holidaying at Jasper 

he established the contact with his: brother that will unite them once 

more. After a visit at Wembley the Archdeacon will leave for England to 

visit his sister at Wimbledon. 

 

The successful farmer at Wembley is our own. “Cap.” Roberts. 

NO DISCRIMINATION 

Customer: “Do you serve lobsters here?  

Waiter: “We serve anybody; sit down.”

  



July 1932    No. 15             THE FOURTY NINER 
 

Page 27 of 37 
 

 

THAT FIRST YEAR OVERSEAS 

(Continued from Page 8) 

thing had always thrilled us then! And to think that now, by the rarest 

piece of good fortune, we ourselves might experience this sensation 

in real, honest-to-goodness life — that is to say, the sensation of being 

the soldier who did the “stood beside him” act. 

Tramp! Tramp! Tramp! Off to war. The 9th day of October, in the 

year of grace, 1915. Christians, in this Twentieth Century after the 

birth — and death — of the meek and lowly Christ. He whom they 

profess to follow so diligently. Hot dog! The ambassadors of heaven, 

“say it’s okay” with God and Sammy Hughes, for we’re all right and 

they’re all wrong. Anyway, what the hell’s the diff! The coast is clear 

for murder, rape and pillage. Let’s go! Glory, Glory, Hallelujah! 

The trip across the channel. Seasickness, and some of us for the 

time being lost all of our enthusiasm for either the war or anything 

else. Then Bologne and those cobbled stones, the French train master 

and his queer tin horn. This was not our way of railroading and it 

looked funny, inefficient and futile. But we did not linger long in the 

darkness, for we were bound for the plains above the city. 

Rain, rain, rain. A beginning of that eternal mud of Flanders. 

We lay up in camp for a while, appeasing our hunger with the late 

Bert Clibbery’s mulligan stew. But we paid scant attention to either 

the cold or the wet. We were young. Hot blood coursed through our 

veins. It wouldn’t be interesting if we were comfortable; it wouldn’t 

be right, for it wouldn’t be war .... That was what we wanted now; 

war and hardships, nothing else. 

There were those among us who were impatient, even, to become 

lousy, for were not all real soldiers lousy? What fun it would be when 

we could write home and tell mother that at last we were “good and 

lousy!” She wouldn’t fully realize that we were not tin soldiers until 

we could acquaint her with that thrilling fact. And young Russell 

Burger (a likeable youngster of great promise who was snuffed out in 

March, 1916, in the apex) became something of a celebrity when he 

proudly produced the first cooty found in “A” Company. He did not 

know what it was; this little multilegged animal with a black spot on 

its back, until it was examined by ‘Sam Campbell1; Sam had seen 

them before, being by profession a Canadian lumberjack. 

A silent prayer, forthwith, went straight up from the hearts of 

some of us that this little animal might be a well fertilized female 

(which it apparently was) for then we could expect to soon be one of 

the great fraternity of veterans, a much more desirable state than that 

of mere soldiers. 

The battalion was not long left in Bologne. Shortly it was loaded 

into box cars, these tiny wagons on four wheels that passed as railway 

freight cars, marked on the side for so many horses, or so many men. 

The long jog for the front soon started. It wouldn’t be long now; 

already we strained our ears for a rumble which some claimed to have 

heard. We listened intently to hear the faint and blessed roar of guns, 

indicating that at last we were approaching the front, the real firing 

line. Slowly the train crawled on, on, on, ever onward, towards the 

front. At every stop we would listen. Nothing clearly indicative yet. 

We plugged along a little farther, stopped; a little farther, stopped 

again. In heaven’s name, would we ever get there! 

It finally became such a joke, this stopping, that whenever a halt 

was made without an apparently good cause, someone would most 

certainly wise crack at the expense of the engineer. 

“Doggone him; he’s gotta stop again! Been drinking too much 

beer, I guess.” 

At stations along the way, French people would crowd closely 

against the fence, anxious to see these British soldiers in whose ability 

to drive the invader from their land, they placed so much faith. But 

there were never any young men among them. Always it was women, 

children and old men. Obviously, the others were at the front. 

And then, in heaven’s name, what’s this we see? Are our eyes 

deceiving us? 

“Do you see what I see?” one asked excitedly of another. Yes, of 

course the other saw it. We all saw it. For a moment we stood wide-

eyed, amazed, almost paralyzed. “The gall of that old frog-eater! 

Right up there against the fence and in front of all those women, too!” 

“Yeah, and they don’t seem to pay no attention a-tall .... My God, 

ken y’ believe it? ... . Why don’t he use the toilet”? 

Toot, toot. Hello, the train was getting under way again. A wild 

scramble for the door, but not until a few pebbles had been shied at 

the astonished Frenchman, who wondered, no doubt, why he should 

have been singled out for this mild attack. 

As the train moved on, indications multiplied that the battalion 

was nearing the front. Soldiers, chiefly of the A.S.C. were now 

everywhere in evidence. Transports were on the move, trucks rushed 

about everywhere. Aeroplanes buzzed overhead, always going either 

east or west. Coming from or going to the fray. 

With the approach of darkness, a sense of loneliness crept on. Into 

the unknown. Close to the end of the journey. The thought came: 

where would it all end. Hitherto it had all been plenty of fanfare 

without action. Henceforth it would all be plenty of action without 

fanfare. Long cold nights ahead. Death constantly at hand. The reality 

of the thing; the bare, stark-naked enormity of the crime pressed itself 

upon us. Would we ever return and ride horseback over the Alberta 

prairies again? Why was this thing allowed to go on? Millions 

perishing by the sword, most of whom didn’t know what it was all 

about? If God were as omnipotent and all-powerful as we were taught 

to believe, back home in Sunday school, why did He not stop it? 

Why? Why? Why? Every thought worked itself into a great, big 

WHY. 

For the first time in our lives, some of us began to think; and some 

of us continued to think throughout the remaining three years of long, 

wet, cold, flare- lit, rat and louse infested nights of grim war. There 

were among us those who became so used to thinking that they 

carried their thoughts still farther, right into the little less grim years 

of the disastrous peace that followed. And these thinkers are 

beginning to solve problems; for instance, how best to rid themselves  

  

 
1 I wish it were possible to express the feeling I have for “old” 

Sam Campbell. A finer soldier than he never lived. 
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of the Bourbons and Junkers of their own country, of their own day, of 

their own generation. 

* * * 

Meanwhile the train continued to joggle endlessly on. We sat about 

on our kits in the growing darkness, munching now and then at hard tack, 

smoking cigarettes incessantly. To lie down and sleep was almost 

impossible. We wondered if Mother and Dad were in bed yet, back home 

on the prairie. And the other kids, where were they? Were THEY thinking 

about us. There was four- or five-hours difference in time. What time 

would it be there? 

Then there was the bed back home. How we would love to sink into 

it at that very moment, be engulfed in its soft folds, get the smell of the 

clean, white linen. And Mother’s pancakes; her maple syrup. Oh, for a 

chance to taste THAT once more. We would never again complain, once 

back home, out of this mess .... Gradually a dozing off to sleep. We’d 

probably feel more cheerful after a sleep and when daylight came. 

A rude awakening: we get up with a start, all alert. “What did the 

Sergeant say this dump was: Cassell? Where is it? Close to the firing 

line?” We looked eagerly into the deep darkness. No more indications of 

war here than had been seen for the last four hours. 

Out on the station platform officers and non-coms were rushing 

about, black, ghostlike objects in the night. Short, furtive figures, 

commands given, some scarcely above a whisper. At first all was 

hopeless confusion, though finally platoons were formed into line, 

lighted only by two oil torches that threw a sad, flitting eerie light from 

the station platform. 

END. 

 

NOTE: I had intended to make this a story of our first year abroad, as 

the title would indicate. However, it seems rather more than can be done 

in so small space as the FORTYNINER has available, no matter how 

sketchy. So, we will end it at Cassell. 

WHERE MAJOR HALE LOST A WHEEL 

The police report of an unusual car mishap, involving Major Hale’s 

car is reported under date of February 3rd. as follows: 

R. W. Hale of 10615 127 street was driving east on Jasper at 9:45 

a.m. Tuesday, February 2nd, when the front wheel of the car came off, 

ran across the street, jumped the curb and smashed through the front win-

dow of Stuart Brothers store at 103 street. 

SANCTUARY WOOD 

(Continued from Page 9) 

burgers took possession of the Canadian front line. 

The 49th, under then Col. W. A. Griesbach, D.S.O., in the 7th Brigade 

reserve, was called for the counterattack and early on the morning of June 

3 flung themselves on the German hordes and succeeded in driving them 

back some distance and straightening out the line. Further German 

attacks were resisted. 

On the nights of June 12 and 13, remnants of the gallant 3rd Division! 

reinforced by men of the 1st and 2nd Divisions, went over in a drenching 

rain to entirely recapture the lost ground remaining in German hands and 

entirely capturing or destroying the entire German garrison. 

This operation was considered one of the most perfectly conceived 

and executed in the whole war.— The Bulletin, June 2nd, 1932. 

“B” COY. MEN FROM THE NORTH 

 

R. Cruickshank, agent Provincial Lands at Lethbridge, and who, 

before the Province took over the Natural Resources, was Dominion 

Lands Agent at Peace River, furnished us with this picture. Top row 

(left to right): Billy Allison, in England; Dick Jefferson, killed in 

action; Wm. Turner, farming in Eastern Canada; Bert Wray, 

merchant at Grouard. Bottom row (left to right): W. Sweeney, killed 

in action; R. Cruickshank, Provincial Land Agent, Lethbridge; G. 

Saunders, manager, Bank of Commerce in B.C.; Billy Humble, killed 

in action. 

 

THE FORTY-NINERS, B.C. 

Sam Goodwin, a 15th Platoon man, has sent in a post card on the 

reverse side of which appears a poem composed by Pte. W. C. 

Skinner, 49th Battalion, which was published when the battalion was 

at Shorncliffe, and which in the light of events proves to have been 

almost prophetic: 

We came from fair Alberta, By the sweet Saskatchewan; 

And there’s many hearts there sighing 

For the loved ones who are gone; 

But we’re not all downhearted 

Though for home we oft may pine, We are training hard at 

Shorncliffe For the march across the Rhine. 

We came over here for trouble, And we’re spoiling for a scrap; And 

we won’t go back to Alta. Till we’ve changed the German map. Oh, 

’twill be the greatest battle That was ever seen by men; 

But you bet we’ll fix the, Germans So they’ll never fight again. 

And at last when it is over, And the victory is won, 

We return to home and loved ones 

Back in dear old Edmonton, As we proudly march up ‘Jasper” With 

our faces baked and brown, There will be some celebrating In that 

old Alberta town. 

Pte. W. C. SKINNER, 49th Battn. 
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THE ANNUAL DINNER 
(Continued from Page 10) 

in which each spoke the name of a friend in the battalion who found it 

impossible to attend. 

 

WAR-TIME MELODIES 

Major-General Griesbach then extended the thanks of the banquet to 

Red Gibbons and his snappy orchestra, which, throughout the evening 

had recalled the good old days by playing war-time melodies, starting 

with the evergreen “Colonel Bogey,” the war’s most popular march, and 

going right down the line through “Tipperary,” “Oh, It’s a Lovely War,” 

“Pack Up Your Troubles,” and others, to the intense delight of the boys, 

who joined in the choruses with the utmost enthusiasm. 

Next came the reading of telegrams. 

Here excitement and enthusiasm reached its peak. From all parts of 

the Dominion, from south of the boundary and from across the seas came 

messages to the Forty-Ninth. 

Brig-Gen. J. A. Clarke, D.S.O., of Vancouver, former commander of 

the Seventh Brigade, wired his remembrances. 

Cheers rent the room when a message came in from Maj.-Gen. Sir 

Archibald McDonnell, first commander of the Seventh Brigade, the 

popular and fearless “Fighting Mac” of the Canadian Corps. “Good old 

Forty-Ninth,” he wired, “Always ready for the fray, we knew that where 

you were engaged there would be no giving way.” 

It seemed as though Bedlam had broken loose when wires were 

received from those other battalions of the “Silver Seventh” Brigade, the 

battalions which, with the Forty-Ninth, made up a brigade considered 

without a peer in the whole British army. From the Royal Canadian 

Regiment, at London, Ont.; from the Princess Patricia’s Canadian Light 

Infantry, Winnipeg, and from the Forty-Second Royal Highlanders of 

Canada, the “Gallant Forty-Twa” of Montreal, came messages. “Good 

Old Pats,” and “Grand old R. C. R.,” and “Hooray for the Forty-Twa,” 

shouted the Forty-Niners as the telegrams were read. 

Former members of these battalions suitably replied to the toasts. 

Col. McLeod, Col. Harstone, Col. Hobbins, Fred Deer, president of 

the Canadian Legion, Col. Harris, Capt. G. L. Hudson and others 

contributed brief remarks. 

Capt. G. D. Hunt and Norman Arnold were congratulated on their 

splendid production of “The Forty-Niner,” the regimental magazine. 

In his brief remarks Gen. Griesbach said that he had come to the 

conclusion that to attain and retain greatness nations must realize that 

they must fight and that the people must be prepared to do and die in 

order that their country might exist. Great nations of the past had 

crumbled when their peoples refused to wage war and he stated that Great 

Britain, by its arms, spread civilization and maintained liberty. To 

preserve these attributes, Britishers must be prepared to fight if necessary. 

At the heads of the seven individual tables in the room were Major 

A. P. Chattell, D.S.O., J. W. H. Williams, Jack Blewitt, Capt. J. Floen, 

Capt. T. Higginson, Major Louis Younger, D.S.O., and Col. A. Elliott, 

M.M. 

 

 

THE BING BOYS 

 
T. W. Greenfield, manager of the Royal Trust Company at Hamilton, has very 

kindly furnished us with this photograph which includes the faces of several 

notable characters in the battalion. The picture was taken at that peculiarly 

pronounced place called “Faucquenham.” Top row: Jack Carmichael, Phil Hogan, 

Maurice Lowe. Front row (seated left to right) Pte. Smith, Husky Leddingham, 

Paddy Chapman. 
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GAMBLING IN QUEER PEACES—-By Le Petite Sergeant Major 

Taking a chance was of course an everyday matter out there where 

life was cheap and hung on a thread, and the gamble of life wasn’t at 

Monte Carlo that I will relate. Certain is it that the devotees and 

patronizers of that well-known resort for trying your luck had no more 

excitement at their tables than had the boys out in France in their barns, 

billets, dugouts and trenches. 

The old game of toodleum buck was of course always in evidence 

amongst the boys and crown and anchor had its following although most 

of the boys thought that the “house” had the main chance in it, still they 

couldn’t resist the lure, and would bring their little addition to swell the 

pockets of the bankers. 

Poker had a great hold on most of the boys and many hours and francs 

were spent in gaming at this alone. Although not joining in on this, I have 

had hours of amusement simply watching the changing expressions, on 

the face of the players and trying to judge what value hand was held by 

the different players. I grew quite adept at spotting some, but others had 

the real old “poker” face and had you fooled regarding their holdings 

most of the time. 

Amongst the many gamblers, I knew out there, the most rabid and 

unrestrained was an English Jew, named Primak, stretcher bearer of “D” 

Coy. and his running mate, Cpl. Hadcock, 14 platoon. The time just after 

the capture of Vimy Ridge was when I rejoined the Bn. and became 

acquainted with Primak, and reacquainted with the Cpl., he being an old- 

timer of “D”. 

Most of you who were with the Bn. around their summer “holidays” 

of 1917, at Petit Vimy will remember the captured railroad where Fritz 

had his gun emplacements and the other branch which led to the mine 

tipple, connecting up with the sunken road one side of this forming quite 

an embankment; the whole making a hollow square with the mouth to-

wards the German lines. You know where he gas shelled all one day and 

spoilt our holiday? While in supports in the trenches here it was the habit 

of the two above named to bet as to whether the next Jack Johnson would 

hit, fall beyond or short of the lone coal truck — which for part of our 

holidays at this resort, was the lone representation, along with parts of the 

tipple, of the mining industry of that vicinity. Money changed hands 

pretty often between the two for Fritz had a spite at the coal truck; or was 

it because Bn. Hqtrs. was located in a dugout below? 

They got a lot more fun though, out of the gunners of the sacrifice 

field battery which was placed in this hollow square. The gunners would 

dash madly forward to fire a few shells in retaliation at Fritz, or for some 

other reason known only to gunnery officers, and dash madly back again, 

amidst a hail of shrapnel sent over by Fritz. Great would be the betting as 

to whether anyone would be hit, and several times a gunner or two was 

caught, although I never witnessed a case out of the numerous times I 

held my breath during this side show. 

When anyone was dispatched for rations or to the cookhouse on an 

errand which would leave them exposed to the enemy, this would again 

be a subject for speculation, and the poor victims of the gamble would 

earnestly pray that the negative side would win the stakes. (That is if you 

could call the not being hit the negative and being hit the positive. 

Anyway, if the hit was positive the victim was very often negative). 

Of course, the old hitchy coos were requisitioned for the horse racing 

part of the program and the old saddle backed ones, which were 

supposedly the males, most often proved the winner. Hadcock accused 

his opponent of having doped his favourite “galloper” with rum or some 

D — concoction out of his first aid kit. What would ultimately have been 

the outcome of all this had not fate in the form of a raid at Avion 

intervened, I am not prepared to say. In this raid Hadcock had charge of 

14 ptn.— his Sergt. Alec Hay going on leave the day before — and he 

was along with the rest of the boy’s instrumental in capturing some kind 

of an untier offizier, who wore the ribbon of the Iron Cross. Hadcock said 

to him at the same time as he pulled at the ribbon, “You are a brave son 

of a gun, you are.” He collected the prisoner’s sash, small arm, and lugar 

revolver, so winning the stakes without making a bet. I regret to say that 

Primak was killed in this raid. One of the company’s men was ordered to 

take a message to those forward, he had no sooner gone over the parapet, 

when some explosion occurred, probably rifle grenade, and he was hit. 

Primak was ordered to attend to him, when another similar explosion 

occurred, and he got hit. This time I felt it my duty to go and attend them 

and calling for another man — with the wind way up — we went and 

brought them in, but Primak’s head was shattered and he died 

immediately. The other man was Garryuk, a Russian, anchor man on the 

bn. tug- of-war team. He was already dead when we reached them. 

Primak was a linguist having command of 3 or 4 languages, which made 

him a decidedly useful member to his Coy. officer. On retiring they were 

carried back to our lines and received burial along with other numerous 

victims of Fritz’s last few minutes retaliation. 

Those who helped to carry Garryuk sure had their work cut out, for 

he hung over the stretcher on all sides, and made tough going over the 

debris of our bombardment, being about the tallest man I think “D” 

company ever had. 

Hadcock’s present whereabouts I am unable to say; a year or so ago 

there was an item in one of the local papers from him, wishing to hear 

from his old comrades. I would like anyone who has his address to 

forward the same to the association secretary. 

49th OVERSEAS BATTALION, 

EDMONTON REGIMENT, C.E.F. 

WAR STATISTICS 

Total Enlistments       4,050 
Killed in Action           647 

Died of Wounds            89 

Died, other Causes            88 

Wounded         2,282 
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A “FORTYNINER” AND “FORTY-TWA” 

ARE PARTNERS IN BUSINESS 
Byron Morrison, company machine gunner, who lost his left leg and half his 

right at Passchendaele, has opened up a jewelry and watch repairing shop at 10010 

- 101A Avenue, which being translated, means Rice Street, five doors east of 

Safeway’s. Associated with Ron is an old “Forty-two” signaller, Arthur W. 

Barnes. The firm name is Morrison & Barnes. 
 

 
 

 
R. C. R. KEEP UP 150-YEAR-OLD 

CONNECTION WITH KING’S REGT. 

A splendid reception was accorded by the King’s Regiment at Aldershot to a 

contingent of the Royal Canadian Regiment, allied to the King’s Regiment. 

The visitors are to take part in the Aldershot tattoo, and during their stay will be 
the guests of the King’s Regiment, which is defraying all expenses. 

In the American War of Independence, the two regiments fought side by side, and 

have never since lost touch with each other. 
Clad in khaki uniform, and not a few wearing war decorations, they are a fine 

specimen of the Dominion soldiery.— News of the World, June 11. 

 

SOMME BULLET TAKEN FROM 

CANADIAN AFTER SIXTEEN YEARS 
Under date of Jan. 22, 1932, the following Associated Press dispatch from 

Olean, N. Y., says: 
A machine gun bullet was removed from Ernest R. McIndoe’s right hip today, 

by a surgeon, almost 16 years after McIndoe was wounded on the Somme front in 

the Great War. 
McIndoe, who served in the 16th battalion, Canadian Expeditionary Forces, 

was wounded in the lower left side of the abdomen. 

 

BAD FRIENDS 
The very raw recruit got a real good wigging from the young lieutenant. 

Next day he passed his superior' officer without saluting. He was pulled up. 

“Why the deuce didn’t you salute me?” demanded the officer. “Well, sir.” said 

the rookie. “I thought you were still cross with me.” —The New Royal, London. 
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FINANCIAL STATEMENT FROM JANUARY 31ST, 1931 TO JANUARY 31, 1932 
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UNCLAIMED BANK BALANCES 
When the newspapers published a list of Unclaimed Bank Balances, 

Norman Arnold, the Assistant Secretary of the Association, spotted the 

names of several Forty-Niners and immediately communicated with them 

or their next-of-kin. The following is a letter received from Charles 

Manley, Esq., father of William Manley “D” Coy., killed in the third 

battle of Ypres, June 2nd-3rd, 1916. 

Survivors of this scrap will please note that Mr. Manley is anxious to 

hear something of the battle, and it will be quite worth the while of any 

man who can do so to write him. 

Mr. Manley writes a strong hand, very unusual in a gentleman of his 

years. 

30 Rockwell Green, Wellington, S.W. 

June 27, 1932 H. Arnold Esq., 

11908 92nd St., Edmonton. 

 

Dear Sir: 

I have now heard from the Royal Bank of Canada and have received 

the proceeds of my late son’s (William) investment, and I am now won-

dering what kind of acknowledgement I can hand you for your kind 

interest and trouble. Can you suggest anything of commercial use, or of 

literary interest. Are there any of the 49th who know anything about the 

field of battle in Belgium on that day when my son met with it? I have 

never heard any details. I’m getting old now (approaching 76), and have 

had considerable office experience in overseas trade, and my mind has 

often been intrigued by the extraordinary Nos. on your streets. For 

instance, your address, 92nd street and No. 11908 on 92nd street. It 

suggests a population that is not corroborated by statistics supplied 

through Dun’s Gazetteer. Your town-planning schemes must of course, 

be different to our congested areas, but your street Nos., etc., has got me 

fixed, and should like to be put wise. Excuse this diversion, but it’s an 

old man’s fancy, I suppose. Shall be glad to hear from you. Meanwhile 

the very best to you. 

Yours very sincerely, 

CHARLES MANLEY. 
 

THE PRESIDENT’S LETTER 
(Continued from Page 22) 

both these projects are beyond our financial strength, but we should 

have them in mind and work towards them. 

The members of your executive have been loyal, faithful and 

hardworking. Like the “non-commissioned man,” they are the backbone 

of your association and all that we have accomplished is due to them. 

In resuming the command for this year, I do so in much the same 

spirit that I did in the war — if I should happen to go wrong the troops 

will pull me through. 

Yours faithfully, 

W. A. GRIESBACH. 
 

HONORABLE SCARS 

Artist, talking to model: “I wish that you wouldn’t wear such tight 

garters—” 

Artist (looking more closely): “ — and for goodness sake quit sitting 

on those cane-bottomed chairs.” 
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NEW MEDAL PLANNED TO 

TAKE PLACE OF THE “V. D.” 
A dispatch from Ottawa says: — A new officers’ decoration and a 

medal for other ranks common to the non-permanent militia and 

territorial forces of the whole Empire have been devised by the war office 

and will replace the various awards which, from time to time, have been 

granted for long and honorable service. 

The “V.D.” or “Volunteer Decoration” for officers and the old 

“colonial auxiliary forces long service medal” will disappear in Canada, 

their place taken by the “Efficiency Decoration” for officers and the 

“efficiency Medal” for other ranks. The “Efficiency Decoration” will 

entitle the recipients to append the “E.D.” to their rank and name. 

Twenty years on the active list, of which ten years spent in the ranks 

may count, with double time conceded for war service, constitute the 

requirements for the “E.D.” But officers who have already been awarded 

the "V.D.” are not entitled to count the service they spent for this award 

as qualifying them for the “E.D.” 

For the “Efficiency Medal” 12 years’ efficient service are required, 

including 12 annual trainings. Clasps will be awarded on completion of 

18 years’ and 24 years’ service. All service must be continuous, except 

in special circumstances provided for in the royal warrant or defined by 

regulations. 

The riband of the “E.D.” is green, with a yellow stripe down the 

centre; that of the “Efficiency Medal” is green with yellow stripes down 

the edges. 

Pending the establishment of local regulations for Canada, the award 

of the two new honors will be effective in this country as from September 

23, 1931. 
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