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The Fourty-Niner 

Number Eighteen EDMONTON, ALBERTA January 1934

Editorial 

GENERAL SIR ARTHUR CURRIE 
WITH solemn pomp General Sir Arthur Currie was borne to the grave 

in Montreal on the 5th of December last which day was his fifty eighth 

birthday. Hundreds of thousands of people lined the street while thousands, 

civil, military, students, ex-service men and the great officers of the state 

marched in the funeral procession. His Majesty the King was represented 

by the Governor- General. The funeral service at the grave-side was broad-

cast. 

No Canadian, with the possible exception of Sir John MacDonald, 

has had such a funeral for the reason that with the possible exceptions of 

Sir John MacDonald and Sir Wilfrid Laurier, no Canadian has bulked quite 

so largely in the estimation of the Canadian people as did General Currie. 

The romance of General Currie’s life intrigued the imagination of the 

Canadian people. Born of quite ordinary Canadian stock in the small 

Ontario town, his education, employment and progress did not differ 

greatly from that of thousands of others yet when the time came he rose to 

a great position and filled every requirement involved. What were the 

qualities that made General Currie a great man? 

First of all a trained and disciplined military mind. General Currie had 

burned the mid-night oil over a period of many years in pursuit of military 

knowledge. He had read, conversed and reflected upon military subjects 

until no military situation which confronted him was insoluble—indeed the 

appropriate measures came to mind instantly—and this is the object of 

military education. 

Currie was an intellectually honest man. He deceived no one, not even 

himself. Men could trust Currie, and everyone knew it. He was a just and 

fair man. He understood human nature and made all proper allowances for 

human weakness. Many a man condemns himself out of his own mouth. 

Currie did not even accept such self-condemnation. He looked further and 

saw the better side. He had a high sense of duty and singleness of purpose. 

He hewed to the line and let the chips fall where they might. 

He consulted and discussed with all manner of men but in execution 

he was stern and resolute. He had moral courage of a high order and did 

not fear to speak words of wisdom to those in high places. 

Such was the man who led us to victory in the Great War. Many 

factors contributed to the great name of the Canadian Corps not the least 

of these was Arthur Currie. 

And now he is gone. 

The place that knew him will know him no more. His place was a 

great place. Half a million men could claim some acquaintance with him. 

They trusted him, they admired him, they respected him. The great 

university over which he presided knew him as a wise, gentle, tolerant 

leader. His many intimate friends alone knew how human, how reasonable 

and how approachable he was. To all these his death came as a personal 

bereavement. 

As well the whole nation is bereaved, for all men know that only at 

infrequent intervals do great men arise and play a proper part. The nation 

was proud of Currie for he rose from out its ranks and when he was 

measured against the great ones of the earth he was not found to be wanting 

in stature. 

The 49th Battalion (Edmonton Regiment) Association extends to 

Lady Currie and her children profound and respectful sympathy. 

ORIGINAL OR REINFORCEMENT 
The term original applied to a member of a battalion, and 

especially in the case of our own, has several implications, according 

to whether a man is an original or a later addition to the ranks of 

“Ours”. 

This term can be applied with a whole lot of meaning, derogatory 

or otherwise. The pride of any soldier who enlisted in a battalion at its 

inception is perfectly legitimate and is one of the “ethics” of a soldierly 

existence which go to make up a proper “esprit de corps”. 

It is the same with any of the older Imperial battalion's, only their 

originals having long since become deceased, or in soldierly language 

FADED AWAY, the number is used by the older “Sweat” to show his 

soldierly superiority, and to be in the 10,000’s and not the 11,000’s, is 

to be on a pedestal as regards standing, notwithstanding the fact that 

the 10,000’s might only be 10,999 and the 11’s, 11,000. 

Still this can be carried to excess, and an undignified superiority 

complex built up on the one hand, and an inferiority one on the other. 

In this way instead of a healthy spirit of rivalry, sometimes, amongst 

some of the men is engendered a spirit of bitter antagonism. 

It has been the boast of all true Forty-Niners that very little of this 

antagonism was evident in the battalion, and it is only in the minds of 

some who are not putting “first things first” that the pro or anti original 

is carried on so as to cause trouble. Nevertheless, it has been brought 

to the notice of the writer, both personally and by others, that there is 

a little feeling of this description still in existence. 

To combat this might I refer the men, both originals and later 

acquisitions to our battalion, to the spirit which prevailed during their 

mutual service in the War. There, where the metal of a man was tried, 

was the merging of opposite battalion interests in the common purpose 

of carrying on. And so surely were all absorbed into the 49th, unit and 

spirit that the battalion always lived up to the first high standard set by 

the originals. And we all know that some men who came to us as 

reinforcements did more service than many original members, whether 

by reason of good or bad luck in not being wounded, it is not of 

particular interest to say, sufficient that they did it. 

General Griesbach, when Colonel of the battalion, in a speech of 

welcome to one of the drafts, said: — “The original members of the 

49th made the name of the battalion, and the reinforcements enhanced 

it.” And that very aptly and pithily puts us all where we belong. 

—Le Petite Sergeant Major. 
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Au Revoir 

 
Piccadilly, or Leicester Square; I don’t care 
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GENERAL GRIESBACH’S TRIBUTE TO GENERAL SIR ARTHUR CURRIE 
Canada’s Foremost Soldier 

General Sir Arthur Currie, Canada’s foremost soldier died in the 

Royal Victoria Hospital, Montreal, Thursday, November 30th, 

after an illness of three week’s duration. A full military funeral 

accompanied by a salute of 

nineteen guns, was held on 

Tuesday December 4th. The 

funeral service was attended by 

the most prominent dignitaries 

of Church and State in Canada. 

His Majesty, The King, was 

represented by the Earl of 

Bessborough. General Currie 

besides his achievement as 

Canadian Corps Commander 

occupied the position of 

principal of McGill University 

for thirteen years. General 

Currie became Commander in 

Chief of the Canadian Army in 

France, succeeding General Sir 

Julian Byng after the battle of 

Vimy, continuing to the end of 

the war. 

Major General Griesbach’s 

tribute to General Currie, as 

printed in both The Bulletin 

and The Edmonton Journal, is 

reproduced here as a matter of 

historical record. General 

Griesbach by reason of his 

intimate association with General Currie during the war was in a 

position to observe his outstanding soldierly qualities. 

The article follows: 

“A prince has fallen this day in Israel. A great Canadian has gone 

to his reward. 

“General Currie was a product of Canada, by birth, breeding and 

education. He was not, as many have said, a mere civilian called 

by accident to high military command. On the contrary he had 

served for 20 years in our militia before the great war and had taken 

advantage of every opportunity presented by that service to fit 

himself for the task that was finally laid upon him. He had read and 

studied deeply all the great campaigns, consequently he brought to 

the discharge of his duties a well-stored military mind. Yet he 

never lost touch with the minutiae of military organization and ad-

ministration. I have heard him talk of boots and buttons, rations, 

leave and amusements with the understanding of a platoon 

commander. To these high military qualities were added a broad 

toleration of other men’s views, a sense of justice and fairness, 

almost unlimited (but not quite unlimited) patience and a profound 

admiration and respect for the men under his command. He was 

strong in conference. He deferred respectfully to other men’s 

opinions, but he led the conference, nevertheless. In execution, he 

was vigorous, resolute, indeed ruthless. 

Made Few Mistakes 

“With all respect and affection, I would say that he was not a 

great man instinctively or spontaneously, but rather a great man by 

a studied and thoughtful observance of the rules of greatness. He 

made very few mistakes in men or events and a military 

commander in war gains merit or the reverse by the fewness or 

number of his mistakes. In times of stress, he kept his head when 

others were losing theirs. 

“He had moral courage of a high order and upon occasions, stood 

up to his government, the war office and the commander-in-chief 

and had his way. These were occasions when the honor, credit or 

efficiency of the Canadian Corps were involved and not 

infrequently the question of tactical action which would have taken 

heavy toll of the corps. Many men living today owe their lives to 

Currie’s high courage and his devotion to the interests of those 

serving under him. 

Had Big Job to Do. 

“In modern war, commanding generals do not lead their men on 

a prancing horse with uplifted sword but direct them from the rear. 

From this, there is no escape. It follows that lower ranks seldom 

see and never get to know their commanding generals, as was the 

case in the old days. Indeed, the lower ranks are apt to lay their 

troubles and hardships at the door of the commanding general. 

Whether Currie’s mind ever wandered to the question of his 

popularity with the men, I do not know. I do know that he never 

allowed it to interfere with his duty. He believed that he had a big 

job to do and every ounce that was in him was devoted to the work 

in hand. Today, I venture to assert, that with the wider knowledge 

that has come to hand in the meantime, there will scarcely be found 

a man who served under Currie who will not pay tribute to those 

qualities to which I have referred. 

“In 1918, General Currie stood at the top of the tree as a corps 

commander in the British expeditionary force. It was a matter of 

common talk, both within and without the Canadian corps, that if 

the war had been carried on longer, Currie would have gone to the 

command of one of the British armies. 

Knew Him Intimately 

“I think that I may say that I knew General Currie intimately. I 

served directly under him when he Commanded the first Canadian 

division and I commanded the first brigade. He was at his best 

when he was not observing the “rules of greatness.” There was a 

delightful simplicity about him then which was very attractive. He 

chuckled over a good story and told a few himself. In every army 

there are a number of humorists. Currie had a stock of these soldier 

yarns which he liked to tell, even when the point of the story turned 

upon some of his own peculiarities. 

(Continued on Page 33) 

  



Jan 1934    No. 18             THE FOURTY NINER 
 

Page 8 of 41 
 

A WARTIME XMAS MESSAGE 
Ernest J. Sharp, late Sergeant 49th Battalion 

The Colonel’s Christmas Message was written in a wooden hut in 

our desolate billets round Locre, one wet dreary November day. 

Perhaps I may be allowed before quoting it to strike a note or two that 

will recall to those who are left of the old 49th Battalion a happy 

memory of that Merry Xmas spent in Flanders in 1915. 

The Battalion was in rest-billets, ankle deep in mud. It had rained 

almost every day, and, what was worse, almost every night; for up to 

then we had been undergoing a period of breaking-in to campaign life, 

and working-parties were sent up near the front line nightly. 

So far, our casualties had been few. We had been only two and a 

half months in France, and things had been fairly quiet. But as was 

natural round about Xmas time, those of our comrades who had passed 

on, and those who were dear to us at home, were much in our thought. 

And so, it will be seen that in his Message our Colonel wished us not 

A Merry Christmas, but rather “Very Many Merry Christmases.” 

Yet, in the unusual circumstances, and despite the mud, the cold 

and discomfort, we somehow managed to make a very merry Xmas 

night of it. 

Who can forget that wonderful concert we had in the old barn near 

— was it Dranoutre? For the life of me, I cannot recall the name of the 

place, though I can see it all so clearly in my mind’s eye. The band was 

there, full strength, swaying, — shall I say? —to the music. Or 

swaying—shall I say? — on account of . . . No, I shall not! The wistful 

wartime songs, the choruses, the marching tunes, the laughter and the 

jest! Oh, we had a whale of a night! Perhaps now and then the songs 

were a bit risqué; but none of them, I think, was quite so “tough” as 

that of a wandering English artilleryman who, no doubt scenting free 

beer, drifted in and, half canned, regaled us with the famous lines of 

“Rollocking Bill The Sailor.” 

One episode towards the close of that rather hectic night, caused 

great delight. A certain well-beloved officer who shall be nameless, 

would persist in trying to burst the big drum. The sheer determination 

of his efforts almost caused a panic in the more upright members of 

the Band. However, to our great regret the Daly Brothers — one the 

Bandmaster and the other the Big Drummer — by heroic efforts saved 

their “pet”. 

Well, that Xmas night was long talked of in Battalion lines. It was 

the last Merry Xmas for a great many, for soon after the New Year we 

began to take our regular tricks in the trenches, and before Xmas 1916 

the gaps in the ranks had become wide — very wide. 

Here then, is the Colonel’s Xmas Message, taken from the 

Battalion Magazine, “The Fortyniner,” which was published in 

Flanders, — a manly message from a leader of men. It was an 

inspiration to us then; it is a Message we are proud to have by us today. 

“In picture, song, and story, Christmas for hundreds of years has 

been thought of as a time for jollification, warmth, good living, and 

happiness, with ‘Peace on earth, goodwill towards men’. Unless I am 

much mistaken, we shall spend this Christmas in the trenches, and the 

usual conception of Christmas will be knocked ‘Galley West’. Neces-

sarily I am writing this well before the event, and many things may 

happen between now and then, but I have no doubt that, whatever 

happens, the 49th will meet it with that same cheerfulness and 

willingness which has characterized the regiment since its 

organization. Of one thing I can always be certain — that is, that some 

joker very much in the rear rank will see the humourous side of any 

situation that may develop. ‘Crockett’s Horse’ are not only great 

cavalrymen, but also make up for the water in the rum. 

“The past twelve months have been full of events for all of us. 

Organization, training in Edmonton, the railway journey to the sea, the 

voyage to England, and, lastly, the ‘Front’. Sadness, gladness, 

excitement, trepidation, every kind of thrill, in fact, that anyone could 

wish for. Yet back of it all is the outstanding fact that here we are, 

somewhat over a thousand of us, in this ancient country that Julius 

Caesar wrote about; and twelve months ago we were more or less 

peaceable citizens at home, in a clean, green, fresh Canada, and in the 

cleanest and freshest part of it. Comparisons are odious, but of one 

thing I am sure — that those of us who go back will have a very much 

higher regard for our country than we ever had before. We shall think 

more highly of our rights, our liberties, our customs, and our 

institutions. We shall probably then have a clearer conception of what 

we are fighting for here now, and we shall forever thank God that we 

belong to a great Empire whose might and power is all-sufficient to 

keep war away from our country and from those who are near and dear 

to us. 

“This Christmas will not be a particularly merry one to the 49th. 

On the other hand, it will be as merry as it can be, if I know anything 

of the spirit of this regiment; and of this I am sure — that no man would 

wish to be elsewhere, and that every man will feel a certain grim 

satisfaction in the thought that we are here, although we came mighty 

near not being here at all as a regiment. 

“In a life filled with uncertainties, the most certain thing in God’s 

country, under our clear Alberta sky, clean white snow, and jingling 

bells, coal and wood to burn that can be honestly come by, dry clothes, 

and grub aplenty. We shall gather about the fire, and ‘sloping’ our 

crutches, ‘tell how fields were won.’ And what a story we shall have 

to tell! Of marches and bivouacs, of camps and billets, and adventures 

by flood and field. A laugh for the fun we have had: a tear for good 

fellows gone below. And, overall, the great satisfaction that will be 

ours in having done ‘our bit’. 

“I wish you all very many Merry Christmases.” (Signed). “W. A. 

Griesbach. 

Lt. Col. Commdg. 49th Bn.” 

 

The “House That Jack Built” 

“Speaking of the wooden hut in which the Colonel wrote his message” 

says an old timer “brings to mind how the hut was built. On the H.Q. Pioneers 

at that time was an old soldier named Hulme, a North of Ireland man.” 

“The lumber, tar paper and nails having been delivered the Pioneer 

Sergeant told Hulme to go ahead and make a hut, size so and so. Hulme sized 

up the amount of material available and immediately told the Sergeant it 

couldn’t be done. The Sergeant declared he had all the lumber he could get 

and (Continued on Page 36)
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MY WAR DIARY - By Thos. M. Mounsey 
The author of this “War Diary” is Thomas M. Mounsey, who is a farmer at Sunset Prairie, B.C. The diary was compiled with the most infinite pains and 

is one of the most complete and intensely human-interest documents ever brought to our attention. Mounsey very generously forwarded his manuscript to us 

and we in turn sent it along to Inar W. Anderson, D.C.M., who is now a resident in Montreal, where he is the Canadian representative of the Italian Line of 

Steamships. Mr. Anderson very kindly edited and typed the manuscript, but as he says on referring to it, “I saw fit only on rare instances to make changes in 

the grammatic construction.” It will require at least two more installments to complete the diary. 

 

CHAPTER 2 

On July 15th I was attached to a draft for the 49th battalion. On 

July 17th we marched off from St. Martin’s Plains to the tune of 

Soldiers of the King. We marched to the station and entrained for 

Southampton. There we embarked on the “City of Dunkirk” during the 

afternoon and sailed at 8:30 a.m. It was foggy crossing - the channel. 

It was on that boat that I ate my first hard tack biscuit. It took me forty-

five minutes to get it down and then I only managed it by sheer will 

power. On July 18th we landed at LeHavre about noon and had to 

march about seven miles to the Canadian base depot. When we got off 

the boat a number of French children stood by and sang Tipperary in 

good English. It was a very hot day and the march relieved us of some 

sweat. We had a medical examination on arriving at the camp before 

having anything to eat. One was apt to wonder if they would send us 

away again without anything to eat, if they found anything wrong with 

us. On July 19th we were ordered to turn out in full marching order. 

Then we marched to the training ground where we had two powerful 

lectures by the adjutant and the R.S.M., who both had had experience 

in the front line. The lectures were given in a place like a circus without 

any top and became known as the bull ring. The adjutant sure did soak 

it into us about the German atrocities and he told us about several 

terrible things too shocking to mention, which he had known to have 

been committed by Germans and he told us that if we were not willing 

to avenge such crimes we were not worthy of the uniform we wore. 

“Exterminate them,” he said. “Do not leave one alive”. And if one of 

them approached any of us with his hands up, saying “Mercy, comrade, 

me got wife and six children,” we were to tell him that he wouldn’t get 

the chance to have any more. 

The R.S.M. was a lot calmer than the adjutant and he gave us some 

good instruction on trench warfare. We had to march about a mile and 

a half with full packs all the time we were at this depot and we were 

poorly fed. July 20th we had a cleaning up day and medical inspection. 

On the 21st we had a lecture on how to use our gas helmets and also 

passed through a gas chamber with them on. They told us that the gas 

in the chamber was ten times stronger than it would ever be in actual 

warfare. 

July 22nd, we had an obstacle course, jumping over trenches, 

barbed wire fences, fixing bayonets on the run and firing from cover, 

etc. We also had some bayonet drill. In doing this bayonet drill we 

were fixed up with wire head protection and padded all over so that we 

couldn’t hurt each other. Then we were arranged in two attacking lines. 

We used dummy spring bayonets and for a while we had quite a battle. 

It was a warm job for a hot day but I think we all enjoyed it. It was the 

most practical form of bayonet drill I ever took part in. Sometimes we 

were expected to get worked up into a fearful rage at an innocent sack 

of straw and stick the bayonet into it and imagine we had killed a 

German. One day we ran in single file through a trench and were told 

to bayonet all the stuffed bags we saw as they represented Germans. It 

was easy to run past them as they were cunningly placed. 

On Sunday the twenty-third, I attended a voluntary Holy 

Communion service and we also had parade service later on. On the 

twenty-fourth we had instruction on wire entanglements. On the 28th 

we had a course in trench relief. We took over the trench from the party 

we relieved in the early morning and we in turn were relieved about 

ten o’clock at night. This was a long stretch, but it was an easy one. 

During the day we had turns on sentry duty and we also had gas alarms 

and bombing and so on. July 29th we had a 12-round practice on a 

miniature range. We were complimented by the officer in charge of the 

range for our good shooting. The Ross rifles were good for target 

practice but when you said that you said it all. The bolt was too 

complicated and hard to keep clean and in working order and the rifle 

itself was too long and heavy. Sunday July 30th, we had church parade. 

On August 5th we turned in our Ross rifles and were issued Lee-

Enfields instead. This was a good exchange as the Lee-Enfields felt 

like a swagger stick after handling the Ross. The same day the 3rd 

Division entrenching battalion was formed, and I was attached to it. 

On August 6th we left the Canadian Base depot and boarded the 

train for LeHavre. On the evening of the 8th we got off the train at 

Poperinghe in Belgium after traveling all night and all day. We had 

four or five miles march to camp. One had strange feelings on that 

march. We were within the sound of the guns and we could see the 

flashes from them in the dark. We could see the very lights going up 

all along the front line and from them we were able to see the shape of 

the Ypres Salient. The sides of it were on our flanks while the point 

was far ahead of us. As we got nearer the sides of the Salient began to 

show behind us, while the point was still well ahead. When we got to 

camp we had little cone shaped huts to sleep in that reminded one of 

dog kennels. The place was called Outredom. During the night we had 

a gas alarm and we had to get up and wear our gas helmets for about a 

half an hour. We could see the gas drift past. That was the only time I 

ever saw cloud gas; after that my experience was with shell gas. At 

night on August 18th we went up the line on a working party to work 

on a reserve trench just behind the front line. We went out every night 

on the same job. 

One night as we went up the Line on a working party, we got a gas 

alarm and put our masks on. As we passed along the road I couldn’t 

see, as the eyeglasses were sweaty, and I walked over the end of the 

culvert and fell into the ditch. There was a big brawny Scotchman in 

the same platoon as I whom everyone liked to bother, and everyone 

called him Husky for a nick-name.  
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While we were out working on a trench some of the fellows got the 

habit of throwing pieces of dirt at Husky for fun when he wasn’t 

looking, and he would sometimes get sore. One night I was working 

close to Husky when I heard a spent bullet whistle past me and Husky 

turned around quick and started calling the fellows down for throwing 

rocks at him, and he said what he would do with the first man he caught 

doing it again. I told him that it wasn’t a rock, but a bullet that had hit 

him. But he would not believe me, and nothing would convince him of 

anything but that someone had hit him in the shoulder with a rock. He 

worked on until we went back to camp, but when we got into the hut 

his shoulder was beginning to feel so stiff that he was beginning to 

think that it must have been a bullet that hit him. We told him to take 

his shirt off and let us see it, and sure enough he had a bullet wound in 

his shoulder. He went to the doctor the next morning and the doctor 

had a good laugh when Husky told him that he thought someone had 

hit him with a rock. He was sent out to Hospital, but he wasn’t away 

long until he was back again and when he got back, he thought perhaps 

he had only been hit with a rock after all. 

 

THOS. M. MOUNSEY author of “My War Diary’’ enlisted in the 

82nd- Battalion at Calgary December 17th. 1915, joined the 49th on 

September 18th, 1916- on the Somme and was posted to “A” 

Company. This picture was taken at Hythe before he proceeded to 

France. 

There was another man wounded the same night as Husky and he 

was carried out on a stretcher. Sometime between the 12th of August 

and the 18th of September the 3rd Division Entrenching battalion was 

moved to the Somme. In fact, all the Canadians were. We marched 

with full pack for about fifteen miles. It was a very hot day. We passed 

a house and a girl looked out of an upper story window and asked us 

in English if the war was over. We found that it wasn’t. We arrived at 

a little place and the C.O. told us that we had the option of either going 

on six miles farther to camp and coming back next morning or sleeping 

out in the field where we were and saving twelve miles of marching. 

We were unanimous in our decision, so slept out in the field overnight 

and had the sky for a roof. 

Next morning, we arose early and had breakfast and were well on 

our way before daylight. We had gone two or three miles when we 

came to a line of motor lorries and London busses. I think they were 

stationed there to help troops along who were headed for the Somme. 

We were thankful when we were told to get on board, but we were no 

sooner on, it seemed, than we had to get off again and march, although 

I suppose we rode quite a distance. 

We arrived at a railway station about nine o’clock and boarded a 

train that was made up of box cars and flat cars on which was loaded 

our transport wagons. I rode on one of the flat cars and enjoyed the 

journey as we were able to see the country all the way. We had bully 

beef and water and biscuits for food. About eight o’clock that night the 

train stopped for a long time, but nobody seemed to know how much 

farther we were going, so I unpacked my blankets and slept like a log. 

I knew nothing more until some fellows were pulling a wagon off 

a car and I was in the way. I woke up suddenly and tried to get my 

things out of the way. My water bottle fell over the edge of the car and 

I didn’t get it again. Then in the dark I grabbed my pack, bottom end 

up and lost some more things which I didn’t recover. Then I got off the 

car and packed up what I had left and looked for my platoon. We 

marched four or five miles to a village called Senlis a few miles to the 

rear of Albert. We got into billets there and slept till morning which 

wasn’t far off. Next day I and two or three of my chums had a walk on 

to a hill top where we could see the cathedral in Albert with the image 

of the Virgin and child hanging at a right angle at the top of the tower, 

the result of shell fire. 

When we got back to billets a fatigue party was at work putting up 

tents for us to stay in. There were eighteen of us detailed to sleep in 

one ordinary bell tent and that is an impossible thing to do with any 

degree of comfort so some of us slept outside until it rained and then 

we all crowded inside and made the best of it. 

The next day we camouflaged the tents with mud. The next day we 

had nothing to do but I guess the colonel thought that he had better 

keep us employed so we were put to work scratching the stubble off 

the field and the day after that we swept the field using tree branches 

tied together for brooms. The next day we marched on to Albert and 

left all our work at Senlis behind. 

We arrived at Albert about eleven o’clock and stopped at a field 

where we got orders to bivouac. So, we spent the rest of the day making 

places to sleep in with our ground sheets and tree branches. At night 

we crawled into our bevies and slept. Between ten and eleven o’clock 

the rain poured down and it was all we could do to keep dry. As soon 

as it fared up, we heard Sergeant Major Bentley calling for the 7th 

Brigade draft to fall in and we wondered what was coming off now. 

We marched off through Albert and up the Bapaume road on a working 

party with full equipment. We worked on a road which was being made 

for guns and ammunition to be taken forward on, for about four or five 

hours, although the portion they gave each man to do could have been 

done in half an hour and we leaned on our shovels most of the time. 

We got back to our bevies about seven o’clock in the  

(Continued on Page 31) 
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THE FIRST TOWN PICQUET AT FOLKESTONE 

 

“Come and Do a Picquet Lads; Come and Do a Guard”. To “B” Company fell the honor or otherwise of detailing the first town picket mounted at Folkestone 

by the 49th Battalion. C.E.F. Sergeant 432001 A. C. Girvan was in charge. The photograph from which this engraver was made was taken by a very excellent 

camera owned by 433042 Ring Reid. It is an unusually good shot. Unfortunately, the operator “snapped” the picture a bit too quickly. Two of the “troops” 

were caught in the act of adjusting their head dress. From left to right: Corporal 432991 A. Greig;  ; Joe Horn; 432291 George Hollands; 432379 D. 

High; Pete Hollands; “Taffy” Evan; Billy Dickie (Killed at Passchendaele); Alf Smith; Sergeant Girvan. 

Sergeant Girvan was the first man to enlist with the Battalion, his number being 432001. 

 

SUNNY AUSTRALIA TO SUNNY ALBERTA 
George Branton, “D” Company, writing from the R.M.M.S. “Aorangi” 

at sea, says he enjoyed the last 49er, and believes it is the best issue yet put 

out. It seems that George is going back, being, as he terms it, a “shadow” 

of his former self. But there is some substance in his shadow for he now 

turns the scale at 220 lbs, and he says Iron rations had nothing to do with 

it. P’raps it is the fact that he is a butcher on the boat. At least the boys 

always swore the cooks and butchers had the pick of all the rations. He 

wishes to be remembered to all and hopes they are not getting too frost 

bitten, for he is basking in the Aussie sunshine watching the oranges and 

lemons grow. 

George says that he has not had a drop of “Rum” or any other strong 

drink for over six years. No wonder he is getting on in the “Avoirdupois”, 

whatever that is. His letter brings to mind an incident which happened at 

Kemmel. He was on a flying patrol, (without wings) in a peculiar shaped 

connection in the trench system, and this night it was raining — as you all 

know it can over there — and all the boys were soaked to the skin. The 

writer happened along and was passing the time away talking “shop” to 

Branton, when along came an Imperial officer and for a conversational 

opening, said, “It’s raining, isn’t it?” George’s reply set him aback with its 

abrupt “Well, who the Hell doesn’t know that!” He must have sensed that 

George was one of the company wits, for he simply replied, “Goodnight, 

Sentry” and walked on. 

The “Aorangi” is a motor ship of 22,000 tons, the flag ship of the 

Canadian Australian Line, and plys between Vancouver, New Zealand and 

Australia, by way of Honolulu. 

MAJ. FLOEN CELEBRATES SILVER WEDDING 
The congratulations of our members are extended to Major and Mrs. 

Floen on the occasion of their Silver Wedding, which was celebrated on 

Tuesday, July 25th, 1933, when numerous friends gathered at their home, 

9316 120th Ave., Edmonton, to wish them long life and happiness. Major 

and Mrs. Floen are old timers in Edmonton having resided in the city since 

their marriage. They were married in All Saints Pro-Cathedral on July 25th, 

1908, the ceremony being performed by Bishop Gray, then Rector of that 

parish. They were the recipients of numerous presents, one of which was a 

three-tiered wedding cake, made by Mr. H. P. Nelson. Major Haakon E. 

Floen was an original member of the 49th Bn. January 14th, 1915, was the 

day he enlisted. His number was 432761, and Coy. “B”. He was promoted 

to C.Q.M.S. soon after enlistment at the Exhibition Grounds. Promoted to 

R.Q.M.S. in England, Sept 25th 1915. Went to France with the battalion 

and received his commission in the field, 14-7-16. He was wounded soon 

after that on the Somme, Sept. 9th, 1916, losing his left leg. Transferred to 

England through hospital channels, and later attached to headquarters. 

Overseas Military Forces of Canada, London, England. Nov. 1917. 

Promoted Temp. Captain 29-7-19. and appointed Adjutant H.Q.O.M.F. of 

Canada 10- 7-19 and held that appointment until disbandment. He received 

his discharge May 12th, 1920. Later on, he joined the Canadian Militia at 

Edmonton, and was promoted to Major, July 15th, 1926. Has one daughter 

born Nov. 7th 1909. His occupation, Insurance and Commission agent, and 

is prominently identified with the Sons of Norway. 
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THE LIGHTER SIDE OF THE "OLD MAN" 
The article which follows brings out in bold relief the strategical 

tendencies of our old commander of the 7th Brigade. Sir Archibald was not 

commissioner but a superintendent in the Mounted Police. He was in those 

days a famous cricketer and played on the best Canadian teams. One day 

in his capacity as a justice of the peace, he was trying a hobo for stealing a 

ride on a railway train. The hobo complained bitterly of the way he had 

been arrested. He accused the police of using underhanded means to 

convict him. 

“In fact” he said “it isn’t cricket.” 

“Do you play cricket?” said Sir Archibald. 

“I used to” said the hobo. 

“Well, you are discharged and don’t let it occur again” said the justice 

of the peace. 

The general’s morning visit to the trenches left a trail of merriment that 

kept everybody in good humor for the day. To a nervous young sentry, he 

would say: 

“Did you get your rum this morning?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What did you do with it?” the general would ask. 

“Drank it” the sentry would reply. 

“Good God, man don’t you know that you should have rubbed it on 

your feet?” 

 

He liked to be greeted with a loud and cheerful “Good morning, sir” 

and when he didn’t get it just in the tone and volume that he liked, he would 

stage a little play. The corporal would go down the trench and then return 

as the general. The general would stand in the trench trying to look like the 

humblest corporal imaginable. The corporal, as the general, would then 

approach and say in a pleasant voice: “Good morning, corporal”. The 

general as the corporal would then reply in a terrific voice “Good morning, 

sir”. 

When the “old man” was shot through the chest and shoulder in the 

Bull Ring in December 15 or January 16 the stretcher bearers tried to get 

him on a stretcher. With well simulated ferocity he refused to be carried. 

“I’ll not go out feet first until I have to”. He made his way out under his 

own steam. 

Threat of Bath Squelches Squaw 

The following is the story of Sir Archibald’s 

R.N.W.M.P. experiences written by B. E. Harmon, and published in 

The Bulletin, Nov. 2nd. 

Lieut.-Gen. Sir Archibald MacDonnell, famous as commander of the 

First Canadian, the immortal “Old Red Patch,” division, and later as 

commandant of the Royal Military College, Kingston, has found himself 

on occasion in as ticklish situations as that recently precipitated by his 

irresponsible cadets, and has 

emerged by dint of no less masterly 

generalship. 

As commissioner of the Royal 

Northwest Mounted Police it was 

once his duty to try an Indian for 

murder. The prisoner had been 

hailed out of the far north together 

with a woman, the only witness of 

the crime. But to the dismay of the 

prosecution the squaw, who had 

given a straightforward account of 

the occurrence at two preliminary 

investigations, now stubbornly 

refused to say a word. She had told 

them twice, that was enough. There 

she stood, dirty and unkempt, and 

defied all the threats and coaxing’s 

of that imposing assembly. 

“Look here, Teshtage,” said the 

commissioner, not unkindly, though 

in desperation, “if you don’t tell I’ll 

have to send you to the big prison at 

Regina.” 

She considered it awhile. 

“All right. Plenty eat. Plenty warm. I no tell.” “But you know what 

they’d do to you there. They’ll cut your hair off short like a man’s.” 

That staggered her. They might as well scalp her and be done with it. 

But she answered faintly, “I no tell.” 

“And do you see this piece of paper? I’ll write on it and tell them every 

Saturday to give you a bath. Scrub you all over with soap!” 

“No, no,” she wailed. “I tell. I tell you everything!” 
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HEADQUARTERS GROUP AT THE EXHIBITION GROUNDS 

 

This interesting picture, the property of Sergeant Girvan., was taken when the battalion was doing its initial training in the Spring of 1915. Many well-

known faces appear in the snapshot. 
Back Row, standing; (Left to Right)—Colonel R. H. Palmer (then Major); T. Watt; C. W. A. Dawes; 432414 George Taylor; 432877 Farrugia; W. 

Chorley; Gale; J. Tulley, (killed in action); Capt. Bert Taylor; Dan Collins; Mills. Seated (Left to Right)—Sergeant 433005 Mickey Dowdall (killed at Vimy); 

432878 Micallit (killed at Petit Vimy); James; Rennie. 

 

AN INTERESTING LETTER FROM PETERBORO 
P. Boxall, Former “A” Company Man 

P. Boxall, 43 Alfred Street, Peterboro, Ont., under date of November 

24th, writes to the Forty- Niner as follows: — 

Very many thanks for copies of the 49er which you have sent me, and 

which I was very pleased to get. It does one good to hear of the boys again, 

especially down here where there are so few. Have only met four 49ers 

since returning to Canada. One was a former member of “A” Co. whom I 

met in a C.N.R. station where we were changing trains in ’19 and a man 

named Burton whom I met by chance in Montreal 5 years ago. He lost one 

leg on the Somme and was then living in Detroit. I often see Lieut. Col. 

Frank Bradburn and met Alf Brady near his home once in 1919. Regret to 

say Alf Brady was accidently drowned on the 18th of October last. I notice 

Gleave like Johnny Walker, is “Still going strong”. Give him my kind re-

gards, and ask him if he remembers the time at the Canal du Nord when I 

“covered” the Fritz? and he threw stones at him, only to find when the stone 

hit that the Fritz was a piece of board. Was pleased to see the names again 

of Becker, Ring Read, and so many others whom I knew, and I often recall 

others, such as Mousty, Proctor, Carmichael, A. R. Smith, Bewsher, 

McDonald. Huskey, R. McMaster of 2 platoon and many others. While in 

hospital just after reaching Blighty, I was put on the danger list and the 

padre was fetched out of bed to see me at 2 a.m. one morning. The padre 

came alongside my bed and by way of greeting said. “You are Boxall of 

the 49th Batt’n?” I said “Yes”. Then he said, “You knew my brother? So I 

asked his name, and he told me “Mead”. The nurses chased him off then 

and put me to sleep with a jab or two in the arm, but he told me he would 

come back again, so I had to pull through even if only to have another 

chance of speaking with the brother of “Good old Jim”. I saw Capt. Mead 

several times after that, and he brought his wife and little girl to see me 

also. I had the 1917-18 copy of the 49er at that time so gave it to him. 

Please excuse me for not having written before. I am ashamed to write 

without enclosing the cash, but I hope conditions will soon change and I’ll 

not forget. The paymaster has been mostly a.w.l. for some time now, and I 

have to let most everything slide, except the ration party for my little squad.  

 

Yours truly, 

 

P. Boxall 
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COLONEL WEAVER'S RECOGNITION OF KERR AND KINROSS OUR V.C.'s 
The following is a copy of the original order issued by Colonel Weaver, 

14 July 1918, which officially changed No. 9 platoon into “Kerr” platoon 

and No. 15 into “Kinross” platoon. Colonel Weaver’s (then Major Weaver) 

idea no doubt was to properly recognize in the battalion the valor of the 

two men of the regiment who had won the Victoria Cross. 

The copy of this order was handed to the “Forty- Niner” by Serg’t 

432001 Girvan, who has carefully preserved it. 

49th Canadian Battalion,  

Edmonton Regiment.  

 

MARS. 

To: —  ALL COMPANIES. 

O.C. Headquarter Units 

R.S.M. 

It is notified for the information of all ranks that from this date. 

No. 9 will be known and officially described in all orders and on 

all parades of this Battalion as No. 9 (KERR) Platoon, in honor of 

Reg. No. 101465 Private JOHN CHIPMAN KERR, a member of 

No. 9 Platoon, who was awarded the 

VICTORIA CROSS 

for the following act of gallantry at the SOMME. “Who at 

COURCELLETTE, FRANCE, on the 16th. day of September, 

1916, during a bombing attack, while acting as first bayonet man, 

he knew that bombs were running short and while the enemy were 

resisting vigorously, although one of his fingers had been blown 

off at the second joint by a German bomb, jumped out of the trench 

and ran along the parados a considerable distance and into close 

contact with the enemy, firing at point blank range and killing and 

wounding many of them, whereupon the enemy believing 

themselves to be cut off, desisted and surrendered and 62 prisoners 

were taken. The action of this man at this juncture undoubtedly 

resulted in the taking of 250 yards of enemy trench, thereby making 

it possible for this Battalion to occupy and hold the ground gained 

in the general attack. Private KERR then, with two other men, 

escorted the prisoners across open ground and under heavy fire to 

a support trench and returned and reported himself for duty to his 

Company Commander before his wound had been dressed. The 

conduct of this man on several other occasions has been brought to 

notice and this recommendation is supported by the common 

consent and voice of all ranks in his Company”. 

and further that 

No 15 Platoon will be known and officially described in all orders 

and on all parades of this Battalion as 

No. 15 (KINROSS) Platoon in honor of 

Reg. No. 437793 Private CECIL JOHN KINROSS, a member of 

No. 15 Platoon who was awarded the 

VICTORIA CROSS 

for the following act of gallantry at PASSCHENDAELE: 

“For the most remarkable bravery and gallantry in action during 

the operations from the night October 28-29th to night October 31st-

November - 1st, in which the Battalion carried out an attack on the 

German Line in the vicinity of PASSCHENDAELE RIDGE on the 

morning of October 30th. Shortly after the attack was launched his 

company came under intense artillery fire and their further advance 

was held up by a murderous fire from an enemy machine gun firing 

from directly in front of them. Private KINROSS, making a careful 

survey of the situation, deliberately divested himself of all his 

equipment save his rifle and bandolier, and, regardless of his personal 

safety, advanced alone over open ground in broad daylight, charged 

the enemy machine gun and crew of six, killing every member and 

seized and destroyed the gun. His superb example and courage instilled 

the greatest confidence in his Company and enabled a further advance 

of 300 yards to be made and a highly important position established. 

Private KINROSS throughout the day after most of his officers and 

N.C.O.’s had been killed showed marvellous coolness and courage, 

fighting with the utmost aggressiveness against heavy odds until 

seriously wounded.” 

This Battalion has a record of service since coming to France 

second to none in the Canadian Corps. It has taken part in many 

engagements, and has received many distinctions, honors and decora-

tions. It has, however, remained for the two private soldiers, Private 

KERR and Private KINROSS to achieve the greatest honor attainable 

by a soldier, their deeds have reflected honor upon their battalion as 

well as themselves, and I deem it right that the story of the 

extraordinary gallantry and devotion to duty should be perpetuated 

with us. 

I desire officers to communicate the foregoing to all ranks of the 

Battalion under their command and to all drafts and newcomers in the 

future, and otherwise govern themselves in accordance herewith in all 

their future communications, orders and parades. 

C. Y. WEAVER, Major. 

Comdg. 

49th Canadian Battalion,  

Edmonton Regiment. 

FRANCE 

14th. July 1918. 
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THE PASSING OF THE MOTHER OF THE REGIMENT 
The death occurred at Hythe, Kent, in the last week of September 

1933 of Mrs. Marcella Paget - Givins, aged 91. The late Mrs. Paget-

Givins who was the widow of the late Captain Hillier Givins, at one 

time adjutant and paymaster of the 80th. Regiment was affectionately 

known to the 49th. Battalion as “The Mother of the Regiment”. Mrs. 

Paget Givins was a native of County Mayo, Ireland. She had lived in 

Hythe for nineteen years prior to her death. She is survived by one 

daughter. In the Decoration Number of the Forty Niner published 

around Christmas time 1917 there appeared the following story 

concerning this dear old lady: 

“Every man of the original battalion knows this dear old lady, Mrs. 

Givins, and loves her. But for the benefit of the men who have joined 

the regiment from other battalions recruited in Edmonton and are 

filling the places of those earlier in the field, many of whom have laid 

down their lives, while others are now unfit for service, the story of her 

adoption of the regiment should be interesting. 

“When the first battalion of the regiment was in training at

 in September 1915, musketry 

instruction was taken at the butts at Hythe. On the first morning the 

battalion marched along the road which passes in front of Mrs. Givins’ 

home she stood on the steps and waved, them past. The next morning 

Major Justus Willson, appreciating the kindly sentiment which 

actuated the sweet-faced old lady in her cheery greeting of the 

battalion, ordered an “Eyes Left” and himself brought his hand smartly 

to the salute. This compliment was carried on by all the other 

companies, and during the succeeding days a genuine friendship 

between the old lady and the battalion had its birth. Soon every man in 

the battalion got to know her, and the lasting quality of the friendship 

then made is indicated by the fact that few, if any, of the originals going 

on leave to England have failed to call on Mrs. Givins to pay their 

respects. It was on the second or third day that some happy-minded 

man in the line gave her the name of “Mother” and “Mother” she has 

been ever since. It is with regret that we learn from recent letters to 

men in the regiment that she is ill. The following lines were penned by 

her some weeks ago. They indicate the real affection she feels for the 

men of the regiment: 

Though the clouds seem moving slowly,  

Behind the dawn is rising boldly.  

Victory ere long will ring  

With the bullets’ glorious ping. 

 

My splendid— 

Your Gallant Colonel leads the way. 

A heavy debt the foeman pay 

When they meet you in the fray. 

With a rush and crash 

 

The German lines you smash  

Our Canadian sons so grand  

Have helped to save the dear Homeland.  

We Britons love them well  

For fighting through that hell  

With a love that lasts forever  

Not even death can sever. 

- C. Paget Givins. 

H. Sandilands, who knew personally Mrs. Paget - Givins brought 

to our attention the fact of her passing. The information was conveyed 

to him by  

 

MRS. M. PAGET-GIVINS 

Among her flowers at her home at Fairmead, Blackhorse Hill, Hythe, 

Kent. 

Mr. Ronald Butler of the Ogilvie Flour Mills Company, whose father, 

a very old friend of “Sandy’s” was Town Clerk of Hythe for many 

years. Sandilands writing of Mrs. Paget-Givins says: “My first 

introduction to Mrs. Paget-Givins was after my discharge from 

hospital only a few weeks before we left for France. When I was 

discharged from Monks Horton and given three months with the 

A.S.C., I frequently went to Hythe of an evening and it was on one of 

these occasions that just at the foot of the hill someone touched me on 

the shoulder remarking “How long have you been back?” It was Mrs. 

Paget-Givins and I was taken to task for not having called to see 

“Mother”. Many times, after that I visited her. On one Sunday Jim 

(Sandy’s son) and I went to tea with her. It was just after the report of 

the wreck of the Hampshire and Kitchener’s death, and she was sure 

he would turn up again. The last time I saw her was in January 1918, 

just after she had been injured by a motorcycle and the doctor’s orders 

were “No visitors”. Nevertheless, when I called on her, she insisted 

upon knowing who was there and that I go up to see her. She was nearly 

blind but as cheerful as ever.” 
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LIFE MEMBERSHIP GIVEN AS 

CHRISTMAS PRESENT 
Mrs. Palmer, widow of Pte. 466127 Palmer senior, who was 

killed in the fighting at the Somme, Oct. 3rd, 1916, and who is the 

mother of 466532 W. Palmer who also served with the battalion, is, 

through the service of her husband and son, strongly attached to the 

old battalion. Wishing to have her son kept in constant contact with his 

former comrades, she decided a good way to do this would be to 

present him with a life membership in the Association, as a Christmas 

present, and this she has done, and W. Palmer’s name now appears in 

the list of life members. 

The father enlisted in the 63rd battalion on June 14th, 1915, 

transferring to the 49th in 1916. The son, William, enlisted in July 

1915, in the same battalion as his Dad, joining the 49th at the same 

time. On the death of his father as was the compassionate custom 

William was transferred to the transport, where he did good service 

until the end of the war. 

Bill is now 35, and is married, having one girl, and lives at 14171 

West 51st Place, Los Angeles, California. He is a building contractor 

by trade and went to the States in 1920, settling in Seattle, later moving 

to the above address. 

Mrs. Elizabeth Palmer resides at 9810 93A Ave., and all members 

of the association wish her long life and every happiness. 

 

BATTALION ASSOCIATIONS AFFILIATE 

The following news item appeared in the “Bulletin” dated Ottawa, 

Nov. 18th. It shows that our comrades of the 21st Canadian Battalion 

association are not letting any grass grow under their feet, in extending 

the hand of fellowship, and also strengthening the bonds of Empire. 

“Another link in the chain that binds the ex-service men of the 

empire together has been forged by the 21st Canadian Battalion 

association, which has just arranged a fraternal affiliation with the 21st 

Australian Infantry Battalion association of Melbourne.” 

 

Poor Memory 

John, who was visiting in a distant city, received a telegram from 

his wife reading, “John, remember you are a married man.” 

His answer read: “Telegram received too late.” 

“B” COY. SERG’TS—SHORNCLIFFE 

 

BACK ROW: (Left to Right) W. Alliston; G. K. Fowlie (killed 

at Hooge); 432275 R. W. Tuach, lost leg in the June Scrap in 1916; 

432281 Chadwick; 432117 W. Irvine. 

FRONT ROW: (Left to Right) G. Garden; Bissett (later 

Captain); C.S.M. 432178 Walsh (killed on the Somme); C.Q.M.S. 

432761 Floen (lost leg on the Somme); 432818 T. Bannerman; A. 

Ross (now deceased). 

GEORGE BROWN’S CARTOONS 

George Brown, 432108 who generously has been drawing cartoons 

for the Forty Niner ever since it was first published, again contributes 

to this number. The cartoon appearing on Page 3 is an original etching 

etched especially for reproduction in the Forty Niner. Copies of the 

original, which are quite as good as the original itself may be had from 

Mr. Brown, 9806 88th Avenue, at a nominal charge. Another etching, 

which is particularly fine, is one from an original drawing made by Mr. 

Brown in France in 1916 “L’Eglise de Villers-au-Bois”. We are very 

happy to have this opportunity of giving Mr. Brown’s work some 

publicity and urging upon members of the Association the desirability 

of purchasing from him one or both copies of these etchings. 

 

Properly Garbed 

Butler — “Beg pardon your lordship, but there’s a burglar 

downstairs.” 

His Lordship — “Then bring me my gun and sports suit—the 

heather mixture.”
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SIXTH ANNUAL CHURCH PARADE 
The following news report of the sixth Annual Church Parade, of 

the 49th Battalion Association, appeared in the issue of the Edmonton 

Journal of Monday, July 24th. 

Once more Jasper Ave. resounded to the tramp of soldiers moving 

briskly to the triumphant skirl of bagpipes and blatant strains of a brass 

band as 500 ex-members of the famous 49th battalion, Edmonton 

regiment marched to the parliament grounds Sunday for the sixth 

annual church parade of the regimental association. 

From many points in the Edmonton district, ex-members of the 

49th came to attend the parade, led by former officers of the unit. 

Assembling in the market square promptly at 10:30 a.m., the paraders 

in column of route marched up Jasper Ave. west to 107 street, and 

thence to the parliament building grounds. 

It was a colorful scene. Heading the parade in their bright red 

uniforms was the 49th battalion band led by Bandmaster F. G. 

Aldridge. Next came Major-Gen. Hon. W. A. Griesbach, C.B., 

C.M.G., D.S.O. in command of the parade. With him were Lieut-Col. 

L. C. Harris, V.D., original medical officer of the battalion, in 

command of the perpetuating battalion, and Lieut.-Col. A. K. Hobbins, 

D.S.O., another original, acting in his old capacity as adjutant. 

Next came the color and escort party under command of Capt. E. 

B. Wilson with Lieut. R. J. Pratley carrying the king’s colors; Lieut. 

A. Mc-Gavin, bearing the regimental colors, and Lieut. Adrian 

McGrath, orderly officer. 

Resplendent in Kilts 

Resplendent in their kilts marched the 49th battalion pipe band, led 

by Sergeant George Harvie. Units in the parade were “B” company, 

under Capt. J. W. Hunter; “C” company under Major H. C. Daniels; 

“D” company under Major R. W. Hale and “A” company under Capt. 

George Gleave. 

Arriving at the grounds the units formed a square in front of a flag-

draped platform from where Rev. Capt. G. G. Reynolds, honorary 

chaplain, who saw service with the P.P.C.L.I. in France as company 

commander, conducted the service and gave the address. His address 

was broadcast over the Journal radio station, CJCA. 

In the centre of the square, surrounded by the veterans wearing 

their glittering rows of war service medals, the regimental colors were 

placed. Guards were changed periodically, their bayonets flashing in 

the sun as they moved into position. 

The service opened with the hymn, “All Hail the Power of Jesus’ 

Name,” followed by the scripture and prayers. After the hymn “O God, 

Our Help in Ages Past,” the men sat down on the grass to listen to 

Capt. Reynolds’ address. 

With the sun pouring down from a cloudless sky, the padre took 

for his theme, “Strength, Courage, God.” 

Past Is Gone 

Dealing first with strength, Capt. Reynolds said: “Be strong. It isn’t 

a question of how strong you have been, it is the present and the future 

that counts.” 

“Canada, he continued, needs men strong physically, mentally and 

morally, and strong in the Christian faith. Never before was this more 

needed than now, when the world is passing through a trying period. 

“Be of good courage,” he urged. Courage was needed as much 

today as during the dark days of the war. 

“But the greatest of all words is God. Strength, courage and God 

are really one. March under the banner of God and you will have these 

two qualities.” 

The speaker urged members of the association “to join up the great 

association of the church and join God’s great fellowship.” Come into 

the service of the supreme king,” he added. 

Striking a personal note, Capt. Reynolds said the memories of the 

regiment were growing dimmer as the years passed on, but the 

fellowship of the Christian church still should be kept bright.” 

“Today, so long as man walks in the laws of God he will not fail,” 

concluded the pastor. 

The offertory was taken in steel helmets used by the regiment in 

France. After the bugle had sounded the “Last Post” and “God Save 

the King” had been sung, the service ended and the battalion marched 

back by the same route to attend a luncheon in the rose room of the 

King Edward hotel. At mid-afternoon the parade was dismissed on the 

market square. 

Some of the men present on Church parade, Sunday, July 23rd., 

1933: 

“A” Coy. 

George Gleave, 9734, 83rd ave.; T. Higginson, 12006 87th St.; Pat 

Ford, Sgt., Metiskow, Alta.; C. H. Bunkum, 11327 91st St.; J. Daws, 

11745 92nd St.; O. Muckleston, 10924 126th St.; A. C. Potter 9841 

85th Ave.; H. Hind, 10015 80th Ave.; Bob Ayres, 11926 94th St.; R. 

C. Dingley, 11537 90th St.; A. Nixon, 10924 University Ave.; P. G. 

Giffin, Astor House; W. P. Dunn, 11917 94th St.; Merritt, Sgt., 428 

Armstrong Blk.; G. Martin, 9842 90th Ave.; A. C. Miller, 7408 11th 

Ave.; W. Mair, 10620 123rd St.; Dan Collins, Post Office; Harry Clift, 

10557 109th St.; A. E. Stroud, 12734 124th St.; G. Hudson, Capt., 

10938 88th Ave.; James C. Thompson, Capitol Hill; J. W. H. Williams, 

11149 64th St.; E. Hay, 11138 65th St.; G. Butler, Bank of Montreal; 

A. Laing, 11225 89th St.; R. Paquette, 9319 105A Ave.; Phillips. 

“B” Coy 

Walter Hunter, 9816 89th Ave.; T. Robb, 10326 93rd St.; A. 

Stewart, 11216 67th St.; T. Cranston, 12022 65th St.; W. J. Hill, 11908 

95th St.; J. S. Hitchcock, 114th Ave., 44th St.; Geo. Milne, Wain-

wright, Alta.; C. W. Boyle, 10196 88th St.; J. H. Mair, Marwayne, 

Alta.; J. Smith, 9104 77th Ave.; J. Campbell, Chipman, Alta.; J. 

Edwards, 10714 110th St.; C. Hill, Richelieu Hotel; G. Lindsay, 12114 

106th St.; S. E. Southorn, 7902 80th Ave.; G. W. Wilson, 11216 90th 

St.; H. O. Palmer, 11306 94th St.; L. Law, R.R.3 S’cona.; F. W. Warde 

10547 116th St.; J. Morris, R.R.3 S’cona.; L. Smith, 10039 106th St.; 

G. L. Lyons, 10723 111th St.; P. Allison, 11415 101st St.; E. Collins, 

10019 119th St.; R. B. Hamilton, 10727 113th St.; C. Skov, 10985 

126th St. 

“C” Coy 

Regimental numbers were taken by mistake, instead of addresses. 

The addresses of “C” Coy. men were copied from the Association 

roll book, please. notify assistant secretary if any corrections necessary. 
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“D” Company Five Milers 

 
This is a picture of “D” Company’s team entered in an inter-battalion event 

which was run in the Spring of 1915. The race was started from the South 

side of the High-Level Bridge and finished at the Exhibition Grounds. Don 

Gurr, who owns the picture and who finished third among seventy-seven 

starters, is not quite certain of the man standing in the middle. He thinks it 

is Way. The race was won by a 51st Battalion man named Baker, an Old 

Country twenty-mile cross country runner. From Left to Right: Bill Bishop; 

Dave Viner; Way; Don Gurr; Fred Pearce. 

Alexander, 10352 92nd St.; F. D. Morton; H. Magee, 11732 85th St.; J. 

Diamond, 9250 92nd St.; W. H. Quinton, 10003 91st Ave.; H. W. Fish-

bourne, 8743 77th Ave.; F. Waite, 13503 119th St.; G. Ockenden; R. 

Skitch, Grande Prairie; N. Campbell, 10603 Jasper Ave.; A. MacKinnon, 

Kamloops, B.C.; G. Douglass, Waverly Rooms; A. Black, Ponoka, Alta.; 

N. Jones, 11252 125th St.; T. Turner, 10167 113th St.; G. Harper, 

Wainwright, Alta.; J. Knowles; D. Gilchrist, 8012 110th St.; A. Feath-

erstone, 10986 71st Ave.; R. V. Patterson, Vegreville, Alta.; P. Oldroyd, 

10530 116th St.; B. Davison, 9327 108A Ave.; A. H. Patrick, 8728 101st 

Ave.; J. Main, 9542 Jasper Ave.; Bob Whyte, 12140 93rd St.; P. Muirhead, 

10003 96th Ave.; H. Baker, 10281 99th St.; L. H. Foster, 7543 112th Ave.; 

W. H. Duplessis, 11434 97th St.; J. Kay, P.P.C.L.I.; W. H. Simpson, 10745 

111th St.; A. E. Figg, 11826 94th St.; W. E. Rose, 316 Tegler Bldg.; F. H. 

Steele, 9933 105th St.; S. Parsons, 11712 95th St. 

Headquarters 

Drum Major Belcher, 7523 112th Ave.; Bandsman Red Gibbon, 10658 

107th St.; Piper Thomson. 

“D” Coy. 

A. B. Ansell, 9514 100th St.; J. L. Smith, Wolf Creek, Alta.; A. C. 

Girvan, Gen. Delivery; J. H. Horner, 8317 97th St.; R. Dean, Wentworth 

Apts.; C. Wampler, 10525 83rd Ave.; W. H. Ramshaw, 9718 76th Ave.; 

A. V. Giles, P.O. Box 239, Ocean Falls, B.C.; H. B. Clow, 229 8th Ave. 

N.W., Calgary; Geo. Souter, Ritz Hotel; W. Revill, Kinsella, Alta.; G. 

Foley, 11022 107th St.; D. P. Keen, St. Paul, Alta.; A. L. Whyte, Thorhild, 

Alta.; A. L. Smith 9029 99th St.; P. E. Reilly, 11422 94th St.; C. H. 

Vaughan, 10564 81st Ave.; A. H. Boutilier, 12532 124th St.; Stewart Gurr, 

10141 102nd St.; 

H. Jolleff, R.R.3, Calmar, Alta.; J. W. Christie, Peers, Alta.; W. 

Thirwell, 12334 85th St.; W. R. Brownlee, 11159 71st St.; W. G. Rennie, 

11757 122nd St.; Wm. Callander, Lambton Block; A. McCormack, 10351 

70th St.; L. N. Lee, 9819 104th St.; F. C. Pearce, 11448 67th St.; G. 

Woodburn, 9750 92nd St.; Roger R. Macpherson, 10185 90th St.; E. P. 

Moran, Gunn, Alta.; T. A. Morfitt, 8717 92A Ave.; Wm. Aitken, 10733 

116th St.; G. A. Low, 11114 125th St.; G. B. Crockett, 11605 95A St.; G. 

Garden, Thorhild, Alta.; J. Henderson 11113 125th St.; H. Stonehewer, 

10022 102nd St.; A. Mason, Buena Vista Apts.; Donald Smith, 10022 

105th St.; R. W. Hale, Major, 10615 127th St.; P. B. Holgate, Thorhild, 

Alta.; W. Hutchison, 10744 122nd St.; W. Wingfield, 9848 83rd Ave.;, M. 

Hornigold, Opal, Alta.; A. Hadgkiss, Wolf Creek, Alta.; C. H. Holmes, 

9744 84th Ave.; C. Devaney, 9519 110A Ave.; A. W. Clapham, 12824 

121st St.; C. B. Mathison, 10017 123rd St.; H. E. Balfour, 11114 82nd 

Ave.; J. L. Irwin, 33 LeMarchand Man.; Byron Morrison 11808 102nd 

Ave.; N. Arnold, 11908 92nd St. 

THINGS WE WOULD LIKE TO KNOW 

If the splendid turnout for the Church Parade didn’t make the hard 

work of the Companies’ committees seem worthwhile? 

How much training had been done by the colour party? (For 

improvement is noticed each year) If it isn’t the absorbing of the 49th 

“Spirit” by contact with the old boys which is having an effect? 

How much energy was expended, not to mention dough, by “D” Coy. 

to pull off such a good muster? Whether the old battle cry wasn’t 

applicable, “Hale, Hale, the gang’s all here, etc.”? 

If “A” Coy. hadn’t improved their representation considerably this 

year? 

Whether “B” Coy. in the lead didn’t feel and look so cocky that the rest 

of the “Mob” thought they were feeling their “Oats” or we should say, 

“PARRITCH”? 

If “C” Coy. hadn’t been rustling? For their gang had rolled up in good 

numbers. 

How many had that prickly feeling down their spines at the crisp way 

the orders were given, and if some of the Proletarian Bucks, didn’t ask if 

that Bourgeois Billy, thought they were still in the Blarsted H’army? 

If friend wife had starved the troops exhibition week? Because the 

attendance at the luncheon was up some this time. 

And how many more times have you to be told? YES! your wives and 

family CAN come to this function. That is what it is for. 

How “B” Coy. could lower their dignity to the extent of forsaking the 

Skirls and Skirts of their forefathers for the tinkling brass of a common or 

garden brass band? 

Whether the parade doesn’t find “OUR” Hobbins younger than ever? 

Doesn’t the precision and smartness of the old boys on the church 

parade seem to increase with the years? 

If some of the Citizens do not regard this annual affair as an institution? 

If one old lady wasn’t heard to say “I come down to this instead of going 

to church.”? 

If some of the old boys on the side lines shouldn’t step in line instead 

of shirking it? 

Whether we won’t be able to say bigger and better next year?
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JAMES MCD. SCOTT, ET AL  
Alex McDonald, sales manager Gainer’s Limited, has furnished us 

with a letter from James McD. Scott, now resident in Edinburgh, which is 

of sufficient interest to publish in full not only because of the racey manner 

n which it is written, but for the added reason that James McD. was by way 

of being a character in the regiment. The letter follows : 

22 Moat Street, Edinburgh,  

August 20th, 1933. 

Dear Alex McDonald: 

A letter from old James McD. Scott to you and the boys, Bob Jones, 

Mose Williams and George Hudson, just to let you know that I saw the 

names flourishing in Gainer’s advertisement in the Forty Niner — the first 

of the old “Mags” that I have seen since leaving the Regiment. 

Well old pals I hope you are all hale and hearty —keeping up the good 

work — settled down —enjoying the best that good old Strathcona can 

offer. 

For many years I have held a little Forty Niner Old Boys Association 

all on my own, celebrating the 4th of January each year religiously, not by 

drinking a silent toast but a few in remembrance of dear old comrades. 

That, by the way is taken in water, for as I can readily vouch, water is a 

very fine drink if taken in the right spirit. That is not regimental humor, but 

49 over proof. 

Well the magazine, for which I would like you to thank those who were 

responsible for sending it, made me feel just eighteen years younger. I felt 

that I was back again amongst kindly faces. In the Wandering Boy notes J. 

McD. turns up, but honestly, I never knew that I painted a cross for Micky 

Walsh, R.S.M., and sent it up the line. One thing I do know he sent me up 

the line and to accommodate matters at headquarters, the charge against 

me was securely sealed and carried by myself. Of course, I didn’t know 

what that envelope contained, or it could have been put to a very useful 

purpose. 

It is great to read of the old Barron, Sam Glew, Andy Dale and oh, ever 

so many of the lads. Had I the time I. would write to everyone, but not 

having that time to spare through looking for a job it is out of the question. 

My last situation I held for thirteen years, but the firm retired, and they 

forgot to superannuate me. 

I was at a function one evening and one gentleman thinking that McD. 

having been with the Canadians might oblige by telling a story, prompted 

me to tell this: 

“Captain approaching sentry inquired what he would do if the orderly 

officer approached his post. “Present Arms Sir” was the prompt reply. 

“Very good, and what would you do if you saw a Colonel”. “Present Arms 

Sir.” Now if you saw a drunken mob approach your post what would you 

do?” “Present Arms, Sir.” “Why, why?” asked the Captain. “Sir, because 

there might be a general among them” solemnly spoke the sentry. That 

story elaborated a little would have gone down well with General 

Griesbach. He appreciated humor. 

Neville Jones — a good fellow Jones — I note takes an active interest 

in the Association. Bob Wyndham I believe is in London serving up 

Cockneys with ginger beer, etc. Oh there are many I think of, but if in your  

 

This picture of a notable character in the regiment was taken on 

Bramshott Commons, Plants, in 1931. In the background are Mrs. Scott, 

Lilly Scott and the genial Jas. McD. himself. Barbara Scott is standing 

immediately in front of her mother. The young lad with the 49th badge 

on his glengarry is Jas. McD. Scott, jr. The bright-eyed lassie with the 

dolly is Minne Billings. The troops will all agree that Jas. McD. has a 

handsome family. 

wanderings you run across any of the old lads tell them I was “speerin” for 

them. Speerin’ was a great “D” Company word only it spelled with an “a” 

in place of an “e”. 

Well this, soldiers and gentlemen, will finish my epistle. It is a 

rambling account of old days that comes back to memory, but days that we 

know, despite any handicap we may have had to endure, were always 

helped on by the devil may care, happy go lucky unconscious wit of some 

one or another that broke the monotony of routine and made us a happy 

band of comrades who today are proud-to say we were Forty Niners. 

Again the best. 

 

Your old Comrade, 

James McD. Scott. 

432201, “D” Company. 
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STORMING THE RAMPARTS (NOT YPRES) 
Although the principal concerned in this episode was an ex-

cavalryman, he was not mounted when engaged in razing the siege at 

this time. 

It sure is true, that when a person gets a wee bit oiled his thoughts 

roam quite naturally to. some outstanding page of his life’s history. 

It happened that when Caleb Russel, of 15 platoon, commonly 

called Bert, (not to mention better ’ole fame) by his very intimate 

associates, got solemnly stewed, he reverted to his former army status 

of cavalryman and on his return to camp or billets would give his 

version of how the ramparts should be stormed. And what annoyed the 

boys who were sleeping in his quarters, was the fact that the 

D________ storming always took place under cover of the late night 

darkness or that of the early morning. 

They had put up with the well-rehearsed repetition of this army 

manoeuvre until they knew off by heart the different steps to be taken 

for the reduction of any darned sized fortress including even the sword 

play, thrust, stroke, and parry, preparatory to effecting the coup-de-

grace in the enemy’s, midrif. 

At last the boys having been given free tuition every pay day as 

above, decided to make arrangements to repulse the B _____ storming 

party the next time Bert had his delirium spell. This decision was come 

to the time the battalion was billeted at Dranoutre and Locre, and 15 

platoon of which Bert was a member was domiciled in the barn and 

pig pens at the back of P. P. Marie’s billet. (Ask Banks 16 platoon 

about her). 

The barn was a two storied affair which just suited Bert’s play for 

the ladder to the 2nd story was dandy for scaling the rampart, without 

even the trouble of carrying it there for the purpose. 

On this fateful night the boys having heard that his “Stormship” 

was getting primed at the Estaminet and having duly collected all the 

empty Bully and Cafe-au-lait tins they could, awaited the zero hour 

with impatience. Eventually along came the hilarious Bert and started 

his usual harangue of the storming party. “A horse, a horse, my King-

dom for a horse’ he cried. 432551 George Branton endeavored to 

comply with his demand, and went out to get one, returning in a few 

minutes with a saddle which he dumped on the floor in the middle of 

the barn; and his side kick Mackay brought along Capt. MacLeod’s 

horse, and while trying to persuade Dobbin through the door Capt. 

McLeod himself same along, and Cpl. Bishop had some job holding 

the door so that the Captain couldn’t get wind of his property having 

been borrowed. This spoiled that part of the show, and poor Bert had 

to carry on unmounted as usual, and after working himself up to the 

correct pitch started to climb up the ladder. The “barrage’ opened up 

at this instant and poor old Bertie made valiant attempts to force the 

breach, but when he had stopped a can or two on the bean, and having 

no shrapnel helmet, on, he started a retirement but the barrage was so 

deadly he finished in a heap in the “Moat”, all covered with gore and 

platoon refuse. 

This was the final sortie led by “D” Company’s famous cavalry 

leader Caleb Russel, the victors celebrating his repulse with a good 

night’s sleep. 

—La Petite Sergeant Major. 

In the Recruiting Office 

Examiner: “What is the most you ever weighed?” Recruit: “One 

hundred and fifty-four pounds.” Examiner: “And what is the least?” 

Recruit: “Eight and a quarter pounds.”  
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49TH. BN., C.E.F. PIPERS AT THE EXHIBITION GROUNDS 

 

LEFT TO RIGHT Back Row 1. J. MacCauley (killed in action); 2. L. Smith; 3. Jimmy Wood (Scotland); 4. Sandy Sturrock (Scotland). 

CENTRE ROW 1. Gardiner; 2. J. Laing; 3. Alex Thomson (Banquet Piper); 4. Bob Ritchie (farming at Cooking Lake); 5. Geo. Murray; 6. W. Adamson; 

7. Geo. Dunbar (Vancouver); 8. Gavin. 

FRONT ROW 1. Gavin; 2. Matt Templeman; 3. J. MacMillan; 4. Horsley. 

 

LIFE MEMBERS 

Major-Gen. The Hon. W. A. Griesbach, C.B., C.M.G., 

D.S.O., 12916 102nd Ave., Edmonton, Alberta. 

Mrs. Dorothy Weaver, 12615 Stony Plain Road, Edmonton, Alberta. 

Lieut.-Col. A. K. Hobbins, D.S.O., Elk Island Park, Lamont, Alberta. 

Major A. P. Chattel, D.S.O., 10520 126th Street, Edmonton, Alberta. 

Captain George D. Hunt, 10236 123rd Street, Edmonton, Alberta. 

Captain J. C. Thompson, Riverside Drive, Capitol Hill, Edmonton, 

Alberta. 

Lieut. N. A. Campbell (Calgary Branch) Alberta Nash, Calgary, Alberta. 

Lieut. I. W. Anderson, D.C.M., Box 20, Scarborough Bluffs, Ont., 

Canada. 

Capt. The Rev. W. A. R. Ball, The Vicarage, Ramsgate, England. 

Major J. R. Lowery, Stock Exchange Building, Vancouver, B.C. 

Earle O. Hay, 11138 65th Street, Edmonton, Al- 

Neville H. Jones, 11252 125th Street, Edmonton, Alberta. 

Walter Jordan, 12206 Stony Plain Road, Edmonton Alberta 

Lieut. R. P. Ottewell, 1022-3 Federal Building, Toronto, Ontario. 

Mrs. Mary Boyle, 1518 South Wilton Place, Los Angeles, Cal. 
GEORGE E. HARPER, Wainwright, Alberta, deceased. 

A. Croasdale, 29 Newton Rd., Ashton in Ribble, Lancs. 

Major A. W. Owen, No. 6, Scott St., Chicago, HI. 

Lieut. J. F. E. Carman, 1271 MacKenzie Street, Victoria, B.C. 

Major F. L. Bradburn, 408 George St., Peterborough, Ontario. 

Sergeant Ernest J. Sharp, 13 Stanhope Place, Edinburgh, Scotland. 

A. M. MacDonald, 9844 89th Avenue, Edmonton, Alberta. 
A. BRADY, Campbellford, Ontario, deceased. 

W. Palmer, 1417½ West 51st Place, Los Angeles, California. 
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LIEUT.-COL. R.G. PALMER 
The Regiments Second C.O. 

Soldier of the old school, fearless, straightforward, a fighter and a 

sportsman, sincere with an independency of opinion which frequently 

got him into trouble with the Staff, especially if it were upon some 

question that had to do with the welfare of his men — such was the 

character of the second C.O. of our Battalion. 

 At this moment mental pictures 

flash through my mind of Col 

Palmer first coming on parade with 

“A” Company at the Edmonton 

Exhibition. Next, proudly leading 

this same company through the 

streets of Ottawa to the Governor-

General’s inspection in front of the 

Parliament Buildings. Again, at our 

inspections at Shorncliffe, and so on 

through that summer of training, 

always displaying that keen interest 

in the men and their troubles. 

And then our first few months in 

France until the night of our first 

real scrap in the Loop, May 1st, ’16. 

I think it was that night that he 

became known affectionately as 

“The Old Man”. It was certainly that 

night that we realized that our O.C. 

did not know the meaning of fear, and as little Norris Bamber briefly 

put it, “The ‘Old Man’ sure has guts.” I can see him now (Col. Palmer) 

putting a cigarette in a little cane holder that he affected and cursing 

beneath his breath because we had no retaliation. 

He succeeded General Griesbach as C.O. after the Somme, 

becoming Lieut.-Col. February 14, 1917. His first major engagement 

after assuming command was the show at Vimy for which he was 

awarded the D.S.Ò. Then we had the Raid June 8th in front of Vimy, 

the Hill 70 affair in August and then to close the year under his 

command our disastrous adventure at Passchendaele, which I think 

must nearly have broken his heart. 

It was under his command that we further gathered laurels in the 

realm of sport. In the Division and Corps sports we had representatives 

that any Battalion might well be proud of and those representatives 

were always assured of the support and encouragement of their C.O. 

Col. Palmer, D.S.O., enlisted — December 28, 1914 as Lieut., 

brought the Battalion back after the War and was discharged in April 

1919. 

As all the boys know, he is married and has two children, a girl and 

a boy. The girl we all knew as Betty at Shorncliffe and the boy has 

made a name for himself as a vocalist in the Chapel Royal Windsor. 

Col. Palmer is now Indian Agent at Hobbema and on July 5, 1933, 

was made Indian Chief with the title of Chief Okeymow Peeswowasis, 

which translated is Chief Thunderchild. 

—G. G. 

 

 

 

CORPS REUNION 

The first Dominion-wide reunion of Canadian corps since the war 

-will be held in Toronto from Aug. 4 to 7 next year when Toronto 

celebrates its centennial. Sports programs, a military tattoo and parades 

will include the corps program during the centennial celebrations. 

GEORGE GLEAVE TAKES ANNUITIES JOB; 

WITH HEINTZMAN FIRM 10 YEARS 

George E. Gleave 432829 of “A” Coy. has been appointed district 

representative of the Canadian Government Annuities and commenced 

his duties October 9th. The congratulations of the Association are 

extended to George, and we feel sure that he will make a good job of 

the work in his new position. He was the recipient of a testimonial from 

his former fellow-workers at Heintzman Hall, prior to severing his 

connection with the firm on Saturday, Oct. 7th. W. G. Strachan, 

manager of the local branch, on behalf of himself and staff, presented 

Mr. Gleave with a handsome briefcase. He regretted losing such a 

valued member of his staff and wished him well in his new field of 

endeavour. George suitably replied and thanked them all for the nice 

present, and also well wishes. 

PARKER—IRVING 

Mr. and Mrs. G. P. Irving announce the marriage of their daughter, 

Elizabeth May, to Arthur J. Parker, son of the late Mr. E. Parker and 

Mrs. Parker of this city. The wedding took place on October 14th, 

1933, (Mr. G. P. Irving was C.Q.M.S. of “D” Company for the greater 

part of the war. Mr. Arthur J. Parker is a Sergeant in the perpetuating 

battalion.) 

THANKS TO THE PRESS 

Not a few of the cuts in this issue, as in all the recent issues, were 

loaned to the “Forty Niner” by the Bulletin and the Edmonton Journal. 

We wish to express our appreciation of their courtesy in this 

connection. Both these newspapers extend the facilities of their news 

columns to the Association on the occasions of the annual dinner and 

church parade. 

 

 

  



Jan 1934    No. 18             THE FOURTY NINER 
 

Page 23 of 41 
 

WHERE IS MY WANDERING BOY? 
 

E. F. Simmons, 905119, to whom we apologize for neglecting to 

place these particulars in the July issue, joined the 194th Bn. Edmonton 

Highlanders July 5th, 1916. Was in the Bombing Section and “A” Coy. 

Sailed for England Oct. 19th, 1916 and was in camp at Shoreham. Was 

sent out to the 49th Bn. on the first draft from the 194th. Dec. 1, 1916. 

(N. E. Simmons of Tawatinaw, Alta., is a brother and also served in 

the 194th and 49th Bns.) He was posted to 11 platoon, “C” Coy., and 

was in hospital Feb. 1917 with ptomaine poisoning, and was wounded 

about April 22nd, 1917, South of Lens and East of Vimy, suffering 

fractured spine and concussion. Discharged Feb. 28th, 1918. Married, 

but no children, and resides at Chardon, Ohio, U.S.A., but hopes to get 

back up West once again. Is a painter by trade. 

Major J. Wawalter Hunter, 

Regimental Number 432173 joined 

the Regiment January 4th, 1915, the 

first day of its organization, and was 

posted to 6th Platoon “B” Company. 

Major Hunter served for four years 

and eight months in England, France 

and Russia. He was wounded in 

March 1916. He is now' on the office 

staff of the city electric light 

department. He resides at 9816 89th 

Avenue. Major Hunter had an 

unusual experience in that he was 

one of the Canadians drafted with 

the British mission to Russia 

following the revolution. He was 

doing garrison duty under the 

protection of the guns of H.M.S. 

Cochrane at Armistice. The first 

intimation the garrison had of 

Armistice was a wireless received 

by the cruiser Cochrane and flashed by the warship to the shore with 

instructions that a double ration of rum be issued to everybody. It is of 

further interest to know that in the same British mission to which Major 

Hunter was attached were Colonel Pete Anderson, D.S.O., Edmonton; 

Sir Ernest Shackleton, famous Arctic explorer; Commander Holbrook, 

famous British submarine officer who won the V.C. for taking a 

submarine under Turkish mine fields in the Dardanelles up to 

Constantinople, Captain Drury Allan and our own Bob Dean. 

F. W. (Fred) Hurt, a member of “C” Company is farming near 

Lisburn, Alberta. He has a son twenty-six years old, working in a store 

at Sangudo. Fred was in “C” Company kitchen and was quite a song 

leader. 

A. V. (Bert) Giles, No. 432450, who is an employee of the Pacific 

Paper Mills at Ocean Falls, B. C., attended the last church parade. It is 

twelve years since he left Edmonton for the Coast. Giles enlisted on 

January 5th, 1915, and was posted to 13th Platoon, “D” Company. He 

served with the Battalion continuously until he was sent to a Training 

School at Bexhill in the Spring of 1918. Giles, together with his wife, 

motored to Edmonton for the church parade. 

Lieut. Colonel W. W. 

Henderson, whose original unit was 

the 13th C.M.R., joined the 49th April 

12th, 1917. He was signal officer, 

then with the rank of Lieutenant. He 

is now farming at Pincher Creek, is 

married and has one child. On his 

return from Overseas he continued in 

the Militia and became Commander 

of the South Alberta Horse, First 

Regiment. Just recently he went to 

the Reserve of Officers, his term as 

Commander having expired. We 

have pleasure in publishing the 

following letter from Colonel 

Henderson addressed to the Assistant 

Secretary: 

“It ’has always been a matter of 

keen regret to me that I have never 

been able to attend a reunion of the 

“Old Battalion”, more especially the annual Church Parade. Distance 

and the “depression” have combined in overcoming my sincere wish 

to “fall in” again with what can now be reassembled of those among 

whom I spent some of the happiest (and unhappiest) days of my life. I 

generally meet some whom I remember well at Sarcee each year. Last 

June I could almost believe that the old days had returned for I saw 

Jock Smith in the kitchen of the Edmonton regiment, Ferrugia in the 

officers’ mess and the following day I had the honor of being told to 

“get to Hell under cover or you’ll give away our position” by General 

Griesbach, as he sat under some trees during a tactical exercise. It has 

just occurred to me that the 49th Edmonton Regiment and the South 

Alberta Horse, my command of which has just expired, have a peculiar 

point in common. The central figure of the 49th badge is a coyote head 

and the badge of the South Alberta Horse is a wolf head. To the best 

of my knowledge the wolf is not in the badge of any other unit, 

Imperial or Canadian. (There was one C.E.F. unit, the 107th, I think, 

which had a wolf badge). The 49th Association is to be most heartily 

commended for its activity and for the excellence of its Journal. I 

sincerely hope for it the best of luck. 

Regarding my present service, I enlisted in the old South Alberta 

Rangers in 1910. This unit raised the 13th. C.M.R. In the 

reorganization of the Militia the regiment became the South Alberta 

Horse. My command has just expired, and I expect to be placed in the 

Reserve of Officers. 

James Todd, 432256, enlisted January 8th, 1915, and was posted 

to 6 platoon, “B” Coy. Todd is the man whose photo appeared in 

hospital blues in the last issue, along with Skinner. He was discharged 

March 28th, 1919. He now farms at Strome, Alta. Married and has a 

family of five. Says he is raising Wild Oats for the S.S.B. and in answer 

to remarks in the questionnaire says, “Lots of ’em”. Further particulars 

are in the story which appeared along with photo. The Office Boy 

forgot to have the above entered along with the other material. 
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Lieut. T. W. Greenfield, Regimental 

Number 432886, who enlisted Jan. 21st, 

1915, and was posted to No. 2 Platoon, 

“A” Company is now a resident in 

Hamilton, Ontario, whore he is accountant 

in the Royal Trust Company. His home 

address is 42 Edgevale Road, Hamilton, 

Ontario. He is married and has three 

daughters aged 10, 11, and 13. Greenfield 

was wounded September 27th, 1918, at St. 

Olle near Cambrai. He came to Edmonton 

with the Battalion in 1919 and later 

proceeded to Hamilton. He is still in the 

Militia, being second in command of the 

Third Machine Gun Battalion, C.M.G.C. 

The following letter under date of 

November 21st was received from him: 

Many thanks for your letter and the surprising intelligence that Old 

Knightie has a photograph of me in his possession. Your information 

is. the more extraordinary as I cannot recall any time when such a 

photograph could have been taken. I am beginning to fear that it must 

have been taken under some very embarrasing circumstances. Your 

Questionnaire calls for remarks, but for the moment I cannot for the 

life of me think of anything appropriate.  

The Magazine is excellent and its issue is impatiently looked 

forward to and hungrily devoured when it arrives by at least one of the 

wandering sheep. Great credit is due to you and the other faithful lads 

who take so much care and trouble to see that it is published each half 

year. I read it avidly and thoroughly enjoy it. Many a time the name of 

some member of the unit appearing in Wandering Boy Column brings 

back to my memory some funny thing that happened when we were all 

a great deal younger. The photographs too are a source of great 

pleasure, particularly the groups, bringing to life as they do many old 

faces. Ernie Sharp’s “Starting Off on the Great Adventure” was of 

tremendous interest to me. I have often wondered what the name of 

that place was where we all disrobed and jumped into the St. Lawrence 

“Coteau Junction”. I have mentioned a few items but the whole thing 

interests me, even the advertisements. It’s something like getting a 

letter from home. If you still have any copies I should like to have one 

of No. 7 mentioned on page 34 of the last issue. You do not send me 

any reminder of my dues, but I am enclosing $1.00 to take care of 

postage in the meantime. I do not see many of the Old Guard in these 

parts, but I hear of them from time to time. In October I attended a 

Machine Gun convention in Ottawa, where I met men from most of 

the principal cities. There was no delegate from Edmonton but Colonel 

Millican of Calgary and Colonel Hawkins of Winnipeg both knew 

somebody or other who belonged to the 49th and undertook to convey 

my good wishes when they met. With kind regards to all old friends. 

 

Frank Durfee Morton, Regimental Number 898518, originally a 

member of the 192nd Battalion; joined the 49th in January 1917 and 

was posted to 11th Platoon “C” Company. He was discharged August 

20th, 1919. His civil occupation is that of salesman. He has a wife and 

two children and resides at 10552'79th Avenue, Edmonton. 

W. H. Jack, 432890, enlisted 20th January 1915, going to 7 platoon, 

“B” Coy., and later served in the band. He left the battalion on the 

Somme in 1916 owing to sickness and was band sergeant at the 21st 

reserve Bramshott. He was discharged March 24th, 1919. Resides at 

Clyde where he is the Postmaster. He holds the position of Secretary- 

Treasurer of the Alberta Postmasters’ Association. He was one of two 

delegates elected to represent his Association at the Dominion 

Conference in Windsor this year. He is married and has a family of one 

girl and four boys. 

Robert Lamb, 432562, 

enlisted January 8th, 1915, 

posted to “A” Coy., and was 

with 3 platoon. Served over 

four years and was wounded 

by shrapnel in left wrist at 

Amiens. He was on 

headquarters for some 

considerable time as runner. 

Received his discharge March 

29th, 1919. He is a partner in 

Lamb Bros., shoe repairers, 

Jasper avenue, and is another- 

advertiser in the 49er. His 

home address is: 10327 114th 

Street. 
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Richardson Blair Stevenson, “Stevie” 432163, 49th Bn. was in 10 

platoon, “C” Coy. having enlisted the first day Jan. 4th, 1915. He 

served in Canada, England, France, and Belgium. Put down like that it 

is a lot of places. When you think of it we were in a lot of places, p’raps 

a lot more than we dare tell of. Stevie was wounded at one of the 49th’s 

“Waterloos” Ypres, June 3rd, 1916. He received his discharge 

November 15th, 1919. Now serves with the Customs, P.O. Bldg., 

Edmonton. Was for a time at the Boundary Line down South, catching 

some of you guys trying to sneak by with those new dresses and tires. 

Married, and two coming 49ers, so he says, and says boys of course. 

There were some darned good 49ers who were not boys. Men. of 

course. He lives at 10617 109th St., Edmonton. 

Lieut. Charles A. Walker, No. 433213, 8 platoon, “B” Coy., enlisted 

in the 49th Bn. May 1915. Never left the battalion 

either for wounds or sickness. Fie was for a long time 

R.Q.M.S. and later received his commission. He was 

well liked by all the troops notwithstanding the fact his 

rank and work as Q.M. was one of the most onerous of 

jobs and generally drew the ire of some one of the 

troops. He received his discharge September 1919 

and lives at High Prairie where he is a general 

merchant. 

Charlie is married and has a family of seven. 

Charlie says there is not much news around his way but remarks 

that awaiting the end of the depression seems as bad or worse than 

waiting for the end of the war. He says that Charlie Travers and Ed 

Becker are still at High Prairie and he sees them quite often. Charlie 

Travers was feeling good the other day and was all for going to war 

again. He wants to be Billy’s groom this time. Billy it seems told him 

his last groom got killed but Charlie is still undaunted. 

 

 

Alex B. Rankin, 432257, enlisted 5th January 1915 in the 49th. Bn., 

joining “C” Coy. 10th platoon. He saw service in France and Belgium. 

Received his commission Aug. 1915 and served with the 4th 

Divisional Train Canadian. Received his discharge December 18th, 

1918 with the rank of Captain. Married and has one girl. Now farms at 

Vermilion, Alberta; and busy raising crops for Civvies, and not as 

formerly raising H_____ with the Tommies. 

 

Capt. R. V. Patterson, M.M., Field 

Superintendent of the Soldier Settlement 

Board, Vegreville, enlisted in the 49th on Jan-

uary 6th, 1915, regimental number 432402. 

He was posted to No. 9 Platoon, “C” 

Company, and later was with the bombers. 

Captain Patterson was variously known in the 

Regiment as “Pat” and “R. V.” 

Notwithstanding the hazard of his job as 

bomber he was never wounded and was 

discharged July 19th, 1919. “Pat” 

demonstrated the greatest efficiency as a 

bomber and after being commissioned was 

attached to the Seventh Brigade H.Q. in 

January 1918 as bombing officer, in which capacity he continued until 

Armistice. 

 

S. E. Phillips, now lives at Carrot Creek, Alta. He has a welcome for 

any 49er. who cares to go there, having a spare shack where they could 

camp and do their shooting or fishing from there. Both fishing and 

shooting are good out his way. He sends best wishes to all the troops. 

 

H. M. Bergmann of “D” Coy. lives at 10128 87th Ave., Edmonton, 

Alta. Since the other weekend Edmonton grown apples have been a 

fighting subject with him. Last year four apples developed on his trees 

and fell or were blown to the ground before they could ripen. This year 

the tree was a mass of bloom in the early Spring and 24 apples 

developed. The fruit grew to large size and were beginning to show 

signs of ripening, when however, vandals stripped the tree. Bergy 

wouldn’t have minded so much if they had only left him one apple. 

But they didn’t. Bergmann was one of the early ones of the battalion 

to be wounded. He was on working party and on the parapet when what 

he thought was a stray bullet came along someone said, “You had 

better, come down”. “Oh no,” says he, they are not meant for us.” He 

fell, in the trench the next minute hit in the chest, the bullet continuing 

along a rib and damaging fingers on Guthrie’s hand. Guthrie was 

standing nearby holding a shovel. 

 

Douglas Percy Keen, 432468, enlisted in the 49th Bn. Jan. 7th, 1915, 

and served in 14 platoon, “Steady D”. He served 4 years and 7 months, 

being discharged July 1919. He was wounded in the head and arm at 

Ypres in 1916. Keen was one of the troops who made the name of 

“GURKHA” one to conjure with, as regards soldiering. He is a regular 

attendant at the annual church parade. He is married and has two boys. 

Now lives at St. Paul, Alta., and works for the Gov’t Telephones there. 

 

  

Charlie Walker, 

Q.M. at 

Faucquenham Q M Capt. R.V. Patterson 
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Lieut. Norman Lee, whose full name is Lawrence 

Norman Lee, and who was known in the Battalion 

as “Jack” enlisted January 4th, 1915, regimental 

number 432162. He served throughout the war with 

“A” and “D” Companies as a Sergeant in the line 

and later as Lieutenant. He was originally attached 

to Number 3 platoon and later to Number 14. Mr. 

Lee is one of the stout lads who immediately on his 

discharge from the Army in 1919 reestablished 

himself in civil life at the earliest possible moment. 

He is an accountant in the City Telephone 

Department. His home address is 9819 104th Street. 

The men in “A” and “D” companies who served with him know what a 

sterling chap he is. There are many, however, who do not know of his 

prowess as a golfer. He is one of the best in Edmonton. A few years ago, 

he was club champion of the Edmonton Golf & Country Club, which was 

no mean achievement. 

S. Whitehead, No. 432500, D. Company, 16th platoon, who lives at 9932 

112th Street, had a letter from John Mallett, No. 433037, 5th Platoon, B. 

Company. Mallett is now in Detroit. His address is 15703 Cheyenne, 

Detroit, Michigan. After the war he went to the United States and was 

employed in the Ford factory. When that great industry cut down its staff 

at the start of the depression, he was among those who suffered. Mallett 

joined the Battalion on March 3rd, 1915 and was discharged March 23rd, 

1919, having continuously served during the whole four years. Mallett has 

a wife but no children. Many of the Old Timers will remember Mallett and 

will wish him a speedy end to the depression. 

James Kerr, Regimental Number 101216, originally a 66th man, joined the 

49th in September 1916, being posted to No. 3 Platoon. He is a 

homesteader at Wolf Creek, Alberta. At the moment he is undergoing 

treatment at the University Hospital for synovitis of the knee and heart 

trouble. He will be glad to see any of his old pals. He is likely to be a patient 

for some time. 

 

 

Thomas J. A. Walkeden. (Tommy), 432578, 

was posted to “A” Coy., 4 platoon, on 

enlistment January 9th 1915. He served with 

that Company until his transfer to H.Q. in 

1917. In 1916 he was awarded the M.M. for 

attention to his company officer, Lieut. 

Douglas McLeod, after that officer was 

mortally wounded in the counterattack. His 

service extended until the end of the war 

without receiving a blighty. Commissioned 

in 1918, he was platoon officer in “B” Coy. 

and received his discharge in April 1919. 

His civil occupation is contractor and he is a 

member of the firm of J. A. Buchanan Ltd. 

Tommy has seen service with the militia 

since return with the perpetuating Battalion 

and was confirmed in the rank of Major after attending Royal School 1923. 

Transferred to the Officers reserve with rank of Major 1927. His home 

address is 10522 125th Street. 

Norman Hyde Gibbons, “Slim” to the troops, No. 432453, enlisted Jan. 7th, 

1915, and was posted to 16 platoon, “D” Coy. He served with the 49th until 

wounded at Ypres in 1916. He received G.S.W. left thigh, right shoulder, 

hearing gone of right ear. He received his discharge on February 14th, 

1919. We are indebted to Normand Hebert of Seattle for putting us in touch 

with Gibbons. Hebert notified us of his being in the States. He is a’ builder, 

and lives at 53 Caledonia Street, St. Johnsbury, Vermont. Married. He 

sends his regards to all the boys. 

 

Ralph A. Milner, 100030, enlisted June 29th, 1915, in the 66th Bn., and 

was transferred to the 49th Bn., June 10th, 1916, being posted to No. 1 

platoon of “A” Coy. He saw service in France and was a runner at the time 

of the Sept. 15th show. He was discharged March 10th, 1918, and now 

lives at 4830 Henry St., Vancouver, B.C. His occupation is printer. In a 

letter to Norman Arnold Milner says: I was reading in the issue of the 

Magazine I have by me the account of Courcellette on the 15th of 

September. It brought back many memories. I happened to be Battalion 

runner at the time one of the Fritz’s shells landed in the entrance to 

Headquarters. Colonel (now General Griesbach) and what were left of the 

rest of us managed to escape through a ventilator. Sergeant Ellis and 

another runner were killed shortly after. Tommy Hayes and Sgt. Broome 

were killed by concussion in the Sunken Road after escaping from the 

dugout.

 

  

Lieut. Norman Lee 

Major T. J. A. Walkeden 
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Frank Langton, or to the boys “Almighty Dollar”, was lost, but is 

found once more, turned up like a bad penny so to speak. He resides in 

Vancouver, and his Box number is 1081. Ernie Sharp had been 

seriously concerned regarding him. Frank was wounded in the June 

Scrap and was thrown into the ward with another 49’er at Leicester. 

He was a great boy for joking, and did he fool the Sweet Sisters. The 

way he could get their goats was marvelous. He compensated them in 

a manner by cooking them some real Canadian lemon pie, and did they 

Oliver Twist? Boy, Oh, Boy! Now Frank how about filling in the 

questionnaire, and keeping us posted as to your movements. If the 

creditors are pressing you too closely we will keep your hideout a dim 

dark secret. 

 

John Keefer Brennen. Nickname 

“Jack” 905174, original unit 194th Bn., 

enlisted August 1916, joining the 49th, 

December 1916, and served in 7 and 8 

platoons, “B” coy., wounded Aug. 1917, 

also had trench fever March 1919. He 

was one of the 60 men who transferred to 

the 4th C.M.R. and got their discharge at 

Toronto. He only stayed East three 

months. On his discharge he went into 

business at Calgary up to 1927 when he 

sold out and started business in Stettler. 

He is a funeral director. He is married 

and has two girls and a boy. He is 

President of the Stettler branch of the 

Can. Legion, and he says that they have 

done a lot of good work helping returned 

boys who have been calling there for assistance. 

Their branch built a new Sun Porch for the municipal hospital last 

summer at a cost of $1056.00. 

Sam Whitehead “Whitey” Regimental Number 432500 enlisted 

January 7th, 1915, and was posted to No. 16 Platoon, “D” Company. 

He served four years, ten and a half months. He suffered from 

concussion toward the end of the war and did not return with the 

Battalion. He was discharged November 17th, 4919. He is a steamship 

agent. His address is 9932 112th Street, Edmonton. Whitehead was a 

member of the 49th football team. He attended the Canadian Training 

School and was recommended to the Canadian School of Musketry at 

Aldershot. Since returning home he was in hospital in January and 

February, 1930 and is at present in the same institution. 

 

H. Sandilands, “Sandy”, Regimental 

Number 433028 enlisted 1st March 1915, 

being posted to 12th Platoon, “C” 

Company. “Sandy” is probably one of the 

best-known men in the Battalion, 

although actually with the troops only a 

short time. Early in the game he sustained 

a fractured ankle and later suffered from 

sciatica. When he first presented himself 

for enlistment, he was rejected but after 

having a toe amputated, he was finally ac-

cepted. In this respect Colonel Daniels, 

Major Daniels as he was at that time in 

command of “C” Company, went him 

one better, having undergone operations 

for the removal of several toes. In De-

cember, 1915, Sandy, together with Andy McMillan and Hackett 

passed examinations at Locre to qualify them for munition work, but 

Sandy was crocked at Berthen and after being x-rayed at Etables was 

ordered to Blighty and never allowed to return to France, largely for 

the reason that he was regarded as “too old”. He therefore had to 

content himself with air raids at Walmer, Hastings and London. In all 

these places he met a number of the boys, including Charles Miles, 

who was Sergeant Major instructor at the Officers’ Training Depot at 

Bexhill. As a matter of interest to the troops Sergt. Major Miles was 

originally of “C” Company. Later on he got his commission and died 

of wounds. Sandy was discharged May 24th, 1918. He is a mechanical 

engineer. He has a wife, three sons, two daughters and six 

grandchildren. His- home address is 9258 91st Street, Edmonton, 

Sandy has been one of the consistent advertisers in the Forty Niner. 

Cliff Disturnal, of “Steady D” writes to say that he has changed his 

address from Sedgewick to Mayerthorpe. Sends thanks for the 49’er, 

which he says is getting “bigger and better” and hopes that all the 

readers are getting “fitter and fatter”. He met Geo. Hudson while he 

was zealously engaged in reorganizing a branch of the Canadian 

Legion at Rochfort Bridge. The following particulars of Peter 

Harrison, 7 platoon, “B” Coy. were forwarded by Cliff. Peter was an 

original member of the battalion and was wounded on the Somme in 

1916. Now operates a store on the Lac La Nonne road about 8 miles 

West of Busby. Address is R.R.1, Busby. Believes he was battalion 

butcher. (So that is one of the Guys who used to give the officers our 

prime steaks.) He is a bachelor. Disturnal then grows frivolous and 

asks who was the 49’er who misunderstood the pretty saleslady when 

she enquired of him “Can I show you a bedroom suite?” and replied 

“Yes! Honey” He fails to mention if the 49’er was “stung” when he 

paid for the suite. He is very sorry that he did not attend the banquet or 

church parade but has resolved to attend on all future occasions. 

F. W. Davies, 14218 Stony Plain Road, would like to hear from or 

about Billy Okley. 

Arthur Robert, Regimental Number 506659, joined the 49th in April 

1916. He enlisted December 15th. Robert served four years. He was 

slightly gassed. He is now farming at Redwater, is married and has 

three small children.

 

 

 

J. K. Brennen 

H. Sandilands 
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Charlee James Hall, 432955, enlisted in 11 platoon, “C” Coy., 49th, 

January 26th, 1915. Served 4 years and 6 months, being discharged 

July 7th, 1919. The only disability Jim had was sickness; He is foreman 

painter with the C.P.R. at Banff. Box 384 will find him. In his letter 

Hall said he received the magazine, which was very interesting, and 

reminded him to send along his subscription. His memory was 

refreshed by the sight of particulars relating to several of his former 

comrades. Reading of the death of our late Comrade Philpott brought 

memories of the time they had worked together in “C” Coy. He says 

that the notice re Soldier’s Insurance Expiry was the first time he had 

heard of any such thing. He requested some particulars which were 

forwarded to him. Had been suffering with a strained back but was now 

recovered sufficiently to return to work. 

F. C. Simpson, who served in “A” Coy. and was Joe Emslie’s batman 

is now a traveler for an enquiry firm. He lives at 1073 Armoury St., 

Niagara Falls, Ont. His name was forwarded along by Tommy 

Greenfield an old “A” Coy. man. Will Simpson kindly fill in the 

questionnaire which he will find on another page of the magazine. 

Thanks! 

Col A. K. Bobbins, D.S.O., sent the following information regarding 

some of the old boys Lamont way: Charles Palmer, “A” and “D” 

Companies, is farming near there. He has a well-stocked farm and 

home, having a wife and four children. Across the road from him is 

Harvey of the 66th Bn., who came to the 49th on the 11th of June 1916, 

and was machine gun sergeant. He also has a fine farm with the 

necessary trimmings, such as “run about bacon”, growing up for our 

brothers in the Loyal Lancs, who they say can do full justice to their 

Royal Flanks, when done to a turn. He lives across the road from 

Palmer, and quite romantic their wives were friends in the old country 

and lived near London. Harry Parton also farms near them and is also 

keeping ahead of the weeds, and those other farmer’s killjoys. He hears 

often regarding John Stewart Milne, the Col.’s first batman. He is on 

the P.O. Staff at Vancouver, B.C. Colonel Hobbin’s son was recently 

married to Ina Walker, daughter of Scotty Walker of Winterburn. His 

daughter, Mabel, who was a nurse at the Royal Alex was also married 

to George Barnes, electrician at Mountain Park. 

Girvan, A. C., 432001, number one of the 49th battalion, enlisted Jan. 

4th’, 1915, going to 16th platoon, “D” Coy. His total service was 4 

years and 3 months. He was with the battalion in France during the 

greater part of 1917 and 1918. Was sick during most of his service but 

continued to stick it out under difficulties. He received his discharge 

March 22nd, 1919. He is now caretaker of the Old Rifle range. He has 

a family of eight, all but three of whom are married. His address is 

General Delivery, Edmonton. 

Louis Salvino, 101073, enlisted with the. 66th Bn. on the 17th of July 

1915, and was posted to 12th platoon, “C” Coy. on the 16th of June 

1916. He was gassed and is a periodical visitor to the University 

hospital. He received his discharge March 22nd, 1919, and now farms 

in the Grand Prairie district. He still is eligible, not having found the 

lady of his dreams. The Stanley Cafe, 101st Street, will find him. 

Muckleston, Orlando, nickname “Laddie”, 432703 enlisted in the 

49th January 12th, 1915, and was posted to 3 platoon, “A” Coy. He 

served 19 months in France, and suffered from sickness, receiving his 

discharge 12th of May 1918. He how keeps a hair dressing 

establishment on Jasper and is one of the consistent advertisers in our 

magazine. Is married, two girls, and resides at 10924 126th St. He may 

not be able to get your goat, but he can trim you to a fare ye well. 

Percy Boxall, 455729, whose original unit was the 59th battalion, 

enlisted Nov. 1915, was drafted to the 49th Nov. 16th, 1916, but was 

at Le Havre until Jan. 1st, 1917, when he joined the battalion being 

posted to “A” Coy. He was wounded in the right chest, Sept. 28th, 

1918, during one of the Big Pushes of that period. He received his dis-

charge July 9th, 1919. He is married, one daughter, Anne, age 9, and 

one son Kerr, age 4. He lives at 43 Alfred St., Peterborough, Ontario. 

Robert Parry, M. M., which “Parry” has no connection with the one 

the bayonet fighting instructors used to yell at you. Reg’t’l No. 435760, 

enlisted Feb. 1915 in the 50th Bn. and came to the 49th in May 1916, 

and was placed to 4 platoon, “A” Coy. for nourishment, shekels and 

exs’ if any. He was two years in France being wounded on the Somme, 

whatever part of the Anatomy that is. Served 4 years and 1 month, 

receiving his discharge March 22nd, 1919. Is married, wife and one 

child. His work is fire boss in the mine at Coleman, Alta. 

 

Henry Clift, known to almost every 

man in the Battalion as “Harry”, 

Regimental number 432439 enlisted 

January 7th, 1915. He was posted to 

No. 1 Platoon, “A” Company. Harry 

served with the Battalion two years 

and eleven months. After the June 

scrap in 1916 and was in hospital at 

Hazebroucke. He rejoined the 

Battalion at the. Somme and 

continued until it was moved to 

Faucquenham. In June 1918 he was 

ordered to England and was billed 

for Canada almost immediately 

afterwards. He sailed September 

22nd, 

1918 in a group of nine Forty Niners 

among whom were Sergeant Alex 

Ross, Jim Elder and Perry Barron 

“The Curly Wolf”. He was 

discharged November 19th, 1918. He has a wife and two grown up 

sons. Harry’s business is that of shoe repairing. His residence is 10557 

109th Street. Clift is one of the men in business in the City who makes 

this magazine possible by reason of his advertising patronage. 

 

Last Resort 

“I hope that’s a nice book for you to read, darling,” said a conscientious 

mother to her very young daughter. 

“Oh, yes, mummy, it’s a lovely book, but I don’t think you’d like it. 

It’s so sad at the end.” 

“How is it sad, dear?” 

“Well, she dies, and he has to go back to his. wife.” 

  

Henry Clift 
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REMEMBRANCE DAY. 15 YEARS AFTER ARMISTICE 
The Edmonton Bulletin in its issue of November 13th, published the 

following report of the Armistice Day ceremonies. 

Residents of this city, over the long weekend, remembered their 

everlasting debt of gratitude to the soldier dead of the Great War. 

Remembrance Day was observed with solemn services and tributes to the 

men who unselfishly gave their all, while on Sunday there was a 

continuation of the religious observances. Interspersed with the more 

profound aspects of the occasion were dances and other social gatherings, 

in celebration of the victory which came with the signing of the Armistice. 

Scenes attendant upon the major events of the Remembrance Day 

observances—the service at the Canadian Legion Memorial Hall and the 

ensuing parade of ex-servicemen and the military—were reminiscent of 

the days of the Great War. 

A rising of the temperature drew thousands of residents from their 

homes. Not since the cessation of hostilities has there been such a 

demonstration of enthusiasm over a parade of the troops as was witnessed 

when the long column swung west on Jasper. 

Carrying on with the custom that has prevailed since the war, the 

Edmonton branch of the Canadian Legion held a memorial service. 

His Worship Mayor Daniel K. Knott was the chairman. 

Doors of the Memorial Hall were opened at 10:30 a.m. The large 

assemblage that had gathered outside quickly filled all available space and 

soon all reserved seats were filled. Hundreds coming in time for the 

service, were unable to gain admittance. 

Promptly at 10:40 a.m., Miss Beatrice Crawford, who has taken part 

in each such service since their institution, played a piano prelude. 

Capt. Rev. C. G. Reynolds, rector of Holy Trinity church and padre 

to both the Canadian Legion and the 49th Battalion Association, 

pronounced the invocation. 

Two Minutes Silence 

Under the direction of Frank G. Aldridge, the regimental band of the 

49th Battalion led in “O, Canada”. This was followed by Howard 

Stutchbury, singing Reginald de Koven’s setting of Kipling’s 

“Recessional”. Like Miss Crawford, Mr. Stutchbury has taken part in every 

Memorial Day service sponsored by the Legion. 

As the clock touched 11 a.m., there came a resounding “boom.” It 

was a round of gunfire from one of the guns of the 92nd Battery, C.A., 

signalizing commencement of the two minutes of silence. 

The gathering rose, with bowed heads. 

Throughout the city there was inactivity. Street cars stopped. 

Motorists stopped. In homes, mothers and wives ceased their housework 

and fathers and children stood silently remembering someone near and dear 

who had gone forth in the flower of young manhood, only to pay the 

supreme sacrifice on one of the hard fought fields of battle. 

Then came another round of gunfire from the 92nd Battery. The two 

minutes of silence was over. 

While the Memorial Hall congregation still stood, there came, soft, 

yet clear, ringing' with emotion from somewhere in the offing, the poignant 

notes of the “Last Post.” Secluded in a far-off corner of the hall Bugler J. 

Ratcliffe sounded this soldier’s farewell, the call telling of a soldier’s rest 

after duty well done. 

Scarcely an eye was dry. Relatives of those “In Flanders Fields” made 

no effort to suppress the emotion welling in their throats, while veterans of 

the toughest battles on the western front, men who had faced shot and shell 

without a quiver, were visibly moved. 

Next, Delbert McFarland, another artist who has taken part in all 

Memorial Day services, sang “In Flanders Fields.” 

With the singing of “God Save the King” the service was concluded. 

Big Street Parade 

Markers lined up on Macdonald Drive for various units and 

organizations taking part in the big parade. 

The parade was under the command of Col. H. de N. Watson, 

commanding the 5th Mounted Brigade. 

The order of march provided for the following: Ex-Servicemen; 

headquarters 5th Mounted Brigade; Royal Naval Volunteer Reserve; 19th 

Alberta Dragoons; Royal Canadian Mounted Police; 61st Battery, 92nd 

Battery, C.A.; 13th Divisional Signals; Canadian Corps of Signals; 

Canadian Officers Training Corps; Headquarters, 29th Infantry Brigade; 

1st Bn. the Edmonton Fusiliers; 1st Bn. the Edmonton Regiment; “A” 

Company, 12th Machine Gun Batt; 13th Casualty Clearing Station; 33rd 

Field Ambulance; Legion of Frontiersmen and Military Institute. 

Headed by Chief of Police A. G. Shute and a department of city police 

to keep the way clear the parade moved from Macdonald Drive north along 

101st street to Jasper, west on Jasper to 116 street and then north. 

Thousands of residents lined the streets. Flags, poppies and streamers 

were waved. Cheers rent the air as the parade moved and so dense were the 

crowds in some parts that there was barely room for the column to pass. 

Three Bands in Parade 

In addition to the thousands of standees on 101 street and Jasper, there 

was a continuous line of cars parked by curbs on both sides of the street for 

far west beyond 109 street. 

Three bands were in attendance, the regimental and pipe bands of the 49th 

Battalion and the Salvation Army band. 
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The 49th band under Frank G. Aldridge, who had played as a 

clarinetist with the Royal Canadian Regiment band in France, was 

especially prominent, playing well known and popular war-time 

marches. 

At the head of the column the former storm troops, in mufti, but 

proudly wearing their medals, swung along as in days of yore as they 

once more heard the undying “Colonel Bogey,” “Great, Little Army,” 

“Sons of the Brave,” “Pack Up Your Troubles,” “The Long, Long 

Trail,” and others which had played them “in” and “out” of the line in 

France. 

Passing the saluting base, the “eyes right” was given, the salute 

being taken by His Honor Lieut.- Gov. W. L. Walsh and Brig. H. H. 

Matthews, C.M.G., D.S.O., commanding Military District No. 13. 

As the parade passed the Cross of Sacrifice, markers from each 

unit fell out and placed a wreath at the foot of the column. 

Following, this ceremony and the salute, the parade dispersed. 

Many Separate Ceremonies 

On Friday afternoon there had been an impressive memorial 

service at the legislative buildings. 

Members of the civil service gathered in the main rotunda, near 

the tablets erected to government employees who served overseas and 

who were killed in action. Hon. George Hoadley, minister of 

agriculture and health, read the honor roll and as each name was 

spoken, Drummer David Blackie sounded one note on a muffled drum. 

Miss Roxyna Phillips sang “Recessional” and the “Last Post” was 

sounded. Wreaths were placed on the tablets. 

The wreath for the Association was placed on the Cross of 

Sacrifice by Major Arthurs who was up from Calgary. He was 

supported in the parade by George Gleave, Bob Whyte, Neville Jones, 

N. Arnold. 

It is thought that the association could parade as a unit without 

interfering with any of the organizations, as it was noticed that the 49th 

were well represented in the various units. This could be brought up at 

the general meeting for consideration. 

It was noticed in the newspapers that several 49ers were 

prominent in the different Armistice celebrations at country points. 

General Griesbach was the guest speaker at the Barrhead branch of the 

Legion, He spoke of the spirit of Remembrance Day, and reviewed the 

events of the Great War and its results. 

Jack Mundy was the bugler at the Bashaw services and blew the 

Last Post and Reveille, beneath the Memorial Arch at the Legion 

headquarters. 

Lt. R. W. Speers was down at Wainwright and made a speech on 

the Remembrance Day spirit. Many 49ers were in evidence at the 

service held there. 

Major Tipton M.C. led the Canadian Legion parade from 

headquarters to the church at Jasper. 

J. E. L. Jones was elected President of the Sangudo branch of the 

Canadian Legion, at a meeting held at the Armistice weekend. E. J. 

Thiebert was elected Secretary Treasurer. 

 

“B” Company Group—Shorncliffe 

 

Left to Right Back Row 1. Cpl. Sherman, 2. Pte. Merret, 3. Pte. 

Gilpin, 4. Pte. F. Williams. 

Front Row 1. Pte. McIntyre, 2. Piper Geo. Dunbar, 3. Pte. 

Rheinhart. 
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MY WAR DIARY — Continued from Page 10 

 
morning and after breakfast we had just had an hours sleep when we had 

to fall in again and go and spend four or five hours more in doing another 

half hours work on the same job. One of the officers told us that he knew 

it seemed hard, but we must remember that we were at war now. We kept 

on doing working parties at the same work for four or five days. One night 

while we were at work the enemy shelled our guns for about an hour and 

we took cover in an old trench until it was over. The ground heaved and 

jumped while it lasted and then when it was safer for us to start work, we 

had to get busy and finish the portion allotted to us for that trip. We always 

had to work without equipment on and our rifles slung as nobody knew 

just what was going to happen next. 

One day some of us were loading chalk at the big crater on Bapaume 

road. We watched our guns spitting fire from every nook and corner of the 

landscape. Also saw wounded and columns of prisoners on the road. We 

had casualties each time we went out, as we had to work in the open and 

were exposed to shell fire. On one trip I helped to bury two of our men who 

were killed. After taking their personal belongings to be sent home we put 

them in a shell hole and covered them over without any ceremony. During 

this period, we had very little sleep and one night I had all I could do to 

keep awake while marching back to camp. 

On September 18th I went to the 49th battalion along with the rest of 

the draft. Before leaving, the Colonel of the Entrenching Battalion spoke 

to us and told us that we had worked well, and he hoped that we would 

fight as well as we had worked. He told us that we would be expected to 

uphold the honor of the battalion that we were going to. We ourselves 

hoped that we would be given a little more to eat. We reached the 49th 

battalion at some dugouts just in front of Albert called the “chalk pits”. It 

was a nasty wet morning, and Colonel Griesbach came along and looked 

us over. He then told us to split up into parties of friends and then attached 

us to the different companies. The party of friends I was with went to “A” 

company. After that he asked the officer in charge of the draft how we were 

fixed for rations and when he was told that we had twenty four hours 

rations of bully beef and biscuits he said, “bully beef and biscuits be 

damned, take them to the cook kitchen and see if they can get anything to 

eat.” So, we went to the field kitchen and got filled on rice that had been 

left over. It was the biggest feed we had had in France so far. 

That night I was detailed for a working party. It was raining when we 

started out and before we got far it was pouring down. We had our over-

coats on and our rubber ground sheets over our shoulders but our legs and 

feet were soaked. When we got about a mile up the road the work was 

 

 

 

 

 

called off for that night, so we went back to the chalk pits. We had no 

blankets now, as the 49th battalion was not carrying blankets, since it was 

summertime and blankets were considered too cumbersome for front line 

service. There was lots of moisture in the dugouts as the rain was dripping 

into them and there was only room to lie down when crowded close 

together. We lay on our ground sheets with our overcoats spread on top. 

We were just ready to settle down when someone shouted “Rum!” I had 

always been a staunch teetotaler, but under such conditions I thought it 

would probably be all right to take it, especially when the authorities 

considered it a good thing. So, I took the rum issue and lay down and slept 

until morning. When I got up I didn’t feel any worse either for sleeping in 

my wet clothes in a wet dug out, or having taken the rum. I was convinced 

that the rum had done me good, so I took it right along while I was on 

active service and I don’t know of any harm it ever did me. There was a 

good drying wind that morning, so our clothes soon dried out and we had 

a good breakfast. 

That day we moved into good billets in Albert. By good billets I mean 

empty houses where we could sleep on a dry floor and under a roof. 

The next day we marched off with full pack and equipment to a 

resting place about thirty miles behind the line. We marched three days 

doing about ten miles each morning and resting in the afternoons, sleeping 

either in tents or in barns. When we reached our destination, we stayed five 

days drilling in the morning and having the rest of the day to ourselves. We 

had impromptu concerts in the Y.M.C.A. tent every night, which were 

arranged by Captain Plunkett. 

The weather was fine but warm for marching. After the five days we 

began to march back to Albert where we went into billets. 

On October 2nd we went into the front line and stayed two days and 

three nights. The weather was wet all the time. It rained all the way in. The 

field kitchens went with us as far as they could, and we had a hot meal. 

After that we were loaded up with bombs, rifle ammunition, water, picks 

and shovels, and rations to do the trip. I had my rifle on one shoulder and 

a shovel with a box of bombs hooked to it on the other. We hadn’t gone far 

before it got too dark to see anything. The ground was strewn with barbed 

wire and telephone wire and 
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we were continually tripping over it and going flop in the mud. The 

ground was torn so much with shells that there was hardly a level spot 

in it and it was impossible to walk with a load any distance without 

slipping and going down. At last we got into the front-line trench and 

before we had time to make the relief the Germans attacked. 

Pope-Hennessey was our Platoon commander. We called him 

“The Pope”. We turned our bombs over to the men holding the trench 

and then I realized my rifle was empty and I didn’t know how I was 

going to load it with my muddy hands. However, I fixed my bayonet 

and rubbed my hands on my clothes and rubbed them together until I 

got them clean enough. Then I got the breach cover off my rifle and 

stuck ten rounds in. I think if a German had come near me then I was 

feeling ill natured enough to have killed him with the butt of my rifle, 

regardless of the fact that there was a war on. However, they never 

reached our trench as they were held by our artillery and machine gun 

fire. Sergeant E. O. Anderson was Platoon Sergeant. 

They bombarded us all the two days we were in the Line, only 

hitting our trench once and causing four casualties. 

I shall never forget that first night on post in the front line. The 

mud and gravel rained down on our steel helmets all night as it was 

thrown down by the bursting shells. When we were relieved it was 

harder going out than it was going in as the mud was worse than ever 

with the rain. We were not loaded going back and a lot of us abandoned 

our overcoats as they were so heavy with mud and water. The old 

timers had not taken theirs into the Line but we knew men were not 

wise enough to leave ours behind. 

When we reached the Bapaume road the field kitchens were there 

with hot tea for us. Then we trudged on to Albert where we had a good 

supper and dry billets. From Albert we went on another rest trip similar 

to the one we had before, and the weather faired up again. On October 

7th we got back to Albert and proceeded to the front line loaded down 

with supplies. The weather was fine, and the mud had dried up; B, C, 

and D Companies were placed in the front line while A company was 

in the support line. In the morning at zero hour after a four-minute 

barrage our men in the front line attacked while we in support went 

over in platoons in file, taking up the positions our front lines had just 

left. During this attack, a stretcher bearer was killed, and Platoon 

Sergeant Anderson gave me his first aid kit and told me to take his 

place. During the day I found that I had some of the dead stretcher-

bearers’ brains on my helmet. He had his head blown off close by me. 

The attack failed because the German barbed wire was not properly cut 

by our artillery fire. Nearly the whole of D company got through, some 

were taken prisoners, while B and C were held up in front of the wire 

and were sniped at all day. It was impossible to get wounded men out 

until dark because of German snipers. We were always forbidden to 

snipe at their men, especially when carrying wounded. 

 

 

 

 

 

This attack was made on the famous Regina trench. Captain 

Boyle got orders to attack with his company and reported himself to 

battalion headquarters that he couldn’t because he hadn’t enough rifles. 

The 42nd battalion Canadian Highlanders, whom we had just 

relieved, volunteered to come back and relieve us that evening while 

we went back to the reserve line and were told to make ourselves as 

comfortable as we could for the night. My chum and I dug a clean dry 

hole in the side of the trench with a spade we found. Then we found 

some German ground sheets with which together with our own we 

made a bed and slept until early when we woke up with a cold. During 

the day we had hot beans and tea carried up to us from the field kit-

chens. Colonel Griesbach was certainly good in looking after his men 

that way. At night just before dark we started for the rear and found 

hot tea awaiting us at Portieres and a good supper at Albert where we 

got into billets again. The band met us on the Bapaume road, and we 

marched to Albert to the tune of “Where are the boys of the old 

Brigade”. This was our last trip on the Somme. We went in about 800 

strong and came out about 200. 

We left Albert in a day or two for another rest trip and after this 

was through, we went to a new front at Neuville St. Vaast. We had 

three days marching with full pack and equipment, doing about fifteen 

miles a day. On the 3rd days march we arrived at Mont St. Eloi about 

noon and had dinner, then rested until dark when we went into the Line. 

This was on the 23rd of October. We were on a very quiet front with 

hardly anything doing at all. We did five-days in the front line, then 

five days in reserve then five days in the front line again, then five days 

rest at Mont St. Eloi, making twenty day the full round trip. We did 

this five times during the winter as we were not reinforced when we 

came out of the Somme. Our trenches got into a very bad state and it 

was all we could do to walk through them most of the time. We got 

very little sleep when in the front line as we had to work keeping the 

trenches in as good a condition as possible when we were not doing 

duty on post. I have known us to be sound asleep on post when we 

were supposed to be wide awake and only one man awake keeping 

watch. We got so sensitive that we could wake up at the least sound in 

the mud and when an officer approached our post we would always 

wake up and challenge him, but he would be no sooner gone again 

before we would all be asleep except for the man standing on the firing 

step. 
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It was here that Sergeant I. W. Anderson and Bentley were fired 

at by Mitchell of a covering party. 

We were allowed so little time for sleep that we could not keep 

awake all the time when on outpost. This used to be a regular thing 

right on Litchfield crater which was situated about two hundred yards 

in advance of our own firing trench and only about two hundred yards 

from the German trench. We had a more comfortable time when in 

support line as we were able to sleep in caves and basements of houses 

in Neuvelle St. Vaast. The five days out of every twenty were better 

for freedom as we could go around in the open at Mont St. Eloi but the 

huts, we slept in were very cold. We had the Y.M.C.A. to help us out 

with a canteen, writing tent and concerts. During the winter I was sent 

out of the Line along with some others to Mont St. Eloi for a course in 

bombing which was a pleasant change. It was during this period that 

we heard a lecture on what we were fighting for. 

When Christmas day of 1916 dawned, I was standing on the post 

which was known as the pulpit, situated right on the lip of Litchfield 

crater and watching over until it got broad daylight when we all crept 

under cover. 

1917 

On February 16th, 1917, the Brigade left Mont St. Eloi and 

marched to a mining town called Bruay, a distance of about fifteen 

miles. General Lipsett saw us on the march and told us that we were 

going to have a good time for a while. At Bruay we were billeted in 

real warm houses. 

Our Platoon was billeted in the upper floor of an estaminet. This 

was a luxury, though we had to sleep on the hard floor. The place was 

really warm and that was the main thing. We were on Divisional rest 

and I think that we were supposed to get a month of it, but we were 

there seven weeks. 

We spent most of the time training for the attack on Vimy ridge. 

During that time we were inspected by Sir Douglas Haig and General 

Petain. Sir Douglas seemed to me to have the word “gentleman” 

written all over his face. When our company commander, Captain 

Boyle asked General Petain to excuse our dirty appearance, as we had 

just come out of the line, he replied that he was glad to see us either 

dirty or clean. We were also reviewed by Sir Robert Borden, the war 

time Premier of Canada. Colonel Griesbach was promoted to Brigadier 

General of the 1st Brigade and made his farewell speech to us at Bruay. 

We were sorry to lose him; he was a real soldier and a man and took 

every care of those under him. We were also brought up to fighting 

strength and trained for the battle of Vimy Ridge. We had a church 

service every Sunday morning in a theatre that we used for concerts 

and entertainments as well. 

(END OF 2ND INSTALLMENT) 

(Another instalment next issue.) 

This brings the Diary up to Vimy Ridge. The remaining 

instalments are descriptive of intensely interesting incidents, which 

will enthral even the most hard-boiled veteran. We suggest that you 

carefully preserve this copy of the Magazine in order that when the 

next instalment is published at the time of the annual church parade in 

July next you will have it for reference purposes and to refresh your 

memory on what has appeared in this and the preceding chapter.—

Editor. 

 

 

General Sir Arthur Currie 

Continued from Page 7 

“In the spring of 1918, he came to see me one day and told me 

something of the plans for the coming months. ‘You will be relieved 

and march back into a certain area,’ he said. ‘What about billets?’ I 

asked. ‘You can build ‘wickyups’,’ he replied. ‘Men are just boys 

grown up. They like it. When I was a boy, mother used to send us out 

to beat a carpet on the clothesline. We always played house under the 

carpet and left the beating until later.’ 

“This was very true. Given fine weather and time, soldiers will 

spend hours and days building shelters out of a few ground sheets, 

grain bags and other similar material — ‘playing house’. 

“Normally he was placid and calm, complete master of himself 

and the situation, but he had a temper, and when he exploded there was 

no doubt as to who was boss. I remember one occasion, the day we 

marched across the German frontier, he was holding a generals’ 

conference. Something had gone wrong and somebody was for it. 

Things didn’t go wrong in the Canadian corps without somebody being 

‘for it’. At precisely the wrong moment, a certain royal prince 

undertook to throw a bucket of coal into the stove with a good deal of 

racket. I didn’t think Currie knew who the offender was at the time, 

but he delivered himself of some mighty vigorous opinions on the 

question of stoking stoves efficiently. 

Equal to Situation 

“The tact for which the royal family is noted was equal to the 

situation, and the prince tip-toed out of the storm, announcing to 

officers outside that ‘the old man has his back up this morning.’ 

“General Sir Arthur Currie was a great soldier and a great leader. 

I do not believe that he was guilty of a single act of injustice or 

unfairness to any officer under his command. He went to extraordinary 

lengths to satisfy himself as to the justice of harsh measures that were 

sometimes necessary. In cases where he might have reason to think 

that the officer in question had not been as loyal to him as he might 

have been, he leaned somewhat backward in his endeavor to stand 

straight. Every officer who served under Currie knew that his character 

and reputation was safe in Currie’s hands, and this is a great quality in 

a leader. As a strategist and tactician, he was the equal of any of the 

great leaders produced by the war. 

“On June 16, 1920, I felt called upon to speak in the house of 

commons in General Currie’s defense when he was attacked by a man 

who had played a distinguished part in the war, but who at that time 

was sinking under a malady of the brain from which he shortly 

afterwards died. I concluded that speech with the words which may 

properly conclude this tribute: ‘General Currie is a great Canadian and 

a great soldier and deserves well of this country.’ ” 
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PERPETUATING BATTATION 1ST BATTALION, THE EDMONTON REGIMENT (49 Bn. C.E.F.) 
July saw us under canvas for the annual eight-day training period. 

The Unit, up to full strength for the establishment allowed, entrained 

at Edmonton at 11 p.m. June 30th, arriving at Calgary (200 miles) at 8 

a.m. next morning. After breakfast we were taken by tram four miles 

and then marched four miles to the Camp on the Sarcee Indian Reserve. 

We pitched our tents, drew supplies, got well settled, and following a 

fine dinner were ready to start our training syllabus at 1:30 p.m., and 

from then on were kept busy the entire week, and the Staff certainly 

kept us going. We were engaged with field work exclusively 

emphasizing the attack with Platoons. On the final day in Camp the 

force was divided into Red and Blue forces, attacking and defending a 

position. 

We had one Mess Dinner at which we entertained the Camp Staff 

and senior Officers of the various Units. Our Hon. Colonel, Maj. Gen. 

The Hon. W. A. Griesbach, C.B., C.M.G., D.S.O., V.D., 

K.C., and our Hon. Lt. Colonel Jas. Ramsey were both present 

and a very pleasant evening was spent. General Griesbach spent five 

days with us and enjoyed himself hugely. 

On Saturday we marched to Calgary, eight miles, and en route 

passed the Cenotaph on which we placed a wreath. Entraining 6 p.m. 

we arrived home at midnight. 

Aug. 5, 6, and 7th, were spent in Bivouac at the Rifle Range, 

where we carried out our Range practices. At this time, we were visited 

by the Governor General, Lord Bessborough who has since sent his 

photo and that of Lady Bessborough for our Officers Mess. 

Labour Day, Sept. 4th, was spent at the Range on Machine Gun 

and Revolver practices. 

A School of Infantry is at present being carried on lasting six 

weeks, at which we have Officers and N.C.O.’s attending. 

On Sept. 26th the Officers gave a Ball in the Garrison Mess in 

Honor of Lt. Col. Ramsey who was leaving for Japan and other points 

in the East, to be away for a year. 

Remembrance Day, Armistice Day Anniversary, was observed by 

a parade of the Garrison and Veterans, with a service in the Memorial 

Hall. There was a fine turnout and on the March Past the salute was 

taken by Lt. Governor Walsh, who by the way is an Hon. member of 

our Mess. The Parade was headed by the Edmonton Regiment Pipes 

and Drums. The Brass Band was with the Regiment on the march and 

was detached to play the whole parade past the saluting point. In the 

evening a Ball given by the Garrison Mess was a great success. 

Quite the most interesting recent event and the most notable in 

our short history is the accomplishment of our Alliance with the Loyal 

Regiment (North Lancashire) of which all ranks are very proud and we 

are looking forward to our associations with pleasure and we feel it 

will be an incentive to better work and greater efficiency. 

An additional 4-day training period was allotted us ending with 

inspection by Brigadier Mathews, Dec. 8th. This completes our year. 

We start 1934 with a full quota of Officers and N.C.O.’s going to 

Esquimalt for various courses of from two to six weeks at the Royal 

School there. 

The following letter, regarding the playing of the 49th Band, 

appeared in the Journal and speaks for itself. Of course, the boys had 

always known this, their cry to the band being “Good Old Band”. The 

answer from the roughnecks p’raps should not be repeated. 

Sir—May I, through the medium of your Journal, express my 

thanks for the good music rendered by Bandmaster Aldridge and his 

crew, the 49th band on the exhibition grounds. Especially good was 

the playing of the “Wedding of the Winds.” It was almost equal to the 

one I heard played by Dan Godfrey’s band in England. Yours, 

Mrs. Mabel Simcox, Killam. 
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VIMEY MEMORIES — P.P. "PIP" MUIRHEAD 
Did any of you old Vimy birds ever hear tell of a roll call at night in 

the Mont St. Eloi huts? No, I’m not talking about the “Brasso” outfit, 

I mean in the 49th, because officially there was one. It consisted of the 

Orderly Sergeant reporting the Coy. all present and correct—if he (the 

Orderly Sgt.) could be found, otherwise the long-suffering C.S.M. did 

the trick. 

Well, this little tale is about how three old sweats nearly caused 

“C” Coy. to have a real roll call, and if you don’t believe me just ask 

Charlie Keeler next time you’re in Vancouver. 

The three old sweats, Bob Dower, Acting Corporal, later 

C.Q.M.S.; “Jack” Elmer Fay, “C” Coy.’s chief sniper, and yours truly, 

senior stretcher bearer—Nuff said. 

To begin with Fay got news of some of his old pals being over in 

one of those little towns beyond Ecoivres. I don’t remember the name 

of the town and couldn’t spell it if I did. He got Bob and me to go over 

with him this evening and of course we stayed till the canteen closed. 

We were getting along back to billets quite nicely, thank you 1 

Not a care in the world. Sure, we’d roamed around all winter and never 

seen a Red Cap. But this night the old order of things had changed. We 

were nearly through Ecoivres when he seemed to appear out of the 

ground, and before we could collect our wits, he had our names. Yes, 

we’d stayed too long in that canteen. 

The morning after wasn’t so hot, all except the C.S.M. Charlie 

Keeler. He was boiling clean through and if there is anything, he didn’t 

call us I have yet to hear it. After he had cooled down a little we found 

out the real trouble. It simply didn’t stand to reason that he was all that 

peeved over our getting pinched. Here was the situation. The Orderly 

Sgt. hadn’t appeared to report the Coy. all present and correct. So 

Charlie had come over to the huts and found that he had to do the job 

himself. Then he had to go back and put the Orderly Sgt. to bed. Now 

look at the pretty kettle of fish that they were both in. At this stage he 

repeated all the things we were again. Before he left us we had 

promised to clear him, and the Sgt., and prevent having a roll call at all 

costs. 

What to do now? And to make it worse from my point of view the 

other two seemed to think it was up to me. Then the inspiration came. 

Yes, I still believe it was an inspiration because I have never been able 

to manufacture a yarn like it since. 

I had two things to work on. First Dower had to tell the yarn being 

an N.C.O. Second, everyone including the Captain knew that Jim 

Jefferies, the Armorer Corporal, was one of our gang, and stayed in 

Ecoivres. 

The C.S.M. paraded us before Captain “Wally” Owen, himself. 

He couldn’t get a word out of us to what was coming, only silly grins; 

and believe me he was some fidgety. 

Captain Owen read the charge to us and then very sternly asked 

Dower what he had to say. Boy, but I was proud of him. Didn’t bat an 

eye. Lied like a soldier and a gentleman! The Captain’s expression 

didn’t seem to change, but I was watching closely and saw his eyes 

register pure admiration—and knew we had won. 

“Sir,” Dower began, “We were in for roll call, answered our 

names and were about to go to bed when we discovered that we had 

forgotten to get our blankets, which we. had left with Jim Jefferies 

while we were in the line. We decided to go over to Ecoivres and get 

them. We had never seen a Military Policeman around there before and 

did not expect to cause any trouble, and that was how we happened to 

get picked up.” 

“Well, boys,” Captain Owen began, “You have told a very 

plausible story and I would be inclined to do nothing more about it; but 

this charge has come through from Brigade and if you are not punished 

there will be no end of letters about it —three days extra fatigue.” 

Did you ever see Corporals, Snipers and Stretcher-bearers doing 

fatigues? Anyway the Battalion was going up the line that night. 
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GEORGE E. HARPER 

The death occurred in the Royal Alexandra Hospital, Edmonton, 

on Sunday, August 27th, of George E. Harper of Wainwright, one of 

the best known and finest characters in the whole of the rank and file 

of the 49th. George Harper enlisted in the Battalion in January 1915 

and was attached to “C” Company signalers, along with Neville H. 

Jones, who is now Honorary Treasurer of the Association. Until after 

the June scrap in 1916 he continued as one of “C” signalers, to which 

task he was eminently fitted being an expert railway telegrapher. Later 

on he was attached to Headquarters signalers, and in that capacity he 

apprised the battalion of a gas attack. Sometime later he developed 

rheumatism and was evacuated to England. On his return to the 

battalion he was attached to the transport and for over a year drove the 

medical officer’s cart. 

Many of the troops will remember that George Harper put up for 

Soldiers’ Candidate to the Alberta Legislature and ran a close third to 

Captain, the Reverend Bob Pearson and Miss Roberta McAdams, who 

were elected from the seven candidates who ran for the two seats. 

While George Harper was well known in the 49th, it was in the 

Town of Wainwright where he was best known. He came there in 1911 

as Grand Trunk Pacific Station Agent. Only last April he retired after 

forty-eight years faithful service in railway work, which began at 

Chesley, Ontario with the Old Grand Trunk. He came West in 1906 

and joined the C.P.R. as relief agent in Manitoba. Two years later he 

rejoined the Grand Trunk system, this time with the Grand Trunk 

Pacific, being appointed agent at Watrous, then the terminal of that 

line. Later he was moved to Rivers and finally to Wainwright. 

Following his death, the remains were conveyed from Edmonton 

on train No. 2 at 7:30 P.M. Sunday, August 27th, 1933, to Wainwright. 

The following members of the Association were present at the station 

to represent the Battalion: Lt. Colonel L. C. Harris, V.D., Capt. George 

L. Hudson, N. H. Jones, Norman Arnold, J. J. Blewett, L. G. Brown, 

Tommy Robb. General Griesbach expressed his regrets at being unable 

to be present. 

At Wainwright, Monday, August 28th, on arrival the flag in the 

C.N.R. Station grounds flew at half-mast. About fifty veterans of the 

Great War attended the service in charge of Sergeant Frank Seabrook, 

who was a sergeant in our late comrade’s Company (“C”) of the 49th. 

Among the ex-soldiers present at the funeral service were the 

following Forty Niners: F. Seabrook; Dr. Wallace; N. H. Jones; George 

Milne; Elmer Jackson; A. Chesterman; F. F. Mitchell; Bud 

Zimmerman. The Association was officially represented at the funeral 

by Neville H. Jones and the Association wreath was placed on the 

coffin. Interment took place in Norval Cemetery, Halton County, 

Ontario. The following letter was received from one of his two 

surviving brothers. 

15 Castle Frank Crescent, Rosedale, Toronto. 

The 49th Battalion Association, Edmonton, Alta. 

 

Kindly accept on behalf of my brother and self our appreciation 

of your service. Also, expression sympathy and floral tribute. 

Yours sincerely, 

John R. Harper. 

 

The following Editorial which appeared in the Wainwright Star, 

Wednesday, August 30, 1933, is reprinted here as summing up the 

feeling of our own members towards a splendid comrade. 

Editorial 

“It is no easy task to take pen in hand and then, with words created 

from the thought, give vent to pent feelings, in the writing of an 

obituary for a noble soul. When deep feelings break forth in words, 

they have a pathos that wins pity, and their simplest accents have a 

reverence that almost reaches awe. 

“Many times, when the Angel of Death calls amidst us, the sorrow 

of loss is felt by the immediate family only and is of little concern to 

the ordinary man on the street. How vastly different is the sorrow felt 

for the passing of Mr. Harper. The pain of loss has filtered into every 

heart and home in the surrounding district. The suddenness with which 

the Providence of the Almighty has been carried out is no less 

distressing. 

“The mighty stature of Mr. Harper served as an outer coating for 

his heart. He was kindness, and the personification of gentlemanliness. 

Years of public service made him sympathetic and knowing. The 

Wainwright Star extends sincere sympathy to the bereaved relatives in 

their hour of distress.” 

ALFRED BRADY 100490  

Alfred Brady, who became a life member of the Association 

about two years ago was drowned in a canoe accident at Bradley Bay, 

near Campbellford, Ontario. The exact cause of the fatality is not 

known, but it is surmised that he and a companion, who was also 

drowned, had been clinging to the upturned canoe before becoming 

exhausted. Wesley Brady, a brother, was responsible for the finding of 

the bodies of both men. 

The funeral was conducted by the Rev. F. G. McTavish, assisted 

by the Rev. H. P. L. Seymour. Draped with a Union Jack on which was 

placed a service cap, the casket was covered with a profusion of 

flowers, bearing fitting testimony to the respect in which the deceased 

was held. 

The body was laid to rest on Saturday afternoon, Oct. 21st, in the 

English Line Cemetery, Seymour Township. A full military funeral 

was accorded him, the Northumberland Regiment supplying the escort 

and firing party under the command of Captain G. H. Free. The Last 

Post was sounded by Bugler Walter Lowe. 

He is survived by three brothers, Wesley of Campbellford, and 

George and James A. Brady of Seymour: and one sister, Mrs. 

Hendricks of Campbellford. 

The particulars of his service were in one of the late issues of the 

49er, he having become a life member as soon as he heard that all ex-

members of the battalion were eligible. 

The magazine committee are indebted to comrades Greenly and 

Boxall for the above information. Boxall wrote from Peterborough, 

Ont., sending newspaper reports of the fatality and funeral. Greenly 

who lives at Jarvie, Alta., sent clippings of the fatality and also 

telegraphed regarding the funeral, which prompt notification enabled 

us to send along wreath in time for funeral. In his letter Greenly says 

that he also lived at Campbellford 
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at one time, and he speaks highly of Brady, whom he got to know in the 

49th. Bn. He was a friend and comrade who could be relied on at all 

times. He served with “B” Coy. coming to us from the 66th, his number 

being 100490. 

ROBERT G. AYRES 

 
An original member of “A” company, 49th Bn., who went overseas 

from here in 1915 and saw service throughout the war, Robert G. 

Ayres, 47, 11926 94th Street, died early Saturday, Oct. 28th, in the 

University hospital. Bob Ayres 

was born in Stroud, 

Gloucestershire, England. He 

came to the Edmonton district in 

1912 where he farmed until the 

war. During his service overseas 

he was wounded. He returned after 

armistice and for the last 11 years 

was employed at the Edmonton 

street railway car barns. He was of 

assistance to the executive on 

numerous occasions. It was a 

pleasure to call on him for help, as 

it was always willingly given. He 

is survived by his widow and three 

daughters, Una, Viola and Irene. 

A full military funeral was 

held Tuesday, Oct. 31st, at 2 

o’clock from Andrew Bros, 

funeral parlors, corner 112th St. 

and Jasper Ave. The Rev. Canon 

Clough officiated, and interment took place in the Edmonton cemetery. 

The firing party, kindly provided by Lt. Col. L. C. Harris, fired three 

volleys, and Bugler Ratcliffe sounded the Last Post. Among the 

numerous wreaths was one from the association, and the Canadian 

Legion. The association provided the pall bearers and also had the 

following members at the funeral: General Griesbach, George Hunt, 

Earle Hay, G. Butler, Sid Parsons, R. Dunn, A. Potter, Capt. Hudson, 

R. Speers, H. Clift, Major Hale, Vic Dingley, W. E. Rose, G. Gleave, 

Col. Elliott, D. Barcroft, George Hollands; and others whose names 

were unavoidably missed. 

DEATH OF W. P. DUNN’S SON 

The sympathy of our association is extended to Mr. and Mrs. W. 

P. Dunn and family in the sad loss they have suffered by the death of 

their son David Russell Dunn ,who passed away in the city, Tuesday, 

December 19, at the age of 20 years. Interment took place in 

Beechmount cemetery Thurs. Dec. 21st. 

Mr. W. P. Dunn served overseas with “A” Coy. of the 49th. His 

son Andrew Dunn served with “C” Coy. and was a prisoner of war in 

Germany for some time. He resides at Calgary, and works for the 

C.N.R. Another brother James Dunn was with the P.P.C.L.I. and works 

at the Oliver Institution. Mary Dunn, of the Grads basketball team, is 

a sister. 

 

 

 

 

WILLIAM J. MCKENZIE 

On Wednesday, September 13th, 1933, William J. McKenzie, 

originally a member of the 137th Battalion, Calgary, who later was a 

reinforcement to the 49th, being attached to “B” Company, and who 

lost a leg at Passchendaele died at Consort, Alberta. He was thirty-six 

years of age. The funeral was held in Edmonton on Saturday, 

September 16th., interment being made in the Soldiers’ Plot. The late 

private McKenzie had been with the Royal Bank for some years at 

Claresholm, High River and at the time of his death was assistant 

manager at Consort. The 49th. Battalion was represented at the funeral 

by the following members: H. Pauls, Bob Ayres (since deceased), 

Walter Hunter, Dickie Barcroft, J. J. Blewett and Norman Arnold. Pall 

bearers were provided by the Edmonton branch of the Amputation 

Association. Bugler Ratcliffe of the Perpetuating Battalion sounded 

the Last Post. The Association Wreath was placed on the grave. 

MRS. MABEL PETERSON 

The funeral service of Mrs. Mabel Peterson, beloved wife of 

Constable James E. Peterson of 11824 103rd St., who passed away at 

the family residence, Oct. 1st, at the age of 45 years, was held Tuesday, 

October 3rd. The Rev. Mr. Irving, of Norwood United Church, 

officiated and interment took place in Beechmount cemetery. The 

sympathy of our Association is extended to Peterson and his family. 

Jim Peterson was a member of “D” Coy. of the 49th and has been a 

member of the Association for a good many years. 

COL. A. H. ELLIOTT’S DAUGHTER DIES 

The death occurred at Vancouver on December 24th, of Mrs. R. B. 

Faulkner, formerly Miss Patsy Elliott, daughter of Colonel A. H. and 

Mrs. Elliott, 12728 112th Avenue, Edmonton, aged 22. The funeral 

was held Thursday, December 28th, from Christ Church, Edmonton. 

Colonel Elliott is a member of the 49th Battalion Association 

Executive and the sympathy of all members of the Association is 

extended to him and Mrs. Elliott. 

MOTHER OF FOUR FORTYYNINERS PASSES AWAY AT 

BARRHEAD 

Mrs. Jane Dower, aged 73, died at Barrhead Tuesday, Oct. 24th, 

after a lingering illness which followed a stroke 16 years ago. 

Deceased is survived by two sons, Robert and William, who served in 

“C” Company. Her eldest son Alex was killed at Vimy Ridge and John 

at the Somme, both with the 49th Bn. Interment took place in Barrhead 

cemetery, at 2:30 P.M. Saturday, Oct. 28th, 1933. The sympathy of the 

members of our association is extended to our comrades in their sad 

loss. 
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The following Memorial notice appeared in the Edmonton Journal of 

Sept. 16th, 1933. 

“In loving memory of Lance Corporal William Wigham, 49th. batt., 

who made complete sacrifice on Somme, Sept. 16th, 1916. 

Mother and Dad. 

The magazine committee would be pleased to receive short 

memorial notices such as the above, from relatives or friends of 

deceased 49ers, for publication in either of the two issues of the maga-

zine. The magazine is published semi-annually, in January and July, 

and notices should be in the hands of the committee in December for 

the January issue and June for the July issue. 

NO. 8 COPY OF FORTY-NINER 

Ernie Sharp, who is a valued contributor’ to the magazine and who 

is Court Stenographer, Court of Sessions, Edinburgh, his home address 

being 13 Stanhope Place, Edinburgh, is anxious to obtain a copy of No. 

8 of the Forty Niner. Any member of the Association who may have 

this copy and would care to part with it Sergeant Sharp will be more 

than delighted to obtain it. 

CHANGES OF ADDRESS 

Magazines were sent to the following, and returned through the 

P.O. marked wrong address, or not known. 

Mr. R. W. Diamond, Camrose, Alta. 

Mr. G. H. Chesterton, 820 6th Ave. W., Calgary. 

Mr. B. J. Kingsted, 1601 16th Ave., Calgary. 

Mr. J. Buichase, Mountain Park, Alta. 

Mr. Jewson, 2581 McGill St., Vancouver, B.C. 

 

Morrison and Barnes Victims of Daring Thieves 

Barney Morrison’s store is burgled. “D” Coy. man is victim of 

weekend burglars. During Saturday night, Sept. 16th, entry was made 

into his store at 10010 101A Ave., and jewelry valued at $2,000 was 

stolen. The thieves gained entrance through a hole in the wall of an 

adjoining store, and let themselves down 15 feet by, it is believed, the 

use of ropes. An arrest was made some time later, and jail sentences 

imposed. Most of the loot was recovered.
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A Wartime X-mas Message 
Continued from Page 5 

for him to go ahead with the job. Hulme broke out in a voluble display 

of language, asking what the H_____ they thought he was, a conjurer’ 

or magician. But the Sergeant had the last word, audible at least, and 

muttering to himself Hulme went ahead with the job.” 

“He put up the framework, with the studding a lot wider- than is usual. 

The side boards he spaced so that the edges of the tarpaper could be 

nailed thereto. The structure, as will be readily understood, was far 

from substantial, and when anyone opened the door the displacement 

caused the tarpaper to bulge inward and when the door was closed to 

be forced out. "When the hut was constructed it was winter and 

naturally it was not exactly weatherproof. It managed to weather the 

storm however until the Battalion left but it was a sorry looking object 

to hand over to the succeeding Battalion, but Hulme was satisfied even 

if none of the others who were interested were.” 

 

WHIZZ BANG OR COAL BOX? 

The terrific windstorm which occurred November’ 11th razed the 

two fifteen-foot chimneys of the residence of General Griesbach on 

102nd Avenue. One of the chimneys crashed through the roof 

fortunately falling into a room unoccupied at the time. 

 

FORTY-NINERS AT HYTHE BANQUET 

The Grande Prairie Herald in its issue of November 17th, 1933, in 

reporting an Armistice Day banquet which was held by the 

Legionnaires at Hythe says: “old man Depression and the price of 

frozen wheat were forgotten on Saturday evening, November 11th, 

when some sixty of the boys of the Old Brigade sat down to a 

sumptuous banquet held under the auspices of the Hythe branch of the 

Canadian Legion, B.E.S.L.” Among those present were the following 

Forty Niners: Bert Funnell, Andy Laing, P. Stephens, Slim Hawkes, 

Stan Thieme, and Bob McGregor. 

ASSOCIATION DUES 

Association Dues may be forwarded to N. Arnold, Assistant 

Secretary, 11908-92nd Street, Edmonton. 

The Annual Dues for Membership in the Association are 50 cents. 
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