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EDITORIAL BRITAIN’S RECOVERY 
One of the marvels of these times is the financial and 

economic recovery of Great Britain. Three years ago, she faced 

bankruptcy. Her revenues had fallen far below her necessary 

expenditures. She was crushed by a load of debt and taxation, 

which had reached the saturation point. She was compelled to 

abandon the gold standard. Her unemployed had reached 

alarming figures. The outlook was dark indeed. 

In this year she has a surplus of one hundred and ninety-

five millions of dollars, with a substantial surplus -in sight for 

next year. She is again the first exporting nation in the world. 

Month by month the numbers of unemployed decrease. Trade 

and business are booming. The depression in Great Britain is a 

thing of the past. More than that there are signs of an industrial 

activity which promises to restore to that country not only all 

that she once had in industrial leadership, but more besides. 

Industrially, Britain has been born again. Throughout the land 

old plants have been scrapped and torn down and new ones 

constructed. New processes have been experimented with and 

are now successfully applied in synthetic dyes, steel 

production, the extraction of oil from coal, the utilization of 

electrical power, developed mainly from coal at the pit mouth. 

All these have changed the face of industrial Britain. Courage, 

energy, faith and an enquiring mind - a happy mixture of 

Radicalism, Liberalism and Conservatism - all these ancient 

virtues are again in play. This wonderful country once more 

emerges as a world leader in things that really matter. 

In Russia, Germany and Italy Communism, on the one 

hand, and Fascism, on the other, are in the saddle. Personal 

freedom, individual rights, self-expression are things of the 

past. France hovers on the verge of Civil War. In the United 

States, they are spending ten billions of dollars to recapture 

prosperity and are still far from tangible results. 

It is to be noticed that in Britain they resisted the 

Communists and the Fascists, treating both with good-

humored contempt. Their faith in responsible, representative, 

Parliamentary Government has never wavered mainly for the 

reason that they know how to make it work, but their greatest 

asset has been a sense of humour. The Russian goes about 

government with sadistic cruelty, the German with pompous 

gravity and the Latin races with never-ending theatricality. In 

peace, in war and in economic stress the Britisher sees the 

funny side of things. Serious situations are dissolved with a 

jest, but underneath and by no means unrelated there is 

courage, energy and efficiency of a high order. 

These people are our people. We shine with a reflected 

glory. We rejoice in their success. We know that in days gone 

by Britain has saved the world no less by her exertions than by 

her example and now again she leads the way. In Canada, we 

shall do well when in doubt and difficulty to approach our 

problems in the British frame of mind and to solve them in the 

British way. 

The Loyal Regiment Likes our 

“Where is My Wandering Boy?” 

In the annual report of the Regimental Association of “The 

Loyal Regiment” (North Lancashire) there appears an 

interesting paragraph in the formal address to the Regimental 

Association by the Colonel of the Regiment, Brigadier General 

J. B. Wells, C.M.G., D.S.O. It has reference to the Forty Niner. 

Brigadier Wells says: “There is still room in the Association, 

and to spare, for the many ex-Loyals with whom we have lost 

touch. We might well take a leaf out of the book of the 1st 

Battalion, The Edmonton Regiment (an alliance with whom 

has this year been approved by His Majesty, The King) - and I 

should like here on behalf of the Old Comrades to extend them 

a hearty welcome. A great feature of their magazine is a section 

entitled “Where is My Wandering Boy?” and in it are to be 

found short accounts of the whereabouts, etc., of ex members 

of the Regiment. I counted over seventy of them in the last 

number of the magazine, “The Forty Niner” which I saw. I 

hope Old Comrades will report to the Secretary of the 

Association any “wandering boys” they may be able to find.” 

While this comment is highly flattering to the 49th Battalion 

Association it should be pointed out that the “Loyal Lancs” 

have many more branches than the 49th., all of which are most 

active. They are as follows: Bolton Branch; Gravesend Branch; 

Kirkham Branch; London Branch; Manchester Branch ; 

Merseyside Branch Preston Branch; Rochdale Branch. With 

more intensive organization we perhaps could take a leaf out 

of the book of the “Loyal Lancs” and increase the number of 

branches of our Association. The only really active branch at 

present is the Calgary Branch. “The Loyal Regiment” is the 

permanent force British Regiment with which the 1st 

Battalion, The Edmonton Regiment, our perpetuating militia 

unit, is allied. 
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P. O. W.  -  By Ben Davison 
CHAPTER 1. 

Captured! 

A prisoner of war! 

I don’t suppose very many of us, as soldiers ever thought of 

that possibility. I know that I didn’t. The thought of becoming a 

casualty was mostly taken to mean wounded, not always an 

unwelcome one, or “Going West”, the latter thought being mostly 

applied indefinitely to others, and not often to one’s self. 

However, it had happened to me, and. here I was, along with 

Max Gauthier and Andy Dunn, standing in a dugout in a German 

trench. 

Apparently, none of the Gerries here could speak English, so 

Max was taken into an inner chamber for a few minutes and 

questioned in French. I was standing by a table on which some 

odd-looking objects were lying. Hardly realizing my position as 

yet, I picked one up to examine it. A guard let out a yell and started 

for me. I dropped the object and was pushed away from the table. 

It was the first time I had ever seen a potato-masher bomb intact. 

When Max rejoined us we were led along the communication 

trench toward the rear. The dugout we had just left, by the way, 

was no ‘funk hole’, but contained at least two ordinary sized 

rooms. The fire trench was at least eight feet deep, boarded solidly 

from side to side, and was dry as a bone. Some contrast to our own 

“Little bit of ’Eaven”, only fifty yards across the street! 

We hadn’t gone far when we heard a shout behind us and were 

halted. It was only our old friend Dick Jewson, being re-united 

with us. He had dropped into a shell-hole in no-man’s-land, and 

was brought in a little later, by an officer who went looking for 

him. So now we were four. A little farther along the trench, we 

were lined up in a little bay cut in the side of the trench. I must 

confess that I had a bad sinking sensation for a moment, but the 

only weapon used on us was a camera. 

We moved on again and soon we stepped out on the German 

end of the Ypres-Menin road, the same road that we had used two 

nights before on our way into the Hooge trenches. Jerry was using 

his end of it in broad day-light, up to within a few hundred yards 

of his front line. 

We passed a working party of Russian prisoners not more than 

a quarter mile back. 

After marching some distance, we were taken into a chateau 

used as headquarters of some sort. Here we were handed over to 

other guards, and I believe it was at this place we were left alone 

in a room for a while. Bye-and-bye several officers came in to 

look us over. The senior officer had quite a lot of remarks to make 

regarding us, which might not have been all complimentary. So 

maybe it was just as well for our own feelings that we couldn’t 

understand him. He finally spoke to us and pointed to his mouth. 

We gathered that he was asking if we were hungry, so we nodded. 

After they left us we were given some of their ration bread, heavy 

dark sour tasting stuff. We didn’t care for it at that time but, 

believe me, we got quite used to it before long. 

We went on from there in charge of guards armed with rifles 

and those saw-toothed bayonets we had heard about. We soon 

came to a village and were taken into a house, and right through 

to the courtyard at the back. As we passed through the house, a 

lady passed us in the hall, but she didn’t try to speak to us, then. 

In the yard there was a lot of leather harness laid out on the 

pavement as though for inspection. A big husky German officer 

was looking it over.  

SOMEWHERE IN GERMANY 
 

 
Dick Jewson, Andy Dunn, Ben Davison (the author), 

This picture of three of the four “Forty-Niners” who were taken prisoners at Hooge 

Crater in the Spring of 1916, was taken in Germany. Ben Davison, who is the 

author of the accompanying story is now an employee of the City Telephone 

Department, and Andy Dunn is a fireman on the Canadian National Railways, 

living at Calgary. Dick Jewson lives in Edmonton. The fourth man was Corp. 

Gauthier. The picture is worth more than a casual glance. Note the German 

peasants hat Jewson is holding, and the German forage cap carried by Davison. 

Take a look at the boots all three are wearing. 

 

 

A soldier entered the yard, saluted, and spoke to him. Whatever the 

message was, it sent the officer into a terrible rage; I thought he was going 

into a fit, the way he shouted and raved. He towered over the man with 

his fists clenched and shaking, and his face red as a beet. The poor devil 

of a Fritzie was as white as a sheet, and he had to stand stiff as a ramrod 

and take it. After several minutes of this, the officer pointed to the gate, 
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and the man saluted and left on the run. That was apparently a good 

example of a Prussian officer. 

 

 

 

Just after this scene, the lady we had seen in the house came out 

and asked our guard if she might speak to us. She spoke to Gauthier 

in French for some time. Then asked if we would like a drink. The 

answer being in the affirmative, she went into the house and brought 

a tray of glasses and a bottle of beer for each of us. A little girl about 

ten or twelve years old, came with her carrying a bowl of eggs. The 

lady broke an egg into each glass and filled them up with beer and 

I’ll say it went down good. She also gave us a big cake of chocolate. 

We gave the little girl some of our badges. The lady wrote out her 

name and address for us, but the guard would not let us have it, so I 

don’t even know the name of the village. It seemed quite a great 

kindness to us, and she may have been taking a chance in befriending 

us, so we always had a warm thought for that Belgian lady, whoever 

she was. 

We travelled farther that day and went by tram for some distance. 

Late in the afternoon we were taken to another house in a small town, 

name unknown, and here, for the first time, we were met by a couple 

of officers who could speak English. We were taken out, one at a 

time, to a little lawn at the back of the house, and there we were ques-

tioned. The questioning was a very chummy affair. When my turn 

came the officer gave me a fag and invited me to sit down on the grass 

with him and have a chat. He started asking me about the battalion, 

and when I seemed reluctant to answer he showed me a type-written 

sheet, or rather a handful of sheets, bearing the names of all the batta-

lion officers, date of mobilization, and of our arrival in England and 

France. He didn’t need to ask me anything about it, and for all I know 

he may have had the complete muster roll of the outfit there. I suppose 

there wouldn’t be much difficulty for them to obtain such 

information, but it struck me as odd to find ourselves so intimately 

known in the enemy’s country. However, more questions. 

“How many machine guns to a battalion?” 

“Eight to a company, or the largest reasonable number you could 

think of at the moment.” 

“How many guns on Kemmel Hill?” “Thousands.” 

“Where are they placed?” 

“Our infantry privates aren’t given that information, are yours? 

(He laughed at that, showing that he realized that it was a ridiculous 

question.) 

“Have you seen any of the Guards at Ypres?” 

“I never saw the Guards in my life.” 

There was considerable more along the same line though I don’t 

remember any more of the questions. But if they got any useful 

information out of any of us it was certainly not from our answers. 

The officer showed me an aerial photo of the sector in which we were 

taken and asked me to point out our trench. I professed an even 

greater dumbness than is naturally mine and said I couldn’t make 

head or tail of it. 

After the questions were finished, we were returned to the guard 

room and given a meal, the first since we were captured. Shortly after 

that Max, Andy and Dick were taken away, while I was kept there. I 

was told that I would rejoin them later, but I never did find out the 

reason for the separation. Several hours later, it must have been 

around midnight, I was taken away in a large touring car. There were 

two officers in it, besides the chauffeur, and a corporal of the 

Northumberland Fusiliers. 

We went to the town of Thielt and were taken to what appeared 

to be a permanent garrison for the night, there were real beds in these 

rooms, and it was the first time I had slept in one since my last leave 

before leaving England. 

Early the next day Andy, Dick and Max arrived, and the day after 

that there were about thirty or so men from the 2nd. Div. along with 

a Lieutenant, brought in. They were captured in the mess of craters 

around St. Eloi. 

While there we were visited by an old gentleman representing the 

Belgian Prisoners’ Relief Association. He gave each of us a black 

cloth bag containing underwear, chocolate and smokes, and a few 

other such comforts, and they were very welcome. 

The next day we were taken by train to Cologne. There the officer 

said good-bye to all of us and was taken away to an officers’ camp. 

We were held there in the station for several hours, then were en-

trained again and arrived at Giessen late in the evening. 

The P.O.W. Concentration Camp - in German Kriegs - 

gefangenenlager - at Giessen was quite a large affair. It was 

completely enclosed by a high board fence. At one end there were 

high platforms erected at the two corners, with two light field guns 

on each platform, overlooking the whole camp. The camp was 

divided into about twelve companies, each surrounded by a high 

barbed-wire fence, with streets between, and there were four large 

barracks in each company. At the time we came to it there were only 

about two companies in use as most of the prisoners attached to it 

were out on working “Kommandos”. 

When we arrived at the camp, we were put into one of the vacant 

companies, and we had not been there long when we were visited by 

a Belgian Sgt.-Major. He made himself very friendly to us and told 

us that he could get many comforts for us, as he had a special permit 

to enter the town. The next morning, we saw an English P.O.W. 

cleaning up the street. He worked over close to our fence, and, 

without stopping in his job, he said, “I’m not al-  

(Continued on Page 3) 
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FOURTEENTH ANNUAL DINNER, 49TH BN. ASSOCIATION 

 

The following is the newspaper report of the Annual Dinner of 

the 49th Battalion, Edmonton Regiment, Association, which 

appeared in the Edmonton Bulletin, under date January 8th, 1934. It 

was written by Lieut Jack Oliver who is himself a veteran of the Great 

War, although not a member of the 49th. 

. Memories of “Somewhere in France” were revived and 

friendships forged in blood under a storm of shot and shell in the 

fateful years 1914-1918, were re-kindled on Saturday evening when 

members of the 49th Battalion Association gathered at the Macdonald 

hotel for their annual banquet and get-together. 

And what memories welled up within each and every man. Gone 

were thoughts of the present. Crop failures, depressed business, 

unpromising outlook for the future - all these were brushed aside as 

if they were of no consequence. Instead, there came before the Forty-

Niners, a vivid picture of the period of 1914-1918. The hands of Time 

rolled back 15 and more years and again they stood in the shell-swept 

fields of Northern France and Flanders. 

They talked of “Mademoiselle of Armentieres” and her many 

sisters, cousins and aunts. They recalled a vivacious, charming girl at 

Foss 10. There were favorite estaminets at Bruay, and other points 

that once again held their thoughts. “I hear regularly from 

Charmaine,” cried out one lad and a hundred voices rose in envious 

comment. The boys recalled the pleasant days of the war. Seldom did 

their thoughts drift back to that evening on Mount Sorrel when 

“Steady D” company went after the Huns with fists and rifle butts 

when their Ross rifles jammed. Nor did they talk much of massing 

behind Yeomanry Post prior to their epochal counter-attack of June 

3, 1916 to beat back the Wurtemburgers who threatened the very 

ramparts of Ypres itself. 

But they did talk of that triumphal advance astride the Mons-

Conde Canal and the entry into Mons alongside the 42nd Royal 

Canadian Regiment and Princess Pats on Armistice morning. 

Although not timed to start until 7:30 p.m. the dinner attracted a 

large number in the earlier part of the evening. 

Embellished by Band 

Never has the rotunda of the Macdonald presented a scene to 

equal that of Saturday. For the first time in the history of the 14 years 

in which these reunions have been held, the regimental band of the 

perpetuating battalion has given a concert prior to the dinner. The 

bandsmen volunteered their services and under the direction of 

Bandmaster Frank G. Aldridge they played the most popular wartime 

marches. It was fitting that they should open up with “Colonel 

Bogey”, the most popular of them all. Then there were “The Old 

Brigade”, “Pack Up Your Troubles in Your Old Kit Bag”, “Long, 

Long Trail”, “Sons of the Brave” and other stirring tunes to which the 

boys marched in France. “Good old band” and “that’s the stuff, band” 

rang out through the corridors as the band concluded each succeeding 

number. 

Then, enthusiasm reached a high peak when the regimental march 

“Bonnie Dundee”, rang out. 

As the cheers for this died down, a bugler stepped to the centre of 

the rotunda and sounded “The Cook House Door.” 

WHEN THE GENERAL CAME HOME 

 
Left to Right - Capt. Livesey, man not known, Col. R. H. Palmer, 

Major Justus Wilson, General Griesbach, Capt. C. G. O’Connor. 

General Griesbach did not come back to Edmonton with the 

Battalion, he having taken over the 1st Brigade long before the war 

ended. As was fitting he was accorded a civic reception on his return 

and the above picture taken outside the entrance to the Macdonald 

shows the group of officers who formed the military escort. The only 

one of the group who has “passed on’ since is Major Justus Wilson, 

the original Commander of “Steady D”. We are indebted for the 

picture to A. Knowler, McLeod Bldg, who was an original 51st 

Battalion man. It is doubtful if many of our members knew of the 

existence of this photograph. 

 

 

Then a piper started a slow march down the corridor to the dining 

room playing, “Bonnie Dundee” and Maj. Gen. W. A. Griesbach, 

C.B., C.M.G., D.S.O., V.D., K.C., original officer commanding, 

called the gathering to attention and in single file the Forty Niners 

followed the piper to the dining room. Prior to sitting down, they 

circled the room once. 

Guest of Honor 

As special guests of honor, on either side of Maj. Gen. Griesbach 

were His Worship Mayor Andy Davison of Calgary and His Worship 

Mayor D. K. Knott of this city. Lieut. Col. L. C. Harris, V.D., officer 

commanding the perpetuating battalion, was also a guest of honor. 

Cheers rent the air as Private Cecil John Kinross, V.C., took his 

chair. The man who had won the highest decoration in the gift of His 

Majesty for valor at Passchendaele had come from his farm to sit 

around the festal board with his old companions. 
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During the process of the dinner, the boys recalled incidents of 

life in the battalion and told of their doings since demobilization. 

Boys sat together by platoons and companies and many a yarn was 

exchanged as laughter soared to the uppermost floor of the hotel. 

Several toasts were proposed. First came the toast to His Majesty. 

Then there were toasts to “Our Departed Comrades”, “Absent 

Friends”, “The Perpetuating Battalion”, “Sister Battalions of the Sil-

ver Seventh”, and to Gen. Griesbach. 

Widespread Greetings 

Prolonged cheers greeted the reading of various messages of 

greeting that came from all parts of Canada and from sections of the 

Old Country - Forty-Niners staying together as ever. 

There was a message from Lady Currie and her son and daughter, 

expressing appreciation of sympathy sent by the 49th on the death of 

Sir Arthur Currie, commander of the Canadian Corps in France. 

“Irresistible in attack; immovable in defence. That was the gallant 

49th”, wired Major-Gen. Sir Archibald MacDonnell from Kingston, 

in recalling his days as commander of the 7th Brigade. 

There were messages from G. G. Trimble, formerly of “D” 

company; Harry Grant, Chipman; Edmonton Branch of the Canadian 

Legion; Brig. J. A. Clark, Vancouver; Frank S. Winser, Idaho 

Springs, Colorado; Red Chevron Club, per A. E. Nightingale; from 

James MacDonald Scott at Edinburgh, Scotland, and many others. 

Private John Chipman Kerr, V.C., of Spirit River, who with 

Kinross enjoys the distinction of winning for the battalion the highest 

honor in the British Empire, wired his best wishes and regrets at his 

inability to attend. 

Arthur Barnes replied to the toast to the “Gallant Forty Twa!” 

Sammy Campbell performed a similar service for the Princess Pats 

and W. Booth replied for the R.C.R. 

In the course of brief remarks, Gen. Griesbach said, “It seems that 

there is little left for me to say regarding the 49th. 

“I have already told you that the organization of the battalion was 

the greatest honor of my life. It was a wonderful thing to gather 

together 1,000 men from this community, cross Canada to England 

and France and play our part in that great drama being enacted on the 

stage of France and Flanders. 

Many Speeches 

Mayor Davison of Calgary recalled that he always attended the 

gatherings of the Calgary branch of the 49th Association. “One 

reason for the conspicuous success of the 49th was because it had so 

many Calgary boys in it,” he said. 

Mayor Knott paid his tribute to the battalion and said he intended 

to tell the world by means of a radio broadcast on Sunday that 

Edmonton had sent a higher contribution to the war in percentage of 

population than any city in Canada. 

George D. Hunt, Norman Arnold and George Gleave were 

complimented on their work on behalf of the “Forty-Niner,” the 

association magazine, copies of which were distributed during the 

evening. 

Songs were given by Mayor Davison, who won warm acclaim 

with his “The Trumpeter” and “Mother Machree” and by Jack Jones 

and Bill Rice. Red Gibbons and his orchestra were in attendance for 

numbers during the evening. 

Some of the out-of-town guests were: Col. A. K. Hobbins, D.S.O., 

Elk Island; Major James McQueen, Hanna; Capt. Walker Taylor, 

Turner Valley; Capt. Norman Campbell, Calgary; Capt. W. J. Tipton, 

Jasper; Sgt. Digby Harris, Jasper; Sgt. A. G. Rowlands, Wetaskiwin; 

Fred Guest, Barrhead; R. V. Patterson, Vermilion; Sgt. James 

McMillan, Calgary; and others. 

The central committee in charge of the gathering was Gen. 

Griesbach, Earle Hay, Norman Arnold, George Gleave, George D. 

Hunt, Neville Jones. 

Some of Those Present at the Banquet 

Harry White, 9448 118th Ave., H. Sandilands, 9258 91st St., C. 

H. Bunkum, 11327 91st St., R. Hargreaves, 12031 96th St., T. 

Galliver, 11718 96th St., H. Larmore, 9189 Jasper Ave., A. G. Row-

lands, Wetaskiwin, D. A. Fazan, 10047 76th Ave., A. G. S. 

McMillan, 9632 76th Ave.; A. Armstrong, 10430 91st St.; A. Liddle, 

Ponoka, Alta.; W. D. Gavin, 11837 87th St.; J. H. Sandilands, 11511 

87th St.; J. Patterson, 11528 81 St.; P. Keen, St. Paul, Alta.; G. Foley, 

10713 80 Ave.; J. McQueen, Capt., Hanna, Alta.; O. Muckleston, 

10924 126 St.; G. Hudson, Capt., 10938 88 St.; C. W. Lilley, 11030 

81 Ave.; H. A. Leach, Royal Alex Hospital; C. Jennings, 11037 81 

Ave.; A. R. Japp, Gen. Del. City; G .Woodburn, 9750 92 St.; M. M. 

O’Brien, 10611 87 Ave.; H. Clift, 10557 109 Ave.; A. E. Figg, 11826 

94 St.; W. Hill, 11908 95 St.; C. J. Kinross, Lougheed, Alta.; J. H. 

Saunders, Commercial Hotel; M. McDonald, Ronan, Alta.; J. F. Mc-

Donald, 9537 108 Ave.; W. L. Oliver, Col., 10510 107 Ave.; H. 

Watson, Col., 10526 127 St.; N. Campbell, Calgary, Alta.; W. L. 

Taylor, Turner Valley; G. D. K. Kinnaird, 309 Tegler Blk.; C. W. A. 

Dawes, 10924 100 Ave.; F. S. Cockroft, Lamont, Alta.; R. Law, 

R.R.3 Scona; G. Low, 11114 125 St.; A. N. Nelson, Clyde, Alta.; C. 

O. McGowans, Hairy Hill, Alta.; W. Wynn, 11814 94 St.; H. R. 

Floen, 9316 120 Ave.; C. S. Merrett, 441 Armstrong Blk.; Roy 

Arnstee, Edson, Alta.; J. C. McQuarrie, Bulletin, City; W. Booth, 

Jasper, Alta.; D. Harris, Jasper, Alta.; C. B. Matheson, 10017 123 St.; 

J. McMillan 3046 5th St. S.W., Calgary; G. Pendleton, 10159 

(Continued on Page 37} 
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MEMBERS OF THE ORIGINAL NO. 9 PLATOON “C” COMPANY STILL IN FRANCE, JULY 1918 

 
Back Row, Left to Right - W. Nichol, N. Jones, D. Barbour, Drummond, Dawes, Harris.  

Centre Row- - D, McCallum, B. McGrath, Slim, Dancocks, Lt. R. V. Patterson, B. Whyte, B. Parks, Slim McHarness (killed at Amiens). 

Front Row- - Stevenson, A. Fetherstone, J. Osborne, R. Skitch, P. Livingstone, G. Douglas. 

 

194TH BATTALION COLORS 

NOW IN PARLIAMENT BUILDINGS 

A ceremony of interest to former members of the 194th Battalion, 

who later were transferred to the 49th Battalion, took place on Friday, 

May 11th, when the colors of the 194th Battalion were placed in the 

gallery of the Provincial Parliament Buildings. Two hundred 

members of the 194th Battalion from Edmonton and outside points 

attended. Led by Capt. R. P. Fitzgerald an informal escort marched 

into the main entrance of the Legislative Buildings. Sgt. Major Neil 

Maclean and Sgt. Major Thomas Bull bore the colors and placed them 

in the sockets along with those of other regiments already flying 

there. The flags, which were presented by the St. Andrew’s Society 

on the municipal golf links in 1916 just before the battalion went 

Overseas, have had no permanent “home” until Friday. Later under 

the chairmanship of Colonel H. R. Milner, K.C., the troops gathered 

in the Memorial Hall for an informal smoker. We publish the 

following list of soldiers who were present, from which list it will be 

interesting to note the large number of men who subsequently 

transferred to the 49th. 

Captain Huntley, Lieutenant H. Esplin, E. C. Taylor, F. J. White, 

J. Dawson, G. M. Tyrell, H. Tyrrell, M. R. Johnston, A. Glover, J. N. 

Evans, Miles Palmer, H. D. Parkinson, C. B. Miller, C. A. Webb, E. 

A. Watts, C. V. J. Schroeter, R. Newall, T. Mathieson, J. McGregor. 

J. P. Romeril, H. Munro, G. Coles, R. G. Shirrett, M. McLeod, E. 

A. Mason, N. McVicar, A. L. Pepper, N. M. MacLean, A. Buren, L. 

Fletcher, R. Ferris, W. Murray, C. C. Craig, J. Barton, J. A. Beaton, 

H. Godwin, J. W. White, E. S. Godfrey, J. Davis, E. Huntley, F. C. 

Cocroft, T. Burns, J. W. Braton. 

O. K. Houston, J. Barclay, D. Hodgson, J. D. Marshall, R. Blair, 

W, Grier, A Brass, J. Gallagher, D. Morris, A. Geitzmur, R. Law, T. 

W. MacDonell, W. T. Luckett, W. Stroule, E. R. Booker, S. Kurt, T. 

N. Craig, F. Tooke, D. Campbell, J. Steele, F. Bisett, J. Jarvis, J. 

Rouse, E. Boyer, M. R. McGregor, J. D. Taylor, J. J. Williams, W. 

A. Munro, C. Holmes. 

M. H. Gilmour, D. S. Jones, W. H. Hopkins, A. Lovette, H. T. 

Willis, L. Tacke, T. Bull, C. V. Young, T. Robson and others. 
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INFORMAL GROUP AT SHORNCLIFFE HEADQUARTERS GROUP, FRANCE 

  
Harold Health, Jack Wallis, Pat Cronin. 

Harold Heath now keeps Post Office and General Store at South Cooking Lake. Jack 

Wallis, killed at Regina Trench (then C.S.M. in “C” Coy.) Pat Cronin also killed at Regina 

Trench was company scout. 

Back Row, Left to Right - Pay Sgt. R. Dorway, C.Q.M.S. 

A. T. Nixon, C.Q.M.S. C. Mathieson, C.Q.M.S., Dad Carman, Front Row, Left to Right - 

Arm Sgt. Simpson, Q. M. Capt. O. Travers, R.Q.M. Sgt. C. Walker. Capt. Travers was killed 

at Passchendaele. Dad Carman lost a leg at Hill 70. Armourer Sgt. Simpson died after 

returning to Edmonton. 
 

CAPTAIN CHADWICK, FORMER 49er  

WRITES TO US FROM OTTAWA 

Captain A. C. Chadwick, E. D. Department of National Defence, Ottawa, 

writes to say that Jimmy McConnell (S.Q.M.S., C.M.S.C.,) has been 

transferred from Defence Headquarters to Halifax, where his address is c/o 

District Officer Commanding, Military District No. 6, Halifax, N.S. He said 

his department had had letters from 432645 Sergeant Harry Smith, Edmonton, 

at last claiming his war medals, and from 100547 Theodore Baken, of 

Oakland, California, very annoyed because his medals had been incorrectly 

engraved, some other unit than the 49th being shown. This has been corrected. 

Captain Chadwick says he had the pleasure of hearing General Griesbach 

deliver a lecture at the Military Institute in Ottawa recently. He also says that 

Davidson of football fame is in Ottawa and is now in his element enjoying 

the pursuit of “Pale Pills for Purple People”. Captain Chadwick recently was 

presented by His Excellency, the Governor General, with the Canadian 

Efficiency Decoration, twenty years Commissioned Service. 

GOVERNOR GENERAL PRESENTS 

COLORS TO PRINCESS PATS 

His Excellency, The Earl of Bessborough, Governor General of Canada 

acting on behalf of His Majesty presented new colors to the Princess Pats 

Canadian Light Infantry at Minto Armouries, Winnipeg, on Saturday, April 

14th. The P.P.C.L.I., which is now one of the permanent force units in 

Canada, was brigaded with the 49th., the R.C.R. and the 42nd Battalion in the 

Seventh Brigade in France. The present Commanding Officer is Lieut. 

Colonel H. W. Niven, D.S.O. and Bar, M.C., a former Edmontonian who led 

an Edmonton company to Ottawa to join the Pats in 1914. The new colors, 

both the King’s colors and the Regimental Colors, which were presented to 

the Pats were made in England by order of the Federal Government. 

Emblazoned on the Regimental Colors are the battle honors of the regiment. 

Andy Grieg, C.N.R. Constable enquires for whereabouts of Lou Mangin. 
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FIRST ANNUAL DINNER, EDINBURGH BRANCH 

 
The first annual dinner of the Edinburgh branch of the 49th Battalion 

was held concurrently with the annual dinner here. J. McD. Scott, No. 

432201, President of the Edinburgh branch has forwarded the magazine 

a copy of the menu and toast list in a letter addressed to General 

Griesbach, President of the parent association. 

MENU TOASTS 

Somme Soupe aux “THE KING” 

Tomates “Fallen Comrades” 

Boef rôti de Bailleul ‘The Famous Forty 

Sauce a la baïonnette Ninth” 

Pommes de terre Fritz Proposer: 

Chou de Bruxelles Capt. Donald McIntosh 

 McCubbing. 

Pouding Poperhinghe Reply by 

a la Plum Branch President 

Trifle de la Marguerite Actg. Pte. (Unpaid) 

Bomb-bombs assortis James McD. Scott 

Biere “Our Guests” 

Biere Proposer: 

Bière Sgt. Ernie Sharp 

Biere Reply - Capt. “Sir” 

 George Graham“Billy” 

Proposer: James McD. Scott 
(“under-the weather” permitting) 

 AULD LANG SYNE 

 

The letter addressed to General Grieshbach is as follows: 

22 Moat Street, Edinburgh,  

11 January 1934.  

General W. A. Griesbach, C.B., C.M.G., D.S.O., V.D., K.C., 

Edmonton. 

Dear General, 

As President of the Edinburgh Branch of the 49th Bttn. 

Association, I enclose a copy of the Menu and Toast List (prepared 

by my Secretary) of our First Anuual Dinner held on the 6th inst. 

To say that our Dinner was a success would be putting it mildly; 

really, we had a whale of a night and I don’t think one Fortyniner was 

forgotten. Though there was lots of fun and humour, it turned out to 

be a real serious regimental dinner conducted in true military style. 

Atmospheric conditions may have prevented you, sir, from 

receiving our expressions of loyalty and our good wishes but let me 

assure you we pledged ourselves in the toasts to the Forty-Ninth, and 

to “Billy”. - the hit of the night - in true Scottish spirit (22 U.P.) 

Of course, sir, you will understand I had to be on guard and very 

careful as to what I said, for there was a chiel amang us takin’ notes, 

and the presence of a shorthand-writer is sometimes somewhat of a 

handicap. Be that as it may, however, great credit is due to our old 

Battalion Orderly Room Sergeant, Ernie Sharp, and the only recruit 

he ever enlisted as a Fortyniner, your overseas honorary life member 

of the Branch, Mrs. Sharp. Borrowing my old buddy’s phrase, she 

was a curly wolf of a hostess. 

Glancing at the Menu you will notice the strange word “Biere” 

followed by more “Biere”. As my French has almost forsaken me, the 

word was interpreted and a very close acquaintanceship renewed. 

However, I can assure you that it was only partaken of as a chaser. 

THE EDINBURGH BRANCH 

 
Left to Right - Sgt. Jimmy Primrose, Pte. James McD. Scott, Sgt. 

Ernie Sharp. 

As you know, the Forty-Ninth always found a “mother” in every 

town we visited, and it was pleasing to us during our festivities to 

receive over the phone the very warm greeting of an elderly 

Edinburgh lady who throughout the War had closely followed the 

fortunes of the old Battalion. 

It was a great honour to me to preside - doubtless a huge joke to 

the boys back in dear old Edmonton - but, believe me, sir, having an 

escort from the Staffords, the Argyles and the Lothian Horse, along 

with our own Bombing Sergeant Jimmy Primrose, J. McD. was well 

looked after. 

On enquiry next morning, it was pleasing to hear the report “All 

present and correct and ready for Church Parade”. 

We of the Edinburgh Branch of the Association are sincere in 

saying that we pride ourselves in having served with the old regiment 

and under your command. 

I have the honour to be, 

General, 

Your now obedient Servant,  

James McD. Scott. 
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GROUP OF SERGEANTS TAKEN AT BRAMSHOTT IN 1919 

 
Back Row- - Left to Right - Sgt. Belcher, Sgt. Patrick, ______________, Sgt. Harris, Sgt. Lee. 

Front Row - Sgt. Browse, Sgt. Jackson, Sgt. Francis, Sgt. Henderson. 

 

49th BATTALION ASSOCIATION 

SCOTTISH (EDINBURGH) BRANCH 

The first Annual General Meeting of the Scottish Branch was held in 

Sharp’s Shack, Edinburgh, on 11th November 1933. 

Private James McD. Scott, automatically taking the chair, in a smart and 

soldier-like manner called the Company to attention and proposed the toast 

of the famous Forty-Ninth. 

The Secretary reported that a duly elected member, Jock McArthur, was 

absent without leave. It was moved, seconded and carried that McArthur be 

wired to consider himself under open arrest, and that a court-martial be held 

to decide his case, under the presidency of James McD. Scott, it being pointed 

out that the latter’s unique knowledge of guard rooms and orderly rooms 

would ensure proper conduct of the proceedings. 

An interesting lecture was delivered by the Chairman, “Four years in and 

out the Clink”. As the evening wore on, the Chairman burst into song, and 

Bombing Sergeant Jimmy Primrose was called upon to subdue James McD. 

with bombs. 

The members present were James McD. Scott, Jimmy Primrose, Ernie 

Sharp, and an ex-captain of. an English Regiment who having happened to 

drift in and duly expressed his regrets at not having been a Forty-Niner, also 

having a good Scots name of Tonald Macintosh McCubbing, and standing his 

hand, was elected an honorary member. 

Lighting effects by Haig and Bass; all addresses, songs, duets and 

recitations by James McD.; catering by Mrs. Ernie Sharp; flowers - Primrose. 

The following appointments were made by the meeting: - President, Pte. 

James McD. Scott; Vice President, A/L/Cpl. J. McD. Scott; Treasurer, CpI. 

Jas. McD. Scott; Auditor, A/Sgt. Jimmy McD. Scott; Committee, Sgt. James 

McDonald Scott; Branch Bomber, Jimmy Primrose; Secretary, Ernie Sharp. 

BALANCE SHEET 

Assets- -   Liabilities -  

Ni1  James McD. Scott. 

Certified correct. 

(Sgd.) JAMES McD. SCOTT, Auditor. 

(Sgd.) J. McDONALD SCOTT, President. 

(Sgd.) ERNIE SHARP, Secretary. 
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CAPTAIN McCUBBING’S STORY OF 

THE NEW EDINBURGH BRANCH 

Captain D. Mclntoch McCubbing, (Retired) 11th South Staffs, has written 

the editor of the Forty Niner from his residence, 11 Royal Terrace, Airdrie, 

Lanarkshire, Scotland, under date of May 19th, 1934, outlining the events 

which led up to the establishment of the new Edinburgh Branch of the forty 

Ninth Battalion Association, of which he is an honorary member. It is with 

pleasure we publish his interesting letter in full. 

The Editor, 

“The Forty-Niner”, 

Dear Sir, 

I would like through the medium of your magazine, to tell our comrades 

in Canada, now out of arms, the history of the new Edinburgh Branch. 

For many years since the War my brother-in-law Sgt. Ernie Sharp and the 

writer have met in Edinburgh during weekends. His duties in the Law Courts 

of that city and my business association in the commercial city of Glasgow 

making these meetings less frequent than we should like. 

During these weekends our main conversation began and ended with our 

War reminiscences. One weekend some twelve months ago, I found Sgt. 

Sharp in a most excitable frame of mind. He had just got in touch with Ex-

Sgt. Ex-Corporal, Ex-Lance Corporal, Full Private J. McD Scott. That 

evening it was my pleasure to meet Mr. Scott, and it was not long before I 

realized that, although he had been deprived of various ranks, it would have 

been impossible for him to have been deprived of the right to be ranked “A 

fighting Forty-niner”. 

Our evening was spent in listening to our friend relating many stories 

including the “Painting party’s rum ration,” “The painting of the Sergeants 

Cross” and his loss of prestige when his artistic gifts were wasted upon the 

distasteful task of white-washing latrines! 

It was on this memorable evening that Messrs. Sharp and Scott decided 

that the 49th should become an important institution in Edinburgh, and almost 

immediately, Bombing-Sgt. Primrose and Jock McArthur were located, and 

a meeting arranged to discuss the holding of the first Annual 49th dinner in 

Edinburgh. 

The date was arranged for the 6th January 1934, and two other members 

of the Home Forces - Captain Graham (late of Argyle & Sutherland 

Highlanders) and Sgt. Auld (late of 2/1 Lothian Border Horse) - along with 

the writer were enrolled as Honorary Members of the Edinburgh Branch of 

the 49th Canadian Expeditionary Force. 

The dinner was held in the home of Sgt. Sharp, and the tales were re-told 

and the whole atmosphere reminded one of a Billet somewhere behind the 

line. On glancing at the Toast List, the Home Force contingent were a little 

surprised to find that the most important Toast of the evening was put down 

to the name of “Billy (Major-Gen. The Hon. W. A. Griesbach, C.B., C.M.G., 

D.S.O.)”. But before our worthy President (Scott) rose to propose this Toast, 

there was the hush that one usually associates with some public function when 

the first note of our National Anthem is played, and then we were entertained 

with a masterly oration giving full honour to a very gallant soldier and a great 

gentleman. It was during the giving of this Toast that we were able to 

appreciate what we were apt to look upon during the War as a lack of 

discipline and respect, and to realize the high esteem and loyal regard in 

which the Officers of the Colonial Forces were held by the men who had the 

honour to serve under their leadership; and I am convinced that if only the 

Commanding Officer could have been present, and witnessed the sincerity 

with which the speech was made and the Toast fulfilled, it would have 

gladdened his heart. 

I believe the meeting between Private Scott and Sgt. Sharp meant more 

to the latter, for his undoubted success in the Law Courts of Edinburgh 

(dealing as he does with so many points of law) is in a great measure, due to 

his personal touch with the “crime sheet” of our most worthy President 

during the war period. 

Having come in contact with the Edinburgh representatives of your 

battalion, we, of the Home Forces, feel honoured to be associated with all of 

our comrades throughout the length and breadth of Canada. 

To the Commanding Officer, Officers, N.C.O.’s and men of the 49th 

Battalion we do more than salute, we take off our hats to every “Gallant 

Forty-Niner”. 

Yours faithfully, 

Donald McIntosh McCubbing,  

Capt. (Retired), 

11 South Staffs. 
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“D” COMPANY HOLDS REUNION 

The members of “D” Company held a reunion on Saturday, March 

10th, in the Armouries and a very pleasant evening was spent by these 

old comrades. 

This affair had been contemplated ever since the time the company 

members gathered together to wish “Dad” Carman Godspeed and to 

make a, presentation to him. The boys enjoyed the gathering at that time 

so much that they had always intended staging another similar party. 

A committee was appointed by mutual consent of those present, and 

the following agreed to help: Major R. W. Hale, Harry Stonehewer, Billy 

Ramshaw, Jock Henderson, Bob Dean, P. E. Reilly, George Souter, N. 

Arnold, and ex-officio Farrugia, the expert master of ceremonies for the 

inner man. 

At a committee meeting the matter of whether affairs of this kind 

would be usurping some of the functions of the 49th Bn. Association was 

considered, and the conclusion was reached that it would rather have the 

effect of helping the association by a better organization and keeping in 

touch with the company men. 

The speeches were really only sufficient for explanation of the actions 

of the committee and the method of functioning. Major Hale, as 

chairman, mentioned that Gen. Griesbach wished our meeting success, 

and explained how we acquired the room, and Col. Bannard M. M. i/c 

29th. Inf. Bde. was thanked in person at the meeting, for his kind 

assistance in the matter of free billets for the troops. 

The company “fell in” and was inspected, the rum issue being served, 

or rather would have been served only someone broke the Jar, and we 

had to dispense a lighter fluid. The troops got slightly tangled up forming 

fours, but still they were quite capable of taking a smart pace backward 

march. The songs were mostly impromptu, and in fact later on in the 

evening we found that we had resurrected quite a choir, Sweet Adeline 

being very beautifully rendered, with all the latest modern orchestral 

effects. Two pianists were found amongst the company in the persons of 

Billy Ramshaw and Albert Fowlie, who slammed the celluloids for the 

vocal artists, and proved quite acrobatic in the effectiveness of their 

gyrations. 

A Cup was on view, made by Fred Pearce of 15 Platoon, and the 

suggestion was made that it should be presented to the company having 

the largest attendance on the annual church parade. 

The following members were there and those of you who were not 

present sure missed a barrel of fun, so the boys at the party all say: George 

Souter and Percy Rielly, doorkeepers of the Privy Purse, N. H. Jones, A. 

Grieg, Mike Hornigold, G. Woodburn, J. Dewar, Pete Moran, Ed. Locke, 

A. Hyde, Bert Russell, C. W. A. Dawes, G. B. Crockett, A. B. Ansell, J. 

J. Blewett, C. Mathieson, A Banks, W. Rennie, W. Revill, A. L. Smith, 

T. Craig, F. Pearce, Jock Henderson, W. Ramshaw, F. Pinnell, J. 

Buckland, R. Wallwork, C. J. Hall, T. Billingsley, D. Gurr, N. E. Cook, 

R. Callander, C. Holmes, H. Stonehewer, A. Fowlie, Bob Dean, Dave 

Anderson, (9623 81st Ave.) Stub Foley, A. G. Rowland (I got it right that 

time A. G.) D. A. Fazan, Miles Palmer, W. Paton, R. W. Newland, (10537 

127th St.), Farrugia, P. Oldroyd, G. Low, N. Arnold. 

One or two men of other companies who were present said they were 

going to have their companies stirred up and put on a bigger and better 

do than “D” Coy. Well, Good Luck to them and any information needed 

can be obtained from any “D” committee man. 

The unanimous opinion of all was that it was an outstanding success, 

and should by all means be repeated in the early Fall. 

- Le Petite Sergeant Major. 

ONE OF “D” COMPANY’S LEWIS GUN CREWS 

 

Reading from Left to Right - W. H. Green, G. L. Jarvis, T. H. J. 

Grierson, J. L. Baird, J. V. Walker. 

Grierson, No. 1, No. 811022, joined the 138th Battalion in December 

1915, joined the 49th December 16th, 1916. He was wounded at 

Passchendaele losing his left forearm. He is now Manager Bank of 

Montreal at Mannville, Alberta. 

Baird, No. 2, “Tim” was just a young lad, but he sure had the guts 

and was right there when in the line. Lived on the Southside previous to 

his enlistment in the 138th. He was killed early in the attack at 

Passchendaele, October 30th, 1917. His Reg’t No. was 811179. 

Walker, 436969, joined the 49th at Shorncliffe from the 51st 

Battalion, and did long and faithful service without being wounded as far 

as we can gather. His present whereabouts unknown, anyone having 

knowledge of his hangout, please forward. Was with the Bank of 

Commerce. 

Green, 447702, enlisted at Calgary with the 56th. Summer of 1915, 

and joined the 49th about a day before going over the top in the June 

scrap in 1916. He was wounded in that fight and was with the above 

group at Passchendaele. Later he was Coy. Orderly Clerk. He now lives 

at 758 Main St., Winnipeg, Man. 

Jarvis, 253016. it was some job getting the name of this man. The 

photo was sent to about six different persons. All could remember his 

face but not his name. He was known as a good soldier and the boys 

would be pleased to hear from or of him. 

“WHERE IS MY WANDERING BOY” 

H.S. Turner, Secretary of the Canadian Legion, Branch No. 140, at 

Clinton, Ontario, writing Norman Arnold after receipt of a copy of the 

January number of the Forty Niner expresses appreciation of the 

magazine and particularly refers to Thomas M. Mounsey’s “My War 

Diary”. Like all other persons who see the Magazine for the first time he 

declares “Where is My Wandering Boy?” feature is of outstanding 

interest. 
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REMINISCENCES - By A. G. R. 

After an enforced absence from the annual Banquet of several years, 

it is my good fortune this year to “fall in with the Troops” and what 

pleasure it proves to be. What flushed and animated faces confront me as 

I enter the McDonald! Such handshaking! Such boisterous greeting! 

What a welcome! What a marvelous picture of familiar faces - familiar? 

Yes - but still how strange! Ah, to be sure, I miss their Khaki settings! 

But mufti cannot change the all-important fact, they’re Forty-Niners. 

First greetings come from Alec McDonald; the- same smiling Alec as 

ever. Then Doc Harris - not a day older, and ’pon my word, he’s better 

lookin - if possible. Well, well, and would you believe it, Norman 

Arnold! - the same dapper little Sergeant Major, a little more serious 

perhaps, probably due to the responsibilities of the evening. Who did you 

say? - Why, to be sure, the genial Neville Jones! Ah, the same old 

handshake, the same racy smile - but, oh boy, what a corporation! Yonder 

I observe Mike Hornigold - just the same as we knew him years ago . . . 

And how are you Andy Black? As straight and as soldiery as of old! . . . 

Just a second, there’s good old Dan Collins, a little grey, may be, but still 

quite capable of carrying on his permanent job. 

Jack Blewett! Well, if it isn’t the same old Jack!  - and as Red as ever! 

Give us your hand - atta boy. . . . Over there is Stub Foley and Harry 

Stonehewer - neither changed an iota! . . . they are talking to Mose 

Williams - and is that Jimmy McMillan? It must be, still looks as young 

and as happy as ever - “Any mail for us tonight Jimmy?” 

Fifteen years have wrought but little change in Walter Hale, Don 

Gurr, Frank Wells, Tommy Higginson and Norman Cook, which is 

equally applicable to Fazan, Pinner and Purvis, and to many others. 

“Hello Bobby Dean, how’s the Boy? . . . and here comes good old 

George (of Crockett’s Horse) with - who is it - J. W. H. Williams? - sure 

it is. What a trio of scintillating cupolas! - Jove, is that really Irwin - one-

time Lieutenant in “D” Company? - It must be. And here’s our good 

friend George Gleave with a grip we all respect, and a smile we like to 

welcome. 

Time has dealt kindly with Norman Lee and George Hudson; the 

same applies to the General and to Colonel Hobbins - both growing 

younger, due no doubt, to their forty-ninth gait. 

Well, if it isn’t Rose! - the meticulous Wilfred, actually making a 

speech! And who come here? -  It’s Major Chattell, just the same 

dignified Adjutant but perhaps a little more avoirdupois. . . . Excuse me 

just a moment, I must go over and have a word with Moran, “Say old 

fellow, do you remember that night down Goodman Trench when Lieut. 

Drabble . . . ?’” - There’s Digby Harris of Transport fame, with the same 

twinkle in his eye, looking as fit as ever. And that’s the “Wee” Jock Smith 

with him, still bald but happy no doubt. And here comes the Battalion 

Sprinter, Earle Hay, somewhat “filled out” perhaps, but where, oh where, 

is the permanent wave of yore? - “And is that you Kinross, V.C.? Well, 

I’d hardly have known you after all these years.” 

By this time, one is simply intoxicated - not by the menu, the wine, 

or the song - but by the hearty handshakes, the sight of so many old 

comrades, and the extraordinary “Bye gones” that such a gathering 

resuscitates. What memories crowd the minds of all! 

 

 

 

STILL ALIVE AND KICKING 

 
This is a picture of Fred Whyte, taken in a Hospital in England originally a 

member of 10th platoon, later in the signal section. Whyte got this “Blighty” at 

Sanctuary Wood, June 3rd, 1916. Naturally he was evacuated at once. He returned 

to the Battalion a year later, and remained to the finish returning with the Unit. 

Whyte is now in Vancouver. 

This Whyte family had four men in the 49th, Fred, pictured above; Lieut. Bob 

Whyte, “C” company; Bill Whyte, who was killed on the Somme, and Albert 

Whyte, wounded on the Somme, and who after being invalided home to Edmonton 

met death in an automobile accident. Strangely enough there was another White 

family that had three representatives in the 49th, all members of “D” company. 

Corporal Bill White, killed at Sanctuary Wood in a counter attack; Jack White 

also killed in the same scrap, only a few hours after his brother, and Alex White 

who was hit while ministering to his fatally wounded brother Jack and who lost an 

arm as a result. Alex White is now farming at Thorhild. 
 

 

How thoughts are spurred to bridge the span of years to “Other Times, 

Other Places”, and we remember many who are not with us - Frank Winser - 

Billy Revill - George Swanson - Bill English - George McLeod - Tony 

Peterson - Alf McKay - Frank Hasse - Dad Carman - Ralph Patterson - Charlie 

Keeler - all those good names and others are recalled as we charge our glasses 

and drink to the health of absent friends! 

Still, it’s a wonderful gathering - a wonderful party - a privilege indeed 

to be one of such a company of “Jolly good fellows”. In the future, let’s see 

to it that wherever we may be, if in any way possible, we attend these yearly 

meetings and renew again those priceless friendships - friendships that were 

born in Canada, nurtured in England and cemented in France, friendships 

which not even TIME itself can ever efface. 

 - A. G. R. 

 

For the information of the troops, we think it should be stated that “The 

Reminiscences” which appear above were contributed by A. G. Rowland, 

now manager of the Bank of Montreal at Wetaskiwin. We have taken the 

liberty of identifying “A. G. R.” without requesting Mr. Rowland’s 

permission so to do.   

- Editor. 
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THE CRICKET MATCH WITH KING'S SCHOOL 

 
Major C. S. Merrett has furnished the Forty Niner with a copy of the 

“Canturaian”, the magazine of King’s School, Canterbury, England. The 

issue is July 1915 and contains the report of the cricket match between 

the 49th. Battalion and King’s School. We reprint herewith report of the 

match which appeared in the magazine: 

“King’s School v. 49th. Bn. Canadian Expeditionary Force” 

This match was played on the St. Lawrence ground on Saturday, July 

10th, and resulted in a win for our opponents by 90 runs. The afternoon 

was rendered very enjoyable by an excellent band which the Canadians 

brought from Shorncliffe, which took up its position in front of the 

pavilion - now an officers’ mess - and played at intervals during the entire 

afternoon. Its efforts were much appreciated by the School, and thanks to 

it the attendance was larger than it had been up to now during the term. 

The School won the toss and sent in Dean and Clayton. The former was 

caught when EL2 runs were on the board, Clayton was out within the 

next over and Routh followed after a short stay. None of the first seven 

batsmen seemed to be able to do anything with the bowling excepting 

Stokes, who played a good innings of thirty. His was the seventh wicket 

to fall. Apart from this undoubtedly the feature of the game was the last 

wicket stand by Wenban and Mead who put on 26 runs, the former 

playing especially well and carrying his bat for 19. The School secured 

two wickets for 15 runs, but Sgt. Merrett and Sgt. Alliston got together 

and brough the score up to 122 before the former was caught in the slips. 

We were fortunate to get Major Weaver out before he had done any 

damage. The only other batsman who caused us any trouble was Sgt. Lee 

who carried his bat for 27. The School fielding on the whole was 

distinctly better, although at least two bad catches were dropped on our 

side. 

King’s School 

A. V. T. Dean, c. Lee, b. Hasse        8 

G. E. Clayton, b. Hasse         3 

R. J. Routh, c. and b. Alliston        8 

G. L, Stokes, b. Alliston       30 

F. Straker, c. Jennings, b. Hasse       5 

R. O. A. Gatehouse, st. b. Jennings        1 

G. H. Fanshawe, c. Lee, b. Jennings       5 

W. L. Gibson, c. McSweeney, b. Alliston     13 

H. J. Wenban, not out       19 

R. A. T. Anderson, c. Capt. Ball, b. Jennings...    2  

R. E. C. Mead, c. and b. Jennings       5 

Extras         5 

Total    104 

The Canadians 

Lieut. Gregory, c. Gibson, b. Clayton       3 

Pte. Windsor, c. Anderson, b. Stokes       8 

Sgt. Merrett, c. Clayton, b. Fanshawe     54 

Sgt. Alliston, b. Fanshawe      74 

Capt. Ball, c. Gatehouse, b. Stokes      19 

Major Weaver, b. Fanshawe        0 

Sgt. Lee, not out       27 

Pte. McSweeney, run out         0 

Sgt. Houghton, c. Gibson, b. Clayton      2 

Pte. Hasse, b. Stokes        0 

Pte. Jennings, did not bat   

Extras          7 

Total      194 

 

In this connection it is interesting to note that Corporal H. R. D. 

Kingston and Sgt. C. S. Merrett were ex-students at King’s College, the 

former 1888-1895 and the latter 1909-11. In the same list showing men 

from the School who enlisted in the Canadian forces up to that time 

appears the names of Corp. G. L. Baily, 1904-1906, Second Canadian 

Mounted Rifles; Private S. E. Brown 1892-1900, Canadian A.S.C.; 

Trooper G. B. Rammell, 1897- 1901, 31st British Columbia Horse, and 

Private P. H. Rammell, 1897-1902, 31st Battalion, Calgary. 

 

KIT INSPECTION 

 

“Kit inspection will be held on the 1st instant at 11 hours.” What 

pleasant news that always was for the boys, especially if someone had 

filched their spare pair of socks. Then they would try to find out which 

way the inspecting officer would commence his rounds and get some pal 

in an adjoining hut to let him put his number on the other side of them. 

After the officer had passed, through the window would go the old army 

dickery docks and receive another inspection under a nom-de- guerre. 

Out would come the official Bible for its fresh air cruise, and the other 

spares would be arranged in martial order. Now the recruits used to ask, 

“What the H ______ is all this fuss and orderly array about.” Of course, 

being set out all alike it only took one glance for the officer to see what 

clothing, etc., the victim lacked, and if by chance the star artist missed 

anything, the eagle eye of the C.S.M. always managed to detect the 

vacant spot. 

What fuss would have been kicked up if kit inspection had been held 

after the troops marched up the hill to the camp at Boulogne. The 

Frenchies sure had a harvest of the 49ers’ extra boots. and underwear that 

trip. What didn’t get ditched then was discarded the following march 

when the “Division” cavalry guides marched us up the hill and marched 

us back again” around Mont des Cats. 

Still great competition was made of these social affairs by the boys, 

(see how industrious the men are in the photo) and often prizes were 

given individuals and companies for the best display of their 

haberdashery. 

The lad facing his left front has been identified as Tom Moss, now in 

Los Angeles. 
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THE PERPETUATING UNIT 

With the establishment of the new Rifle Range at Winterburn, six 

miles west of the city, it was decided that the regiment should build 

permanent quarters close to the site as a means of facilitating general 

training in the use of arms together without-door tactics. With this 

decision in view a plot of ground has been secured, a most generous 

donation towards its purchase price having been made by Hon. Lieut. Col 

James Ramsey. 

The newly purchased ground has been ploughed, levelled, seeded and 

fenced and a cookhouse, 14’x 26’, with an exterior finish of log slabs, has 

been erected. The planting of 300 trees, maples, elms and spruces, 

secured from the Provincial Government Forest Nursery at Oliver has 

also been effective. The trees have satisfactorily survived the 

transplanting stage and are reported to be in excellent condition. 

Two dances, one given on May 1st, by “B” company and the other on 

May 19th by the Battalion were voted successes and were very well 

attended. 

The tenure of Hon. Lieut.-Col. James Ramsey of the Battalion having 

expired, an extension for another period of five years has been arranged 

with his consent. 

On June 11th, the Battalion paraded at Winterburn for Lewis and 

Vickers Gun instruction on the range with live ammunition, giving 

recruits an opportunity of securing first-hand information and experience. 

Another battalion parade at Winterburn was held on June 24th, with a 

view to putting all ranks through the preliminary firing courses. 

The brass and pipe bands of the battalion were in evidence at the 

Highland Games of the various Edmonton Scottish Societies held on May 

24th, at the South Side Athletic Grounds. Other pipe bands present on the 

occasion were the C.N.R. and the Boys’ Pipe Band which is affiliated 

with the band of the Edmonton Regiment. The 49th Battalion Brass Band 

played also for the musical ride of the 19th Alberta Dragoons and the 

Royal Canadian Mounted Police, on this occasion and at a later date 

paraded and played at the Edmonton Arena for the basketball games in 

which the Commercial Grads once again carried off the International 

Trophy. 

All ranks were busily engaged from June 15th to June 30th in 

preparing for Annual Camp at the Sarcee Indian Reserve near Calgary. 

The Battalion entrained for this destination on the night of June 30th. 

SARCEE CAMP, JULY 1934. 

A significant feature of camp this year, emphasizing time of 

economic stress, was demonstrated by Ten Days’ training for which only 

seven days’ pay was allowed, the troops contributing three days of their 

time. 

The Battalion entrained at full strength as far as the men were 

concerned but there were enforced absences amongst service officers and 

N.C.O.’s. 

Entraining took place on Saturday, June 30th, at the C.P.R. Depot at 

22 :00 hours, the unit having- marched to the station headed by the Pipe 

and Brass bands. Arriving at Calgary the following morning, detraining 

took place in orderly fashion after which breakfast was served at the 

various cafes detailed for that purpose. The troops then boarded street 

cars for Killarney loop and marched from that point to camp, a distance 

of four miles. Everything was in readiness on arrival as a result of 

preparation by the advance party which was under command of Capt. 

Lilley and Lieut. Flemming. 

An address to all officers was given at 2 p.m. in the Y.M.C.A. hut by 

the Camp Commandant, Brig-. Gen. H. H. Mathews, C.M.G.; D.S.O. 

Following this event, training started in at once with Vickers, Lewis 

Gun and Company Drill. Three officers, 2nd Lieuts. Fleming, Porrick and 

McLaughlan, were detailed for an equitation course at L.S.H. Stables. All 

three passed and got their certificates. 

Dr. Egbert, a former Lieutenant-Governor of Alberta, was a guest of 

the mess on Friday evening. On Monday, July 9th, the C.O. was a guest 

at Dinner with the Calgary Highlanders on the occasion of their 

entertaining the Rt. Hon. R. B. Bennett, Prime Minister of Canada, who 

is Hon. Colonel of that unit. 

Weather at Camp was excellent with the exception of Monday, July 

2nd, which was an exceedingly wet day. The worst cloudburst in years 

took place, completely flooding the lines. The storm was weathered 

successfully without any accident. 

The only casualty in Camp took place on the last day when Sgt. 

George had the misfortune to sprain his ankle. 

R. S. M. Geo. McKay and Sgt. George remained at Sarcee after the 

close of training to take the small arms course. 

Monday, July 9th, was spent in manoeuvres with the Battalion in 

Defense. A most instructive day was spent. 

Camp was broken on Tuesday morning, July 10th, the unit marching 

off at 13 :00 hours, entraining at Calgary at 16:15, and arriving back in 

Edmonton at 21:45. The Battalion marched to the Armouries and was 

dismissed. 

An outstanding day during training was on Saturday, July 7th, when 

the Cavalry units followed by the Infantry marched past on the Sarcee 

polo grounds. The G.O.C. took the Salute. 

A mass church parade of all units took place on Sunday, music being 

provided by the band of the Calgary regiment. In the afternoon inter-

company Battalion sports were held. 

Opportunities for meeting old acquaintances serving with other units 

offered themselves while in camp. During training Capt. F. Branson took 

advantage of a spare evening by whitening the 51st C.E.F. Battalion 

Memorial on the hill. Capt. Branson, an original member of that unit, has 

undertaken this duty every year. 
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WHERE IS MY WANDERING BOY? 
 

ROBERT W. (BOB) DOWER Regimental number 434026, 

who enlisted in the 50th Battalion, December 1914, and joined the 

49th in December 1915 being wounded in the scrap of June 3rd, 1916 

rejoining the battalion a few months later, is now farming at Freedom. 

THOMAS MOSS. Regimental Number 432133, enlisted in “C” 

Company, 49th. Battalion, January 4th, 1915, and was in the “Good 

Old Band” discoursing sweet music to the troops, and in between 

times trying to get away with the rum ration. Tom says he had lost 

touch with the old battalion, having been wandering around since he 

was demobbed. He bumped up against Fred Sheldon, one of his own 

company in Los Angeles and Fred showed him a copy of the Forty 

Niner which pleased him no end. After discharge March 23rd, 1918, 

Moss kept on hiking, but his address at present is 13321 Franklin 

Street, Santa Monica, California. 

H. PADGET. Regimental number 161187, enlisted January 6th., 

1916, in the 82nd Battalion and Joined “C” Company of the 49th. 

about September 16th, 1916, being posted to 9 platoon. He landed in 

France July 17th, 1916 and served there until the finish receiving a 

slight wound during his service. Padget was discharged November 

6th 1919 and now farms at Campsie, Alberta. He is married and has 

a wife and six children, which keeps the commissariat busy finding 

the necessary for his “platoon”. 

DAVID HIGH, No. 432379, enlisted in the 49th. Battalion 5th of 

January 1915, and was posted to 6 platoon, “B” Company. He served 

3 years and two months, receiving his discharge March 1918. High 

was wounded twice during his service and was one of the best soldiers 

with which “B” Company was plentifully blessed. He is married and 

has 6 children, out at Jarvie P.O. where he is farming. Dave spent a 

little while in the South Side Hospital this last winter. 

C. MATHISON, No. 433050, enlisted in the 49th March 1st, 

1915, and was placed to 13 platoon, “D” Company. He served 3 years 

and 10 months, being- discharged December 1918. He will be 

remembered by “D” as the man who used to try his culinary recipes 

on the troops of that company. He is married and has one child and 

works at the swimming pool on 119th Street in the Summer and looks 

after a rink in the Winter. He resides at 10017 123rd Street, 

Edmonton. 

RICHARDSON BLAIR STEVENSON. This man’s number 

was given as No 432163 in the January issue, but should have been 

No. 432062. 

EDWARD BOWE (not Bow and Arrers) No. 436546, another 

bloomin’ Exhibition rival, enlisted in the 51st Battalion on the 22nd. 

of January 1915. He came to the last company and second last platoon 

in the 49th, Sept. 1915, down Kentways. Four years and three months 

was his service, He was sent to hospital in France with T.B. and 

received treatment early this Summer in the Southside hospital. He 

now farms at Islay, Alta., having been discharged April 16th, 1919. 

JACK DIAMOND, enlisted in 

original Battalion January 14, 1915, 

discharged April 1919, regimental 

number 432768. Commonly known as 

Jack. Famous for his tonsorial abilities 

and served most of his official time as 

runner and batman. Remained with the 

Battalion practically throughout the 

War only being wounded once slightly 

and unfortunately in his opinion, not 

bad enough to take it to Blighty. Jack is 

enduring the horrors of Peace as a 

barber and is located at 8113 104 Street 

and issues a cordial invitation to all old 

soldiers to drop in at any time for a chat. 

He will debate upon any subject at a moment’s notice and is a firm 

believer in the “Thin Red Line”. 

W. E. SAUNDERS, Nickname “Spareparts”, Regimental 

Number 832562, 13th. Platoon lost his. right arm in the scrap at Hill 

70 during the operations in August 1917. He is now in the Real Estate 

and Insurance Business in Prince Albert, Saskatchewan, and reports 

he is doing very well indeed. He has never received any copies of the 

Forty Niner and had not heard of the existence of the Association but 

will be back in Edmonton shortly and says he certainly will join. This 

soldier was in the same platoon as Barney Morrison, and any further 

information may be had from the same Barney. 

F. T. HARRIS, “MOOSE”, 3205019, 1st Depot, enlisted 29th 

November 1917, was posted to “D” Company, 16 platoon August 

1918. Suffered from concussion and received his discharge February 

1920. Now farms at Ferry Farm, Magnolia, Alberta. He is married 

and has one girl. Sends subscription for membership, and the mailing 

of the Forty-Niner. Harris finds it difficult to get into the city for 

either the Church Parade or Banquet. 

R. M. STONESS, Nickname “Buster”, 808382, enlisted in 1916, 

and joined 4 platoon, “A” Company, in France during 1916. Was 

never wounded. Was discharged March 22nd, 1919. He now farms at 

Byemoor, Alberta. Married and has a family of three. 

WILLIAM PATON, 811622, whose original unit was the 138th. 

enlisted September 1915, joining the 49th November 1916, being 

posted to “D” Company. He later served with the 3rd M.G.’s and 

received his discharge April 1919. He works as a truck driver, and 

lives at 10528 103rd Street, Edmonton. 

ARTHUR ROBERT “BEN” No. 506659, enlisted December 

1915, and joined 13 platoon, “D” Company, April 1916. He was 

gassed during his service in France, and was discharged in March 

1919, after 3 years and 3 months service. Is now farming at Redwater, 

Alberta. Married and has a family of two girls and one boy. Robert 

forwarded his dues and says how pleased he is with the magazine. 
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WAVERLEY R. HAWKES “Slim”, No. 782376, enlisted in the 

128th Battalion, April 6th, 1916, and came to 11 platoon, “C” 

Company, 49th. December 1916. While in France he was sick with 

trench feet in 1917 and was wounded in the right thigh at Cambria, 

1918. He was discharged February 26th, 1919, after 2 years and 11 

months service. Slim is “lucky”, meaning single, and is farming at 

Lymburn, Alta. 

JAMES I. BOWIE, No. 811016, enlisted in the 138th. Battalion, 

December 1915, and joined the 49th, October 1916, going to “A” 

Company, his platoon being No. 1. He served for 4 years and 6 

months. During his period in France, he suffered a gunshot wound in 

the left arm. He received his discharge May 28th, 1920. His civilian 

occupation is Mine Manager and resides at Roundhill, Alberta, along 

with friend wife and one daughter. Bowie was a patient in the 

University hospital this year. 

HAROLD JOSEPH HAIGHT, No. 905163, whose original unit 

was the 194th Battalion in which he enlisted October 1916, joined 12 

platoon, “C” Company, the latter part of Dec. 1916, and served until 

September 1918. He was wounded during his service in France. Fire 

ranging around the Slave Lake occupies him in his civilian duties and 

is his Post office address. Is married with wife and two children. Was 

a patient in the University hospital for a time this Spring. 

JOSEPH ALBERT CAMIRE, No. 447839, who was first 

claimed by the 56th. Battalion, November 5th, 1915, and later came 

to “B” Company for some parritch and baccy in May 1916. He served 

45 months, 27 months of it in France, during that time he was 

wounded, losing his left eye at Arras, 1918 He was discharged July 

16th, 1919, and now homesteads at Mallaig, Alberta, along with his 

wife and three children. Camire also received treatment this year at 

the Soldiers’ wing. 

H. ASPINALL, “BOB”, No. 437049, enlisted with our 

Exhibition grounds rivals, the 51st Battalion, 16 platoon, “D” 

Company, April fool’s day, 1915. “You said it”. The 49th. received 

him along with the first draft before going to France in September 

1915, at Shorncliffe, “A” Company being the lucky company. He 

served until his discharge in February 1919 and now farms at R.R.2 

Edmonton South, having 7 boys and 2 girls to assist. Some rations 

that unit will draw. Aspinall was a patient in the University hospital 

this Spring. 

JAMES LAING, No. 432938, joined 15 platoon, “D” Company, 

49th. Battalion on 26th January 1915. He was invalided out on Nov. 

9th, 1918 (two days before Armistice) after 3 years and 10 months 

service. His civilian occupation is Bridgeman, and home address 

7709 80th Avenue, mail address, P.O. Box 4089, Edmonton South. 

DANIEL Wm. BEATON, No. 100142, original unit the 66th 

Battalion in which he enlisted, the 1/7/15, and joined the 49th, June 

11th, 1916. He was with the 49th until October the 11th, 1916 when 

he was wounded receiving gunshot wounds in the left arm and leg. 

He received his discharge May 1st, 1919, and now farms at Menaik, 

Alberta. Is married. He doesn’t say anything about children, so it is 

to be assumed there is just one for rations and allowances. 

 

 

AL. H. CANTIN, Sergeant in 

“C” Coy. of the 49th and later Scout 

who was transferred from the 51st 

Battalion, has just relinquished 

command of the Los Angeles Police 

Post of the American Legion after a 

highly successful command. During 

his term of office, the Post reached 

the highest membership in its 

history and the most successful year 

in all its functions. Any of the boys 

visiting down California way should 

be sure to pay Cantin a visit, as a 

warm welcome will be extended to 

any 49er lucky enough to Winter in 

California. 

SAM W. HATELY, familiar to the roughnecks as Sam, No. 

101553, enlisted with the 66th. Battalion, November 1915, posted to 

2 platoon “A” Company, of the “Quarante Neufs” (any mistakes in 

spelling) June 1916. Suffered shell concussion in France, and was 

discharged September 11th, 1918, after two years and ten months 

service. S’ham now farms at Ardrossan, Alta.., is married and has 

seven children. (In other words, they say we are seven.) 

ALFRED M. ADAMS, for short being known as “ALF”, (for the 

benefit of the Woodbines the “H” is silent as in “HOSTRICH”) No. 

904277, February the 14th, 1916, he enlisted in the 194th. Battalion. 

On joining us he was posted to H.Q. Coy. with the band, on 

November 1st, 1917. Served in all the bases and France and received 

a back injury. His service terminated March 21st, 1919, and .in 

civilian life is a traveler. Alf resides at 17 Bradburn Thomson Blk., 

Edmonton. He has two boys, 17 and 20 years of age. He is now totally 

incapacitated and receiving treatment at the University hospital. We 

all wish Adams a speedy recovery from his ailment. 

J. F. STOKOE, No. 2115157, enlisted September 1917 joining 7 

platoon, “B” Company in January 1918 around Souchez. He was with 

the battalion during the long trip in the line when Fritz made his dying 

smash the Spring of that year. He was invalided from the 49th in 

November 1918. 

NORMAND HEBERT of Seattle, writes to say that he cannot 

make the trip to Edmonton this year, and has seen Sammy Gunn “D” 

Coy. who also lives in Seattle and that Sammy promised to write to 

Norman Arnold but he has not done so. He says that he had not been 

well since Christmas, when his father was killed. His Dad was 

painting, along with two other men on a high building, and they all 

fell and were killed. The members of the association sympathize with 

Hebert in his bereavement. He  

sent along one dollar for his dues. 

EMERY FRED, G., No. 808583, who enlisted in the 137th 

Battalion at Calgary, April 1916, lives at Melwood, Banff. He joined 

14 platoon, “D” Company of the 49th December 1916, later serving 

with headquarters. He received his discharge March 22nd, 1919, after 

2 years and 11 months service. Since discharge he has served as 

Chauffeur for the King Edward Hotel, Banff. He has been very ill and 

has to move to the coast owing to his ailment. N. Arnold visited him 

when on holiday at that mountain resort. 
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MURDO MCDONALD RECALLS DAYS OF 1915 

I received my copy of the 49er for which I thank you. The 

magazine as usual was quite interesting especially, “The Peaceful 

Salient”, by Sergeant Ernie Sharp. That place certainly does awaken 

memories and they are not all unpleasant. Sanctuary Wood! What a 

lot of them it brings back. I was in the Bombers and our section had 

to clear Bydand Ave. of Jerrys, on 3rd of June 1916. We got on fine 

until our bombs ran out but captured a pile of Jerrys’ potato mashers 

and sent them back with our compliments. Pte. Murray (Later Sgt. 

Murray, killed at Passchendaele) was our leading bayonet man, and 

we were making pretty good time. Fritz by this time was thoroughly 

awakened and was coming our way to see what all the noise was 

about. However, when they turned a corner and saw Murray coming 

around the other, with his gleaming bayonet looking them square in 

the eye, the leading Fritz never turned to consult his mates but surely 

must have knocked some of them over in his haste to be first man 

back; not before Murray sent him his respects in the shape of a fast 

little “Pill”. 

Now, coming back to memories of other days: I will tell you one 

that often comes, and it never fails to bring a smile to me; as this one 

is on me, when I was one of the greenest of the green. The time the 

war broke out 1 was living on my homestead. (That sounds familiar, 

the Editor) And of course like all the rest wanted to do my bit. It was 

difficult to know when to go into Edmonton to join, as one could not 

enlist any old day in 1914. 

The second week in January 1915, I heard they were recruiting 

for a battalion in Edmonton, so I decided to go in at once as I also 

heard that the men were so eager to enlist, that often there were large 

numbers lined up to pass the Doctor. So, on the morning of January 

15th, 1915, I arrived in Edmonton about 7 a.m. and had breakfast and 

a shave and haircut as I thought it would do no harm to spruce up a 

bit. 

I arrived at the armouries (Connaught) about ten minutes to nine 

a.m. and to my dismay there were about 600 men lined up, two deep, 

(as I thought to pass the Doctor before acceptance). However, I says 

to myself maybe they won’t all pass, and I might still have a chance. 

(You probably know what is coming now) so I lined up on the end of 

“D” Coy. in the front rank facing the pavement. We were standing 

there about five minutes, when out comes an officer or rather several, 

and one comes down to the end and says, “It’s a pretty cold morning”, 

and he thought we should warm up a bit, so he says, “Mark Time”. 

Well, that was Dutch to me! The others seemed to be a bit smarter 

than I for they started stepping up and down, but not moving, I 

thought, well this looks foolish, but I guess I had better do the same, 

or I might be put down as a bit of a dunce and then my hopes of 

becoming a soldier would be about nil. So up and down went my No. 

10’s. This only took about a quarter of a minute to happen, and 

certainly the eagle eye of the officer had spotted my tardiness, but he 

let it pass. “Double Mark Time”, Well! of all the amazing things, and 

what was worse all the rest of the men seemed to know what to do. I 

thought of all the antics of a bunch of Jackasses this takes the cake. I 

simply could not participate in such rank foolishness. This state of 

mind did not last long, I can tell you. “Come, what is wrong with 

you? Can’t you Double Mark Time?” Came with a roar from the 

officer, and his eyes were glaring straight at me. The very tone made 

me jump and I did not stop. 

However, this nonsense stopped after about a minute and the 

officer says, “Mark Time” “Halt”. I managed to do these evolutions 

without any undue strain on the officer for he was keeping his eye on 

me. He then went away after telling us to stand easy, which I didn’t 

understand except that the rest just seemed to shuffle their feet a little. 

One of the fellows next to me turned to me and said, “Have you 

enlisted yet?”, I says, “No, I am just awaiting my turn”. He says, “We 

have all joined, and we are soon going to the ground for our day’s 

training”. With that I beat it to the entrance of the Armoury, and the 

result was that I soon found out the meaning of “Mark Time”, 

“Double Mark Time”, and many other kinds of “Time”. 

Anyway, it is one little memory that time does not erase. 

Wishing all 49ers prosperity and good health. 

Yours sincerely, 

Murdo McDonald, 432787. 
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N.C.O.’s of ORIGINAL “A” COMPANY AT EXHIBITION GROUNDS 

 
Back Row - Sgt P. Ford, ____________________, _____________, Cpl. Hornby, Sgt. Cascadden, Sgt. Geo. Carter, Sgt. F. Croft, __________________ 
Centre Row - Cpl. Gough, Sgt. A. T. Nixon, Sgt. Browne, Sgt. Kingdom, Sgt. Entwistle, Sgt. Houghton, Cpl. Pollard, Cpl. Tinkner. 

Front Row - Cpl. Jolley, Sgt. Norman Lee, Sgt. J. Ellis, Sgt. Hobbs, R.S.M, Sgt. Arthurs, Sgt. B. W. Johnson, Sgt. Merrett, L.-Cpl. L. Stone. 

 

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 0. Hay, 11138 65th Street, Edmonton, Al. 

Neville H. Jones, 11252 125th Street, Edmonton, Alberta. 

Walter Jordon, 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. 

A. Croasdale, 29 Newton Rd., Ashton in Ribble, Lancs. 

Major A. W. Owen, No. 6, Scott St., Chicago, Ill. 

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. 

W. Palmer, 1417a West 51st Place, Los Angeles, California. 

Major B. H. Taylor, M.C., Laneside, Sidney, Vancouver, B.C. 
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HONORS AND AWARDS 49TH BATTALION (Edmonton Reg.) C.E.F. 
Captain A. C. Chadwick, E.D., originally a Sergeant in “B” Company, 49th Overseas Battalion, now an official in the Records Branch, Department of National Defense, Ottawa, has made it possible for 

the “Forty Niner” to publish for the first time a complete list of the Honors and awards conferred on all ranks of the battalion. We feel we are exceptionally fortunate in being able to reproduce this list 

in this issue. Proper acknowledgement has been made of Captain Chadwick’s courtesy in undertaking the quite onerous job of preparing the record. 
No. Rank Name Decoration Date of London 

Gazette 

432647 L/Cpl. Aitken, W. S. Croix de Guerre (French) 21- 7-19 

 Lieut. (A/Capt.) Allen, E. D. O.B.E. (Russia)  3- 2-20 

   

Name brought to notice for 

valuable 3- 2-20 
   service in North Russia  

433064 Sgt. (Lieut.) Anderson, I. W. D.C.M. 28- 3-18 

160480 Pte. Anderson, J. M. M.M. 16- 8-17 
 Lieut. Arkless, O. P. M.C. 18- 1-18 

 Lieut. Arthurs, Ronald M.C. 4- 6-17 

811376 Pte. Audley, G. H. M.M. 23- 2-18 

  Bar to M.M. 11- 2-19 
101211 Pte. Bail, R. M.M. 6- 1-17 

432745 Pte. Baillie, J. L. M.M. 9-12-16 

433070 Sgt. Barbour, D. A. M.M. 19- 3-18 

   D.C.M. 12- 3-19 
432584 Pte. Barron, P. M.M. 9-12-16 

433199 Pte. Barton, J. M.M. 3- 7-19 

432044 Pte. Baugust, L. J. M.M. 16- 8-17 
141621 Lieut. Bell, A. M. M.M. 11- 2-19 

142072 Pte. Bell, E. G. M.M. 3- 7-19 

432352 Cpl. Bennett, F. M.M. 10- 8-16 
100337 C.S.M. Bentley, T. J. D.C.M. 16- 1-19 

432914 Sgt. (A/C.Q.M.S.) Bewsher, J.S.  Croix de Guerre (Belgian) 12- 7-18 

192379 Cpl. Black, T.J. M.M. 11- 2-19 
432627 Sgt. (A/S.M.) Booth, F. M.S.M. 12-12-19 

436724 Pte. Bowerman, D. L. M.M. 11- 2-19 

928957 Pte. Bowman, E. V. M.M. 3- 7-19 
455729 Sgt. Boxall, P. M.M. 17- 6-19 

101217 Sgt. Boyd, R. J. M.M. 11- 2-19 

 Lieut. (A/Maj) Boyle, M. L.  M.C. 21-12-16 
 Capt. Bradburn, F.L. M.C. 25- 8-17 

401702 Pte. Brazier, E. Ment. In Desp. 4- 1-17 

 Rev. (Chaplain) Buckland, A.W. Name brought to notice of Sec. 
of State for War for valuable 

services 

26-10-16 

736899 Pte. Brown, E. M.M. 23- 2-18 
101500 Pte. Capeo, D.A. D.C.M. 16- 1-19 

432008 C.Q.M.S. (Lieut.) Carman, J.F.E. Ment. In desp. 4- 1-17 

101432 Pte. Carmichael, J. M.M. 6- 1-17 
 T (Capt.) (A/Maj.) Chattel, A.P. Ment. In Desp. 28- 5-18 

   D.S.O. 3- 6-18 

 Lieut. Caine, Martin Surney M.B.E. 3- 6-19 
101087 L/Cpl. Brown, G. W. M.M. 3- 7-19 

432231 Cpl. Browse, M. F. H. M.M. 19-11-17 
904464 Pte. Buchanan, G. M.M. 11- 9-19 

435752 Cpl. (L/Sgt.) Buckham, T. M.M. 23- 2-18 

435510 Pte. Butlin, J. M.M. 11 - 2-19 
101719 L/Sgt. Calvert, J. A. M.M. 29- 8-18 

432975 C.Q.M.S. (A/C.S.M.) Cameron, C. M.S.M. 18- 1-19 

   D.C.M 3- 6-19 

 Lieut. Campbell, Lorne Douglas M.C. 18- 1-18 

434037 Pte. Campbell, M. M.M. 3- 7-19 

432632 Cpl. Cantin, A. H. M.M. 29- 8-18 

   D.C.M. 16- 1-19 

446005 Pte. Clarke, W. S. M.M. 11- 2-19 

432655 Cpl. Clow, H. B. M.M. 11- 2-19 

436665 Pte. Cogswell, E. D.C.M. 19- 8-16 

808188 Cpl. Collins, D.B. M.M. 23- 2-18 
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London Gazette 

433014 Sgt. Cook, N. E. Ment. in Desp. 31-12-18 

   M.M. 3- 7-19 
432361 Sgt. Corlett, John Joseph Ment. in Desp. 28- 5-18 

 Lieut. Critchley, O. A. Ment. in Desp. 4- 1-17 

   Ment. in Desp. 31-12-18 
782164 Pte. Crowley, J. A. M.M. 11- 2-19 

435110 Cpl. Crozier, F. M.M. 3- 7-19 

432994 A/Cpl. Cruickshank, R. D.C.M. 19- 8-16 
811240 Pte. Currie, D. E. M.M. 3- 7-19 

445848 Pte. Currie, J. M. M.M. 11- 2-19 

 Lieut. (Capt.) Davies, Stanley, Jas. M.C. 14-11-16 
   Bar to M.C. 1- 2-19 

113166 L/Cpl. Davison, Harrison Ezra, Ment. in Desp. 28- 5-18 

 Lieut. Day, F. G. M.C. 8- 3-19 
435449 Pte. (L/Cpl.) Dean, E. J. M. M. 3- 7-19 

844292 Pte. Degagnes, J. M.M. 11-2-19 

432942 Sgt. Dempsey, M. D.C.M. 3- 6-18 
432765 Sgt. Denford, H. G. M.M. 9- 7-17 

432442 Pte. Devaney, C. M.M. 6- 1-17 

252454 L/Cpl. Diamond, W. M.M. 3- 7-19 
434026 Pte. Dower, R. W. M.M. 12- 3-17 

432018 Sgt. (Lieut.) Downtown, J. G. M.M. 10- 8-16 

904764 Pte. Dewall, P. W. M.M. 3- 7-19 
252897 Cpl. East, G. C. M.M. 3- 7-19 

101230 Cpl. Eaton, W. E. M.M. 16- 8-17 

432148 Pte. Eaves, T. M.M. 23- 8-16 
 Lieut. Edwards, A. E. Ment. in Desp. 31-12-18 

433117 Sgt. Elliott, O. W. M.M. 16- 8-17 

   Bar to M.M. 23- 7-19 
101384 L/Cpl. Ellis, E. A. M.M. 11- 2-19 

432851 A/C.S.M. Ellis, M. G. D.C.M. 19- 8-16 

 Lieut. Emsley, Joseph Henry M.C. 3- 3-17 
404557 Sgt. English, W. F. Medaille Barb Atie Si Credinta 

2nd Class (Roumania) 

30- 9-19 

432828 Pte. Featherstone, A. W. M.M. 3- 7-19 

 Lieut. Flint, C. K. M.C. 11- 1-19 
432446. Sgt. Fowlie, A. M.M. 11- 2-19 

409530 L/Cpl. Frame, W. B. M.M. 11- 2-19 
433218 Sgt. Francis, A. H. M.M. 9- 7-17 

433129 Cpl. Francis, F. Ment. in Desp. 11- 7-19 

436776 Pte. Fraser, S. A. M.M. 6- 1-17 

101531 Pte. Giggs, W. G. M.M. 3- 7-19 

432284 Pte. Gillespie, S. M.M. 3- 6-16 
898304 Pte. Gladstone, J. M.M. 11- 2-19 

466565 Pte. Glass, J. M.M. 12- 3-17 

432829 Sgt. Gleave, G. E. M.M. 11- 2-19 
432217 Pte. Glew, S. G. M.M. 3- 7-19 

100498 Sgt. Greenly, R. B. M.M. 29- 8-18 

252744 Pte. Gill, C. W. M.M. 23- 2-18 
432310 Pte. (A/Cpl.) Goldie, G. Ment. in Desp. 28-12-17 

 Lt.-Col. (Maj. Gen.)    

 (Brig. Gen.) Griesbach, W. A. D.S.O. 24- 6-16 
   Ment. in Desp. 4- 1-17 

   Ment. in Desp. 1- 6-17 

   Ment. in Desp. 28-12-17 

   C.M.G. 1- 1-18 

   Ment. in Desp. 28- 5-18 

   Bar to D.S.O. 2- 4-19 
   Ment. in Desp. 31-12-18 

   C.B. 1- 1-19 

   Ment. in Desp. 11- 7-19 
101753 Pte. Griffin, P. K. M.M. 3- 7-19 

434772 Pte. Gwynn, R. D.C.M. 14-11-16 

432896 Sgt. Hadgkiss, A. M.M. 3- 7-19 

 Capt. Hale, R. W. M.C. 8- 3-19 
401209 Sgt. Harris, W. M.S.M. 17- 6-18 

   D.C.M. 12- 3-19 

432957 Cpl. (A/Sgt. Harrison, J, D. D.C.M. 28- 3-18 
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 Capt. (T/Maj.)(Lt. Col.) Harstone, John Brunton, D.S.O. 14-11-16 
   Ment, in Desp. 4- 1-17 

   O.B.E. 7- 6-18 

   Trans, to Mil. Div. 15- 4-19 
101298 Pte. Hart, R. C. M.M. 12- 3-17 

252493 Cpl. Harten, J. A. M.M. 3- 7-19 

434607 Sgt. (A/C.S.M.) Hay, A. Ment, in Disp. 28-12-17 
   M.M. 11- 2-17 

811917 Pte. Haythornthwaite, T. E. D.C.M. 16- 1-19 

436538 Pte. Heaps, T. M.M. 23- 8-16 
536559 Pte. Henderson, E. M.M. 11- 2-19 

433043 Pte. (Sgt.) Henderson, R. M.M. 27-10-16 

   Bar to M.M. 23- 2-18 
   D.C.M. 16- 1-19 

432538 Pte. Hensman, J. M.M. 3- 7-19 

 Lieut. Herbert, W. R. M.C. 19- 8-16 
808157 Pte. Hill, C. M.M. 3- 7-19 

 Lieut. Hill, C. H. M.C. 1- 2-19 

 Major Hobbins, A. K. Ment, in Desp. 4- 1-17 
   D.S.O. 19- 8-16 

 Lieut. Hobbs, H. M.C. 24- 6-16 

432992 Sgt. (Lieut.) Holloway, H. L. M.M. 6- 1-17 
   Bar to M.M. 12- 3-17 

   M.C. 8- 3-19 

252091 Pte. Horley, G. M.M. 11- 2-19 
 Capt. Hudson, G. E. LeR. Ment, in Desp. 11- 7-19 

100270 Cpl. Hull, P. J. M.M. 11- 2-19 

433019 Sgt. Hunter, R. M.M. 3- 7-19 
432173 Sgt. (now Lt. A/Capt.) Hunter, W. M.M. 9-12-16 

   Order of St. Stanislas “with 

swords” 3rd Class 

16- 7-21 

252893 Cpl. Huntley, J. R. M.M. 11- 2-19 
432516 Sgt. Hutchinson, J. M.M. 11- 2-19 

432927 Sgt. Irons ,D. D.C.M. 1- 1-19 

2109968 Pte. Irwin, W. F. M.M. 3- 7-19 
219443 Cpl. James, A. E. D.C.M. 12- 3-19 

447100 L/Cpl. Jaques, A. R. D.C.M. 16- 1-19 

432221 A/L/Cpl. Johnson, C. M.M. 9- 7-17 
 Capt. Johnston, B. J. O.B.E. 3- 6-19 

   Ment, in Desp. 28-12-17 

   Ment, in Desp. 11- 7-19 
432555 C.S.M. Keeler, C. Croix de Guerre (Belgian) 5- 4-19 

401907 Sgt. Keen, C. Ment, in Desp. 11- 7-19 

101465 Pte. Kerr, J. C. V.C. 26-10-16 
432467 L/Cpl. Kidson, A. V. M.M. 9-12-16 

437793 Pte. Kinross, C. J. V.C. 11- 1-18 

435370 Pte. Knudson, A. M.M. 3- 7-19 
252111 Pte. Kubodera, Y. M.M. 23- 2-18 

883324 Pte. (Cpl.) Lane, C. D. M.M. 11- 2-19 

100653 Sgt. Lasseter, A. E. M.M. 23- 2-18 
81501 Pte. Laverson, T. M.M. 11- 2-19 

161203 Pte. Ledingham, J. M.M. 3- 7-19 

624246 Pte. Livingstone, N. G. M.M. 11- 2-19 
904485 Pte. Lowe, M. M.M. 11- 2-19 

100792 Pte. Lozier, J. M.M. 9-12-16 

100436 S/Sgt. Lyons, G. L. M.M. 3- 7-19 

466951 Cpl. Maben, W. M.M. 11- 2-19 

231365 Pte. Mair, W. M.M. 3- 7-19 

 Capt. Malone, T. B. M.C. 8- 3-19 
432859 Pte. Mangin, R. A. M.M. 27-10-16 

781607 Pte. Marrow, R. T. M.M. 23- 2-18 
432673 S.M. Marshall, F. J. D.C.M. 4- 6-17 

 Lieut. Martin, Wm. Gerald Blythe, M.C. 26- 7-17 

1916 Sgt. (Lieut.) Martin, C. A. M.M. 3- 6-16 
   Croix de Guerre (French) 21- 7-19 

 Lieut. (Capt.) Mead, C. G. M.C. 25- 8-17 

432470 Pte. Meehan, P. Ment, in Desp. 11- 7-19 
437461 Sgt. Messum, Sidney Arthur Ment, in Desp. 4- 1-17 

   Ment, in Desp. 1- 6-17 



Jan 1934    No. 19             THE FOURTY NINER 
 

Page 26 of 45 
 

 

No. Rank Name Decoration 
London Gazette 

Date of 

432037 C.S.M. (Lieut.) Miles, C. D.C.M. 25- 6-16 

100882 Pte. Miller, W. E. M.M. 11- 2-19 
808505 Pte. Milne, R. McK. M.M. 23- 2-18 

   Bar to M.M. 23- 7-19 

432909 Sgt. Montgomery, F. E. M.M. 27-10-16 
 Lieut. Mooney, I. M.C. 11- 1-19 

121656 Pte. Moroz, A. M.M. 6- 1-17 

436620 Sgt. Murray, C. D. Ment, in Desp. 28-12-17 
101535 Pte. Muirhead, P. P. M.M. 3- 7-19 

432935 C.S.M. (Lieut.) MacAlay, Allan, D.C.M. 1- 1-18 

   M.C. 1 -2-19 
432216 Pte. McCormack, A. M.M. 11- 2-19 

100857 Sgt. McCormick, D. W. M.M. 23- 2-19 

 Lieut. McCrum, W. T. M.C. 8- 3-19 
432082 Sgt. MacDonald, A. McK. M.M. 3- 6-16 

812200 Pte. McDonald, H. J, M.M. 23- 2-19 

812090 Sgt. McDonald, J. M.M. 3- 7-19 
812130 Pte. McDonnell, G. M.M. 23- 2-19 

183295 Sgt. MacFarquhar ,R. D. Croix de Guerre (French) 21- 7-19 

100539 Pte. McGillivray, J. S. M.M. 19-11-17 
101605 Sgt. McGowan, G. O. M.M. 11- 2-19 

898261 Sgt. McGregor, W. L. M.M. 17- 6-19 

432976 L/Cpl. Mclsaac, F. Ment, in Desp. 28-12-17 
   M.M. 11- 2-19 

 Lieut. McKay, Alfred Edward. M.C. 18- 1-18 

432920 Sgt. McKay, H. M.M. 16- 8-17 
625097 Pte. McKinley, H. E. M.M. 3- 7-19 

433031 Pte. McKinnon, A. I. M.M. 10- 8-16 

100093 Pte. McLeod, G. A. M.M. 9- 7-17 
 Major (A/Lt. Colonel) MacLeod, George W. D.S.O. 4-11-16 

   Ment, in Desp. 4- 1-17 

   Bar to D.S.O. 18- 1-18 
   Ment, in Desp. 28- 5-18 

   Ment, in Desp. 11- 7-19 
905008 Pte. McLeod, R. M.M. 23- 2-18 

 Capt. McQueen, J. M.C. 11- 1-19 

101456 Pte. Nash, A. E. M.M. 9-12-16 

101624 Sgt. Nelson, A. W. M.M. 3- 7-19 

101382 Sgt. Nelson, I. M.M. 11- 2-19 

811185 Cpl. Newnham, E. C. M.M. 11- 2-19 
 Lieut. (A/Capt.) Nolan, Henry Grattan, Ment, in Desp. 28- 5-18 

   M.C. 1- 1-19 

433040 Pte. Ockenden, E. F. M.M. 27-10-16 
252567 Pte. Olsen, H. T. M.M. 23- 2-18 

 Lt. Col. Palmer, Robt. Henry, D.S.O.' 1- 1-17 

   Ment, in Desp. 4- 1-17 
   Ment, in Desp. 28- 5-18 

   Croix de Guerre (Belgian) 5- 4-19 

   Ment, in Desp. 11- 7-19 
432724 Pte. Osborne, J. D. B. M.M. 11- 2-19 

   Bar to M.M. 11- 2-19 

447175 Pte. Parker, J. H. M.M. 6- 1-17 
435760 Pte. Parry, R. L. M.M. 3- 7-19 

811633 Pte. Parton, A. M.M. 3- 7-19 

432402 Cpl. Patterson, R. V. M.M. 9-12-16 
895344 Pte. Patton, H. O. M.M. 11- 2-19 

183280 Pte. Peach, R. H. M.M. 23- 2-18 

781530 Pte. Pederson, G. M.M. 16- 8-17 
   Bar to M.M. 23- 2-18 

432229 Pte. Pilkie, F. F. Ment, in Desp. 11- 7-19 

 Capt. Pinder, G. Z. M.C. 19- 8-16 
898029 Pte. Pinkney, R. W. H. M.M. 23- 2-18 

   Croix de Guerre (French) 21- 7-19 

432807 Cpl. Potts, J. M.M. 27-10-16 
101602 Pte. Proctor, W. E. M.M. 3- 7-19 

433017 Pte. Prosser, J. E. M.M. 27-10-16 

432188 Cpl. Purvis, D. L. M.M. 3- 7-19 
 Lieut. Pugh, John Edwardes, M.C. 22- 6-18 

 Lieut. Ramsey, T. N. M.C. 8- 3-19 
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432171 Sgt. Rawlinson, L. E. M.M. 21- 9-16 

432164 Sgt. Raymond, P. M.M. 3- 7-19 

433042 Sgt. Reid, R. C. D.C.M. 3- 6-19 

811484 Pte. Reilly, P. E. M.M. 23- 2-18 

432484 Sgt. Revill, W. M.M. 27-10-16 

21191 Cpl. Riley, H. M.M. 12- 3-17 

432983 Pte. Riley, J. P. M.M. 16- 3-17 

432172 Pte. (A/Cpl.) Robb, T. Ment, in Desp. 11- 7-19 

 Lieut. Roberts, A. E. W. M.C. 1- 2-19 

432481 L/Cpl. Robertson, T. M.M. 11- 2-19 

252725 Pte. Sawden, C. M.M. 23- 2-18 

100825 Pte. Shaw, T. C. M.M. 11- 2-19 

432239 Cpl. Skitch, R. M.M. 11- 2-19 

   Bar to M.M. 23- 7-19 

432978 Pte. Smith, A. M.M. 27-10-16 

433126 L/Cpl. Smith, J. D. M.M. 11- 2-19 

432621 Pte. Smith, J. I. M.M. 11- 5-17 

624400 C.Q.M.S. Smith, L. T. D.C.M. 28- 3-18 

432737 Cpl. Souter, G. M.M. 9-12-16 

811495 Pte. Stewart, A. E. M.M. 11- 2-19 

437351 Sgt. Stonehewer, H. M.M. 3- 7-19 

435050 L/Cpl. Storey, R. M.M. 11- 2-19 

781691 Pte. Strohm, V. A. M.M. 3- 7-19 

423030 Pte. Taylor, H. M.M. 11- 2-19 

447229 Pte. Taylor, S. M.M. 21- 9-16 

423092 L/Cpl. Taylor, V/. H. M.M. 3- 7-19 

 Capt. Taylor, W. L. Ment, in Desp. 11- 7-19 

432415 Sgt. Thomson, E. M.M. 11- 2-19 

 Capt. Taylor, Bertram Harold, M.C. 18- 7-17 

   Bar to M.C. 11- 1-19 

 Capt. Tipton, John William, M.C. 8- 1-18 

   Bar to M.C. 11- 1-19 

436540 Pte. Tomkinson, G. W. M.M. 10- 8-16 

 Lieut. (Capt.) Toole, David Frederick Jack, M.C. 14-11-16 

   Bar to M.C. 11- 1-19 

 Qr. Mr. and Hon. Capt. Travers, Oliver, M.C. 1- 1-18 

447235 Pte.  Trout, F. A. M.M. 23- 8-16 

100088 Sgt. (T/Lieut.) Thornton, W. W. Ment, in Desp. 5- 6-19 

   Silver Medal for Valour (Serb.) 15-10-20 

432275 Sgt. Tuach, R. M.M. 27-10-16 

781925 Cpl. Wales, G. M.M. 11- 2-19 

432578 Pte. Walkeden, T. J. A. M.M. 23- 8-16 

433213 Q.M.S. Walker, C. A. D.C.M. 1- 1-17 

432951 Sgt. Wallis, J. M.M. 10- 8-16 

432178 R.M.S. (W.O.C1.I.) Walsh, N. M.C. 14-11-16 

   Ment, in Desp.  15- 6-16 

 Lieut. Walter, R. A. M.C. 1- 2-19 

437632 Pte. Watson, A. M.M. 11- 2-19 

2283313 Pte. Watson, R. M.M. 3- 7-19 

433113 Pte. Watson, W. M.M. 11- 2-19 

100724 Pte. Watts, S. R. M.M. 3- 7-19 

 Major (A/Lt. Col.) Weaver, Charles Yardley, D.S.O. 1- 2-19 

   Ment, in Desp. 11- 7-19 

101419 Pte. Wells, F. L. M.M. 11- 2-19 

 Hon. Capt. (Rev.) Whitaker, George David. M.C. 8- 3-19 

231596 L/Cpl. White, A. H. M.M. 11- 2-19 

447940 Pte. Whiteside, G. A.  M.M. 23- 2-18 

100025 Sgt. Whiting, B. H. M.M. 23- 2-18 

432047 C.Q.M.S. (now Lieut.) Whyte, R. A. M.S.M. 17- 6-18 

 Pte.  Ment, in Desp. 28-12-17 

904339  Wiggins, F. W. M.M. 11- 2-19 

904249 L/Cpl. Williams, T. M.M. 11- 2-19 

 Lieut. Winser, F. S. M.C. 1- 1-17 

2356018 Pte. Wood, A. D. D.C.M. 12- 3-19 

436641 Sgt. Worton, W. M.M. 16- 8-17 

432904 Sgt. (A/C.S.M.) Wyndham, R. D.C.M. 26- 7-17 

432004 Sgt. (now Lieut.) Young, G. M. D.C.M. 1 -1-18 

   Ment, in Desp. 4- 1-17 

 Capt. Young, Harvey Gordon, D.S.O. 18- 1-18 

   M.C. 1- 2-19 

   Ment, in Desp. 25- 8-18 

432964 Sgt. Yule, T. M.M. 9- 7-17 
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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 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 one more 

instalment to complete the diary. 
 

CHAPTER 3 

In the beginning of April, we left Bruay and marched back to the 

Lines where we stayed in a dugout in the 3rd lines and did working 

and carrying parties until the 9th. On the 9th of April, Easter Monday, 

we rolled out at an early hour and went to our positions in the front 

line. We were apt to wonder if 

this attack would be anything 

like the last one we made on the 

Somme when we attacked 

Regina trench, but of course it 

was wrong to have any doubts 

or fears; we were only to go 

ahead with what lay before us. 

We got into the front trench 

which was crowded with men 

and if the Germans had known 

it they could have wrought 

havoc with us. They did make 

it bad enough for us as it was 

before we got out of there. The 

42nd battalion was to attack in 

two assaulting waves, while we 

of the 49th were to act as 

moppers up. Half of us were to 

follow the first wave of the 

42nd and the other half 

including the Platoon I was in 

follow the second wave in file. 

Each section had its own job 

allotted to it. Our section was 

to clear the Swichen Stellan 

communication trench, bomb 

the dugouts, take charge of the prisoners and look after the wounded. 

As we stood in the trench waiting for the zero hour the German flare 

lights were going up as usual. Their trench was only on the other side 

of the Grange crater, while our trench ran through it. If they had ever 

discovered that we were standing there massed for attack, they would 

sure have let us know it. 

The zero hour came, and our artillery and machine guns opened 

up, making one awful noise that will be hard to forget. The first wave 

of the 42nd went over and I prayed that they might be successful. At 

last, our turn came and before we got away from the trench the 

German shells were dropping pretty fast; but our section got away 

without any casualties. The 42nd were having a few casualties, but 

the Germans were making themselves pretty scarce. I had not the 

chance to see them run as they went so quickly. It was still rather dark 

when we advanced, and the air was thick with smoke and it was 

beginning to snow. 

The prisoners were coming in fast and the front line of the 42nd 

was advancing to the far side of the ridge. The two lines of the 42nd 

seemed to get together and after a while they took to cover as the 

enemy was putting up a little resistance from the back side of the 

ridge. We had to take cover too, to wait until they advanced again. 

We didn’t have to wait long, however, as the enemy soon fell back 

off the ridge altogether. We then got busy doing the job we were 

detailed to do. The trench we were supposed to clear was hardly 

recognizable after the artillery had dealt with it. We collected a few 

prisoners, and one man was sent off with them to the assembling 

point. The remainder of our section was sent back for stretchers. 

Just then one man nearest to me got a shrapnel wound in the knee 

and I was told to bandage him and get him back. I helped him to limp 

out to the dressing station where I bid him good-bye and he wished 

me good luck. After that we were busy all day carrying the wounded 

off the field. A party of us were carrying a stretcher and we had just 

got it over the trench when a shell burst in the bottom of the trench 

right where we had crossed. A little chap called Billy Wilson had 

about two square inches of hair clipped off his head by a piece of 

shrapnel from the same shell, just the same as if it had been done with 

a clipping machine. He wasn’t any worse off only he didn’t know 

what had tickled him on the head. 

We had a busy day looking after the wounded, but we got them 

all cleaned up. We had the German prisoners busy helping us too. 

That night we went up to the front line on a carrying party and 

slept in the Grange tunnel when we came back. The Grange tunnel 

was 1810 yards long. 

On the evening of the 11th, we went into the line. Our Platoon 

was in support near Follie farm, while the other Platoons of the 

company were in the front line. It snowed all night, and we had no 

shelter and no overcoat with us. They had been left at Villers a Bois. 

During the night a chum of mine got into a cubby hole and lay down 

and later it caved in on him, burying him. I just happened to hear a 

muffled voice calling my name and when I looked, it was he buried 

alive. We had a few minutes work getting him out and got warmed 

up doing so. 

Later on, that night some of us got warmed up again, carrying a 

wounded officer out. He was wounded in the stomach and craved for 

water, but we did not dare give him any. I felt very sorry for him and 

I think he died later. If I remember right, the wounded officer was 

Mr. Louis. We had a hard job to find the dressing station in the dark 

and it was some job carrying the stretcher over the muddy shell-torn 

ground. 

  

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. 
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A “C” COMPANY SERGEANT AND A “B” COMPANY DETAIL 

 
Left to Right, Back Row - 1. Sgt. W. Allan at one time Sergeant in charge of the Divisional Baths, died about 2 years ago. Pallbearers being members of our Association. 

2. David Miller 3. Alex Chisholm 4. Joe Horn 5. Billy Davidson (played on battalion soccer team, now believed to be in Ottawa). 6. Jim Reid (Company cook) 7. J. Sproule 

8. Bill Smith (Butcher) 

Centre Row - 1. Walter Bruce (Living in Glasgow, Scotland). 2. Billy McKenzie (killed at Passchendaele) 3. “Jock” Smith (Company cook - later Sergeant Cook, now 

raising “dough” with McGavin’s Bakery). 4. Billy Atkinson (was farming with Jack Tweedale at Lavoy - died about 10 years ago). 5. T. Robb (with Alberta Government 

Telephones in Edmonton). 6. Williamson (killed at Cambrai). 7. John McKay. 

Front Row - 1. “Jackie” Potts (with the B.C. Telephones at Victoria, B.C.) 2. Jimmy McMillan (was in the Battalion Post Office, now resident of Calgary, on the staff of 

the Calgary Power Company) 3. J. “Bull” McKenzie (was Masseur at University Hospital, now living in Vancouver, B.C.) This picture was taken at the Exhibition Grounds. 
 

 
In the morning we cleaned some of the mud out of the trench and fed 

ourselves. The sun came out and it kept fair all day and the clothes dried 

on us. We made tea by boiling snow with Tommy cookers. 

About ten o’clock that night we were relieved and plodded through 

the mud to Grange tunnel and slept there until morning. Next day we got 

into dugouts or bivouacs, whichever we preferred, near Neuville St. 

Vaast. After that we went out to Villers a Bois for a few days’ rest. 

We left there at twelve o’clock one night and headed for Grange 

tunnel. It rained all the way and was so dark that we could hardly find our 

way. We got mixed up in a maze of trenches and barbed wire and it was 

with difficulty that we found the tunnel. We stayed there until morning 

and then got into dugouts and bivouacs. We stayed several days, and the 

weather was fine after the first night. 

One evening the band came and gave us some music where previous 

to the ninth it was not safe to move in the open. The bandsmen were 

generally used for carrying rations when we were in the line. 

Next, we moved into the front line which had been advanced away 

forward into the Souchez valley facing Avion. There were no trenches, 

only pits which were manned by about three men each. We had to lie low 

during the day and work during the night. The ground here was not, yet 

war torn and every morning I noticed the sky larks soar into the sky and 

sing while we had to get into our holes. One night we were shelled 

without casualties. Jim Meade remarked, “Fritz must have thought he was 

raising hell last night”. 

The night before we were relieved the enemy put tear gas over and 

this made our eyes sore and when we put our goggles on it was hard to 

see anything in the dark as the glasses got misty. 

Tear gas shells were called “Pineapples” by the men as the gas itself 

had a smell like pineapples. Machine guns were called woodpeckers 

because they reminded one of woodpeckers when they fired. During this 

trip we had an officer and corporal (Billy Watson) taken prisoner while 

on patrol. 

We stayed in six days and when we were relieved, I was so sick that 

I could hardly walk out of the line. The Platoon officer gave me some 

rum and that helped me until we got out to Grange tunnel, where we slept 

that night. During this trip we had no stretcher bearer in the Platoon, so I 

was detailed to act as a stretcher bearer for the trip, although I was given 

no first aid equipment. I was armed with rifle and bombs and had to do 

my share as a combatant. 

I didn’t sleep much in the tunnel as I was so sick, and I trembled 

violently until morning. This was an attack of trench fever, but I didn’t 

know it at the time. 
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The next afternoon we moved on to Villers a Bois and the Platoon 

commander got me a ride on the transport limber. I reported sick next 

morning, and the medical officer gave me two pills and a day off duty. 

We were out about three weeks and trained for an attack. The weather 

remained fine all the time. I was placed in charge of a section of men 

for the attack. We trained for this attack over the tapes. 

On the 8th of June we went into the support line and in the evening 

of the ninth we went forward and took up our positions in the front-

line trench. 

The enemy shelled us heavily as we passed through the 

communication trench, two men being killed and two wounded. 

We were to attack at 11:45 and they expected it to be a moonlight 

night but instead it was so dark that we couldn’t see our hands in front 

of us. There was some mistake in the time as it lacked ten minutes to 

starting time when I told my men to get ready. We were to get out in 

front of the wire and line up ready to start when the artillery opened 

up so that we could get well away from the trench before the enemy 

guns opened fire on us, as they had the range. Instead of this the 

barrage opened up before we expected it and an officer came running 

along the top of the trench beckoning us to start. We scrambled out 

of the trench in a hurry and then I remembered my bombs and turned 

back for them. When I got out again, I could not find my men and 

every one was mixed up and confused. We couldn’t see each other, 

and we could hardly hear one another speak. There was nothing for it 

but to advance the best way we could, and we reached the enemy’s 

front line and found them gone. As we approached the second line, 

we had to wait for the barrage to lift. Just as we advanced, I got hit in 

the left shoulder. The enemy was falling back and a lot of them gave 

themselves up. About five of them approached me with their hands 

up, shouting “Kamerad, mercy!”. I took charge of these five and with 

them I got as many wounded men out as we could. I believe the 89th 

on our left were held up a little by a machine gun position. There was 

so much confusion that night that the different battalions were all 

mixed up with each other. 

After I got to the dressing station with my prisoners and wounded 

I had my shoulder dressed and walked over Vimy Ridge with other 

walking cases to a casualty Clearing Station to the rear of Neuville 

St. Vaast. I believe the attack was made to draw the enemy’s attention 

while preparations were being made for the attack on Messines 

Ridge. I think most of the casualties were caused by our men getting 

to close to our own barrage. 

When we arrived at the CCS we were inoculated and given a hot 

drink and something to eat. The Chaplain of the 49th Battalion was 

there and I gave him my mother’s address and he wrote to her telling 

her how I was. 

After that we were taken to a C.C.S. at Barlin by motor lorry. 

There we waited at the C.C.S. until the next day for a hospital train 

and then were taken to the base hospital at Etaples. 

July 8, after being in hospital a month, I was sent to the 

Convalescent depot at Etaples and my wound broke out again, so I 

was sent to the convalescent depot at Kay Eaux on the coast. This was 

like having a summer holiday by the seaside. We had the Y.M.C.A. 

and recreation huts belonging to various denominations who did  

 

 

 

everything they, could do to give us a good time. I was there three 

weeks before my shoulder healed up and then I was sent to the base. 

July 29th, we arrived at the 3rd Division base at Etaples. I was 

there eight days during which time I took a gas course and had some 

musketry instruction. This was the same school which I passed 

through near Le Havre but it had been moved to Etaples. 

On August sixth I was sent to the 3rd Division Entrenching 

Battalion which I had been in before. The Battalion was at Mont St. 

Eloi where we had a good time doing working parties, but we were 

not properly fed. 

After a time, we were moved to a mining village called Ferfay 

where we were attached to the 3rd division training school. Here we 

also got course on bombing, musketry and other courses and did lots 

of ceremonial drill. 

After- a time the Entrenching battalion was broken up and I was 

attached to the 49th Battalion company of the 7th Brigade training 

Battalion. 

About the end of October, the Canadians were on Passchendaele 

Ridge and a draft was sent to the 49th battalion. I did not go with it 

as I had already done one winter in the front line and the O.C. 

preferred to send new men as long as he had them, so I escaped the 

battle of Passchendaele. 

On October 26th I was drafted to the 49th Battalion. They were in 

billets at St. Hilaire having Divisional rest about five miles from 

Ferfay. I was attached to my old platoon. 

November 3rd, I went home on leave. This was my first leave 

after 17 months in France. My name was taken several times at Ferfay 

for leave, but I didn’t get away. 

I reached London on the 4th, got home to Newbiggin near Carlisle 

on the 6th, visited Penrith on the 10th and 11th, back to London on 

the 16th, France on the 17th and back to the 49th on the 18th. 

On December 22nd the battalion went into the front line right in 

the heart of Lens. We went in at night and we had to be very careful 

what we were doing, as it was the most touch-and-go place I ever 

struck. Our Platoon was placed on outpost duty and we had to be very 

careful as we scrambled over the debris to our positions. It was easy 

to make a noise and the enemy machine guns got busy on the least 

sound, but we got into position without anybody being hit. It began 

to snow and continued most of the night. The enemy kept putting 

trench mortars over all night. A German machine gun kept peppering 

my position and I had to keep peeping through my hole between his 

bursts of fire. 

Next morning was Christmas morning and that outpost in Lens 

wasn’t a very comfortable place to spend Christmas. It was a much 

worse place than the pulpit on Litchfield crater was the year before 

and that was bad enough. 

The next night, December 26th, it was bright moonlight and I saw 

some Germans moving quickly off to my right, but I only saw them 

for a few seconds. I also heard some shots, and I passed the word to 

stand to, but nothing else happened. Soon after I saw the Germans the 

Platoon Sergeant brought another man to take my place and I was 

brought out together with a few others to the school at Ferfay to take 

an N.C.O. course. I told the Sergeant what I had seen to the right but 

up to that time he said they had not been able to visit the other post 

as it was such bright moonlight. 
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When I got back from Ferfay I learned that a German had 

blundered into our other post and was as much surprised himself 

as our men were. But he had done a quick retreat before they could 

do anything. Our men were not aware that there were more of 

them. 

1918 

I was at the school at Ferfay until the end of January. They put 

us through strict training so that we could qualify as N.C.O.’s. 

While I was there I took advantage of the opportunity to attend 

agriculture and engineering and mathematical classes. 

We arrived back at our battalion on the 30th of January and 

found them out resting. We stayed there for about a month doing 

drill in the morning and nothing in the afternoons except sports 

for those who liked it; not me! 

About the beginning of March, we moved to Neuville St. 

Vaast and billeted in huts. From here we went up to the line every 

night by light railway. They used the steam engine as far as Lens 

Junction and a gasoline engine from there to the brewery on the 

Lens-Arras road. This was a point in the reserve line. It was near 

here where I got hit in the shoulder in June 1917. 

From the brewery we walked to the job working on trenches 

doing task work, that is, doing a certain amount and then going 

back. We liked the task work better than the time work. The last 

trip we made the train jumped the track just as we arrived at the 

brewery and when we finished the task the train had been put on 

the track again but had not come back for us. It was raining so we 

walked on up the track to meet it and found it derailed with a load 

of ammunition on, so we had to walk all the way. We got into our 

huts in the morning and slept in our wet clothes. 

 

The next day we went to Viller a Bois for a few days’ rest. 

On March 6th we went into the Reserve Line which at that 

point was known as the Red Line. I was sent with the Advance 

party to take over dugouts and find out the positions for the 

Platoons. At night the Company came along, and I lead my 

Platoon to its place. We stayed in the Red Line six days doing 

working parties at night. Here we were billeted in a brewery on 

the Lens-Arras road. The basement of the brewery afforded fine 

shelter from shells and was a good place to sleep in. The upper 

part of the building was completely ruined by shell fire. The 

enemy kept putting shells on and around the brewery all the time 

and we were kept continually on the jump. One day two men were 

carrying a dixie full of soup from the brewery to the men in the 

support trench when a shell burst in front of the door just as they 

were coming out. They jumped back for shelter and one of them 

scalded his foot with the hot soup and was sent to hospital. We 

billeted in breweries six days and then we had to stay in support 

trench all the time, keeping near to our firing step. This was during 

the big German offensive in the Spring of 1918. 

After doing six days in the support line, we went to the front 

line in front of Avion alongside of a lake. I was placed on outpost 

with some other men. At night we did turns on outpost by the lake 

and during the day we crowded in the basement of a ruined house 

for sleep and shelter. 

After six days we were relieved and went back to our bivvies 

in the support line. 

The enemy was now beginning his offensive to the south and 

was keeping us on the jump with his artillery. We had four or five 

of our bivvies blown up and a few casualties. One lad had his 

bivvy blown in on top of him and had both legs injured. One night 

three of us were sleeping in one bivvy when two shells burst just 

two or three yards from the back of it and another on the edge of 

the trench in front of it. I slept as sound as a top all night and didn’t 

know what had been going on until morning except for the one 

shell that burst in front of the bivvy and I happened to be turning 

over at the time. I felt the displacement of air on my face, but I 

was asleep again before the next one burst. It was like a flight of 

big tracer bullets when gas shells were electrically fired into Lens 

about this time. 

After another six days we went back to the front line by the 

lake again. On April 12th, 1918, I recorded as follows: “A 

beautiful spring day and we long to be out of the rat hole we are 

in and get out and enjoy the weather”. I am not getting the account 

of this period quite accurate as my diary has too much 

abbreviation in it and I can’t remember the proper order of events. 

We did fifty-seven days in the trenches all told in front line, 

support and reserve. It was during this period, while in the support 

line that I was attached to the Lewis Gun section on April 17th. It 

was at this time while we were on the Lake front that the enemy 

was advancing towards Amiens. He was also attacking the Arras 

front. If the Arras front, which was the key to Vimy Ridge, had 

given way, the Ridge would very likely have been retaken by the 

enemy and we in our position were in danger of being cut off. 

Under these circumstances we had to be in readiness with our 

packs on our backs all the time in order to fall back if we had to. 

However, the line didn’t give way, so we held our position. 

(End of Installment 3.) 
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P. O. W.  -  By Ben Davison 

(Continued from Page 7) 

lowed to speak to you fellows, but if you see a big Belgian around, don’t 

have anything to do with him. He’s a bloody spy, and he doesn’t dare 

come into the camp, or he’d be mobbed.” He wandered along about his 

job, and we followed his advice, which was later confirmed by the other 

older prisoners, when we were allowed to meet them. 

We were kept segregated from the other prisoners for several weeks, 

along with a new bunch of Frenchies. It was really a quarantine period, 

and we were all deloused and bathed and had a real Heinie haircut and 

several inoculations. 

We were visited by a Sgt. Bushnell, of one of the Canadian Scottish 

Battalions, who saw that we were supplied with smokes and some 

provisions from the special supply kept on hand for new men, this depot 

being made up by the British and Canadian Red Cross in London. 

The food supplied by the camp was both inadequate and poor, 

consisting of potatoes, black bread, and vegetable soup. The extras we 

got from the Red Cross Depot helped a lot, but at that we were often 

forced to go to the garbage pails to see that nothing was wasted. 

The P.O.W. parcel system, at this time, was a hit or miss affair. The 

names of all new men were sent into the Red Cross in London and they 

immediately sent clothing parcels and a certain amount of provisions to 

each, but we were mainly dependent on civilian parcels sent by friends. 

The man who had a well-off family or friends was well taken care of, but 

others did not fare so well. Also, the parcels were not uniformly well 

packed. They were subject to censorship, and therefore were not always 

in good shape when finally delivered to the recipient. I fared pretty well 

myself, under this system, as I received parcels from my own family and 

friends in P. E. Island, British Columbia, Toronto, Ont., London, in the 

smoke, and even from Boston, Mass. One lady in Toronto got my name 

from a list in a newspaper, and sent me a lot of nice parcels, and wrote to 

me quite often as well. Mrs. A. L. Purvis, here in Edmonton, and a group 

of girls, used to send me postcards of the city. Believe me, all these 

parcels and letters and cards were very welcome and were very much 

appreciated. 

Some months after I arrived in Germany a change was made, in the 

parcel system. Private parcels were barred, except for one or two specials 

at Christmas time, and the Red Cross societies in London handled the 

whole thing. All Canadians were taken care of by the Canadian Red 

Cross, and each man received exactly the same things. If I remember 

rightly there were six provision parcels, two of tobacco and fags, and 

several bread parcels every month, as well as two of clothing’s each year, 

and one uniform. Anyone wishing to send a parcel to any prisoner, sent 

his donation to the Red Cross and the name would be put on a parcel as 

the donor. There were two acknowledgement cards in each parcel, one to 

be sent to the Society and the other to the donor. The result of this change 

was that the parcels were all well packed. They were not individually 

censored, and therefore arrived in much better condition. As long as the 

parcels arrived regularly it was rarely necessary for us to use the prison 

rations, except the bread and fresh vegetables, when available. 

All prisoners, except officers and N.C.O.’s, had to work. About four 

weeks after we were captured, we were sent to our first job. Andy Dunn, 

Dick Jewson and I, along with several other Canadians and one 

Frenchman, went to a little farming community named Nenderoth. It was 

a very pretty place in the Westerwald, (Western Forest). 

We each worked with different families, and ate at their tables, but 

returned each evening to our billet to sleep. We were billeted in a little 

house built over the community oven, in the centre of the village. Our 

beds and bedding was supplied by our “families” and was always kept 

clean and in good shape by them. Altogether that was a cushy position, 

though we didn’t realize it at the time. I often wished I was back there in 

after months. 

Our working day was from 7 a.m. till 9 p.m., and our work consisted 

of all the things that go to make up the job of a farm hand. The farm 

machinery was of the simplest. Hay was cut with hand scythes, grain with 

cradle scythes. Seed grain was flailed out by hand. Bundles were tied by 

hand with straw ties. Potatoes were dug by hand. In fact, every operation 

was done by hand, except plowing and hauling and those were done by 

cows, plain ordinary milch cows. 

On Sundays we were off work and only left our billet at mealtimes. 

After our parcels started coming through we used to have a big blowout 

in our billet so didn’t go out for dinner. We received 30 pfennigs per day, 

about 6 cents pre-war. It was paid in special prisoner money, in the form 

of stamps about half the size of a postage stamp. We were not allowed to 

have German money. We usually started a game of poker or banker on 

Sunday, when we were paid our weeks wages, and the game continued 

until one man had all the money. There was one small store in the village 

which was authorized to accept this money, and if any of us wanted 

anything from there through the week, he got the necessary funds from 

the winner. It was seldom that we spent money though, so it had no real 

value to us, except something to gamble with as a pastime. 

The old fellow I worked for had spent some time in England, as a 

musician, in his younger days, back in the ’80s. He had picked up a little 

English, and still had a few words of it, so I started to learn German from 

him. He had a son about my own age on the Eastern front. He came home 

on leave while I was there, and we got on very well together. 

Our guard was a middle-aged man who lived in the village. He was 

very much afraid that we might escape from him, so he locked us in very 

carefully each night. Once in a while he would take time off from his own 

farm to stroll around through the fields to see that we were all in our 

places. After the villagers got used to us it became a standing joke among 

them to ask him if he was carrying his rifle to shoot crows. 

One day in June I was brought in from the fields to meet a German 

N.C.O. who had come from the camp at Giessen. He asked me if I could 

give him any information about Wallace and Cooper of our Battalion, 

who were evidently missing. I couldn’t give him any news of them, but 

we had quite a long talk, mostly about the navies of our respective 

countries. I remember admitting that their ships were probably as good 

as ours, but that our Navy would naturally lick their because their 

morale was better. Having a long history of success and achievement 

behind them they would naturally be better than Germany’s untried Navy. 
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We stayed in that place until November. Then most of us were 

returned to camp. We were in camp until after Christmas and managed to 

have a fairly good time. There was considerable snow at that time, and 

we amused ourselves with snow fights and slides, like a bunch of school 

kids. One Sunday we were having a hot snowball fight with the neigh-

boring company, firing across the intervening street. A group of guards 

marched into our line of fire, and, needless to say, we started to pepper 

them from both sides. Snow fights were “Verboten” after that. Then we 

made an ice slide in the yard. One night one of the guards stepped on it 

in the dark and lit on his ear, so that was also forbidden. 

A German Sgt.-Major came into our company one day. He rates a 

salute from their own lesser ranks, but he didn’t get it from us, so he got 

mad. He decided we were in need of practice. We were told off into 

squads of fifteen or twenty with one of our own N.C.O.’s in charge of 

each. Then a sentry was posted at one side of one of our barracks and we 

were ordered to march round and round the buildings, giving a salute as 

we passed the sentry. However, it didn’t work as they expected. As soon 

as each squad passed the saluting point and got “Eyes Front” all its 

members immediately started the well known razzberry and catcalls, 

which was kept up until the saluting point was reached again. At the 

command ‘Shun, eyes right’, extreme gravity and attention was 

manifested. When the Jerries found that we were having more fun than 

they were the parade was dismissed. 

One day two guards came into our barracks for some reason or other. 

We all crowded around them. Suddenly someone behind one of them 

snatched his bayonet out of the scabbard. It was passed quickly from hand 

to hand, and, presto! It was gone. Immediately there was a great 

hullaballoo. We were all ordered out on parade. The barrack was 

thoroughly searched, but the bayonet wasn’t found. Everyone was 

questioned but no one, apparently, knew a thing about it. We got several 

hours drilling and marching about the yard for that, but the prankster was 

never discovered. The bayonet was discovered in the latrine some days 

later. 

We weren’t left altogether in idleness all this time, though. When 

parcel trains arrived from Holland or Switzerland, some of us were 

detailed to unload them. The sorting of parcels was carried out by the 

N.C.O.’s who were not sent out on working parties, or kommando. Then 

there was a big potato patch to be turned over, and that was all done by 

hand. 

At Christmas we managed to have a very good time. We had several 

concerts in our barracks. We got a great kick out of one concert. There 

were about seventy odd Britishers in our end of the barrack and a 

somewhat greater number of Frenchies in the other. We were having our 

do in our end, and they were doing the same in theirs. We kept it going, 

with singsongs, etc., until after lights out had long been past. Finally, the 

guards came in to stop it. They put out the lights in our end, and got us 

quiet, then went to the other end to do the same for the Frenchies. As soon 

as they were well down the long room, we started again. When the 

Frenchies were quiet they came back to us. Then the Frenchies started 

again. After a while they got tired playing tag up and down the room and 

called out the sergeant and the rest of the guard. With men posted in both 

ends, we finally had to go to sleep. 

There was a big French nigger, named Sidi, in the barrack. He didn’t 

understand a word of English, but someone had taught him a very 

obscene verse. It started: 

 

TWO WELL KNOWN 49ers HAILING FROM CALGARY 

 

     ALEX HAY                                      J. MITCHELL 

Originally of “Fighting Fiftieth” these two notables came to the 

49th with a draft from that unit. Hay was A/C.S.M., “D” Coy. at 

Amiens after Norman Arnold was hit. Mitchell was a member of “A” 

Coy. Both are members of the Calgary Branch. 
 

 

Cheese when you’re hungry, Whisky when you’re dry . . ., 

I won’t tell you the rest of it, maybe you know it. Sidi took great 

delight in coming among us and singing this song for us. One day we all 

crowded around him and one of the boys suddenly produced a little green 

wooden wriggly snake in front of him. Sidi let one yell, and I think his 

first jump carried him over the heads of most of us. He was always very 

wary after that and kept away from crowds. 

After Christmas was over, the “gas lists” started again. The “gas lists” 

were the names of those detailed for kommandos away from camp. They 

were read out at the evening parade, and those “gassed’ had to be ready 

to leave next morning. 

About the beginning of December 1917, I was “gassed”. Along with 

thirty or forty others, I was detailed for Husten, Kommando 59. It was an 

iron factory in Westfalia and was one of the toughest spots in our area. 

We travelled all one day, and in the evening, we were locked in the station 

at some small place. We hadn’t had anything to drink all day, and we 

were all terribly thirsty. There wasn’t a thing to drink in the place except 

some dirty water that had been used for washing beer glasses. It almost 

turned our stomachs, but we had to drink it. Next morning, we arrived at 

Husten. There we were assigned to different parts of the factory. I found 

myself detailed to the “walzwerks” or rolling mill. It struck me as a Hell 

of a place, at first sight. I went in with the shift which had the night turn 

at the time. The place was very dimly lit. Along one side was a long line 

of gas furnaces, with flames belching out their doors. About twenty feet 

in front of them was a line of huge steel rollers and between them were 

gangs of men, dimly seen, drawing large sheets back to the furnaces. 
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The floor was paved with heavy sheets of iron, hot enough to 

burn, so we had to wear heavy wooden soled clogs at work. Our 

clothing consisted of light weight blue denim trousers and jumper, 

and. that was plenty in the rolling mill, even in the winter. 

There was one advantage to our job though. We worked a straight 

eight hours per day, while most of the others did twelve. On the other 

hand, we got practically no outdoor exercise. Most of the other 

prisoners were in barracks grouped around a courtyard by the main 

entrance of the factory, but our barrack was some distance from that. 

There were fifty or sixty men in our place including Britishers, 

Frenchies, Poles, Russians, and what have you. The only yard we had 

was a narrow passage about six feet wide and not more than thirty 

feet long. At noon and evening those not at work could go to the main 

dining room, in the main courtyard for an hour. 

The food was terrible, being mostly turnip soup and peas, which 

nearly always had gone sour. We had an issue of one loaf of soggy 

black bread per man per week, and potatoes once in a blue moon. As 

long as our parcels came regularly, we Britishers weren’t so badly 

off, and we left most of the rations to the Ruskies who had nothing 

else to eat. The Ruskies had pretty hardy stomachs, as a rule, but I 

have seen some of them turned, after eating the soup. 

I mucked in with a chap named Harry Perrigo, from Birmingham. 

He and I lived on rolled oats for several weeks one time, when our 

parcels were held up. Even the oats were scarce, so we had one meal 

after work, and spent as much time as possible in bed, then had 

another dish of ‘burgoo’ before going on for the next shift. We had 

only salt to go with it. 

When our parcels did come through, we were in clover for a 

while. The bread was much the worse for the delay, though and was 

pretty mouldy. We found that a lot of the green and yellow mould 

would disappear if the bread was soaked in water and dried in the 

oven, and we didn’t waste much of it. 

There was a “Straef” or punishment company at Husten factory. 

The members of it were all recalcitrant, of one sort or another, mostly 

men who refused to stay put, and attempted to escape on every 

opportunity. Practically all the Allies were represented among its 

members. There was one Canadian there, in particular, who had 

already been away twice. I’ll give him part of his name and call him 

Ken. He was a husky lad from Ontario I think and having had some 

experience in the North Woods was a good head according to our 

lights, but not so to the Gerries. They couldn’t handle him at all. None 

of them wanted him, after making his acquaintance, so he was put in 

the ‘Straef’. 

These men were kept under strict guard, up on the top floor of one 

of the buildings and were allowed to mingle with the rest for only a 

few minutes at a time, during the meal hours. They were not allowed 

to wear leather boots, only wooden clogs, and their parcels were kept 

from them, they being allowed to draw only what they were going to 

use at the moment. 

In spite of all these handicaps Ken had made his plans to escape, 

along with another Canadian named George, who was in one of the 

other barracks. One evening I was sitting alongside George in the 

dining room, and he asked me if I’d help him. I had no idea what the 

job was, but I agreed and went with him into his barrack. He wised 

me up then to what was in the wind. We emptied the slop pails 

contents into the sink, and put two packsacks, already packed, into it, 

then I put on an overcoat, which was for Ken, and between us we 

carried the pail over to the latrine. We had to pass a sentry by a lamp 

post in the centre of the yard, but of course he had no suspicion of us. 

The upper half of one side of the latrine was a heavy wooden lattice. 

Ken had been at work on one section of this, and as soon as we were 

inside, he shut the door, gave the lattice a heave and down came the 

loosened slats, opening the way into the gardens behind a row of 

houses. I gave them a leg up and they were through, then I passed 

them their packs and overcoat, and they were on their way. I was 

almost tempted to follow them through, but I was not prepared, and 

they had no more than they needed for themselves. If I went on my 

own it would only mean that I would be picked up in short order. I 

carried the pail back to the barracks and told all the fellows what was 

up, and to delay the search as much as possible. It wasn’t more than 

five minutes before they were looking for Ken, as the straef company 

was falling in. Someone said they had seen him going up to his 

barrack, the Gerries looked there. Then someone else said he was in 

such-and such a barrack, and they looked there. By the time they got 

through wild-goose chasing, found the hole and learned the truth, Ken 

and George had about twenty minutes start and that was plenty. 

It was quite a long time before I heard the outcome of the attempt, 

but I’ll tell it here. If I remember rightly, the first night they hid up 

close to the factory and watched search parties going out. Then they 

got on their way the next night. Ken had already been over part of the 

way twice, so they made pretty good time. After ten or twelve nights 

of travel they were close to the border of Holland. Their best bet was 

to follow a railway across the line. At this point they went ahead sing-

ly. One took cover while the other went ahead some distance. Then 

he took cover and the rear man moved on until he was ahead, and so 

on. They knew that there would be a sentry at the border, of course, 

and they hoped to spot him before he saw them. In any event the 

hidden man would still have a chance. As luck had it the sentry saw 

George, and held him up. He said he was alone and tried to make a 

dicker with the guard, as well as trying to work on his sympathies by 

telling him about the poor wife and kids at home (which he didn’t 

have) but to no avail. Ken was close enough to see it all, and as soon 

as they went to the guard house he slipped across and was free. He 

kept under cover until he was well into Holland, then reported to the 

nearest British Consul and was soon in “Blighty”. Poor old George 

came back to a couple of weeks in solitary cells, then back to work 

for the Gerries again. 

There were probably thousands of attempts made to escape, but I 

guess the successful ones could be numbered in tens. I know plenty 

of fellows who had made the attempt, but Ken was the only one of 

my acquaintances that got across. Of course, a lot of the attempts were 

made more in the hope of getting away from some tough job than to 

get across the border. A serious attempt to escape from the country 

required considerable courage and endurance, and to be successful, a 

lot of luck. Maps and compasses were necessary, as well as at least 

two weeks supply of provisions compact enough to be carried in a 

pack sack. All movements had to be carried out at night. 
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Adequate cover had to be located at the end of each night’s march, 

and the nearer one came to the border the more care had to be exercised. 

I have seen men brought back on the verge of a physical and nervous 

breakdown. So, it is not to be wondered at that most of the successful 

escapers had had several unsuccessful tries first. 

The days went on as usual after the escape of Ken and George. The 

hot Summer weather made the rolling mills a terrible place. The only 

reason we wore any clothing at all was that it was necessary to protect 

our flesh from the heat of the metal we were working with. To be able to 

keep going at all it was necessary, on the day shifts at least, to lay off 

fifteen or twenty minutes every hour. Several of the Germans collapsed, 

though I never saw a prisoner do so. Our clothes were wringing wet with 

sweat, and when they dried were streaked with salt. We were all in at the 

end of each eight-hour shift and would return to a stinking bed-bug 

infested barrack to lie around until it was time to return. The night shift 

was the only relief we had for weeks. That was the worst time I put in 

during my stay in Germany, and that means the worst in my life. 

Husten was considered to be the toughest place to which prisoners 

were sent from Giessen; but I have heard of places in other parts of the 

country which were said to be even worse. There were some quarries and 

mines, particularly the salt mines, where the conditions of the prisoners 

were unbelievably bad. In some of the salt mines the barracks were 

located below ground, and the prisoners were not allowed above for 

weeks at a time. When I heard some of the tales told by men who had 

been in other parts I was glad that Husten was probably the worst place I 

would be in. 

The crew I worked with was on a set of extra-large rollers, and we 

handled metal which was considerably heavier than that which went 

through the other rollers. My job was to shift the metal plates from one 

set of rollers to another. The plates weighed anything up to thirty-two 

kilos, something over twice that number of pounds, and were about forty 

inches wide and up to about four feet long and were red hot. I had to shift 

them from one table to another about ten feet away. To do this I grasped 

the middle of one edge with a pair of iron tongs, swung the plate off the 

table, made one complete turn, swinging the plate in the air, and deposited 

it on the other table. There was quite a knack to it and it didn’t pay to trip 

while executing the turn. After a few months of that I had a spell of 

sickness and was put on a lighter job. The new job was oiling or 

‘smearing’ on another set of rollers. It was not so hard as the other job 

but was much worse in another way. The place I had to work in was a 

very dark corner and the ‘smear’ rose from the hot bearings of the rollers 

in thick clouds which kept my eyes watering all the time. Also, it was 

necessary to keep out of the way of the men who were swinging the hot 

plates, and in the confined space we had in that particular place was not 

always easy to do. I finally got away from that place by complaining of 

the affect on my eyes. Not long after I was moved a little Frenchie, who 

was put there, got in the way of a swinging plate, and went to hospital 

with both feet nearly amputated just above the ankles. 

In October I was sick again. The doctor was puzzled and didn’t seem 

to know what was the matter with me. I don’t know what was the matter 

either, but I think I was just completely run down. Anyway, after I had 

been off duty for about two weeks I was informed that I was being sent 

back to Giessen. That was a happy day for me. I had been there nine 

months and that was plenty for me. 

Two days after I arrived back in camp I was taken before the Medical 

Officer and marked for light duty. That meant that I still had to go out to 

work but was not supposed to go to the heavier jobs. 

On Wednesday, the day after I had seen the doctor, I was ‘gassed’ 

again. A new system of gassing was now in vogue. The old system was 

to read the gas list at the evening rollcall and have the party ready to leave 

in the morning. However, a quaint custom had arisen among the 

prisoners. When the guards came in the morning to collect the party, 

several of them would be missing. They would be in all sorts of hiding 

places, under piles of bedding or in the space under the flooring. It 

sometimes took days to locate them all. One fellow was lost for a couple 

of weeks. He spent his time in dodging about from barrack to barrack and 

was over in one of the French Companies for some time. He appeared at 

rollcall one day when he got fed up with hide-and-seek. As a result of all 

that, the guards now stayed with us until we packed our boxes and bags 

and we were taken away at once, and safely locked up in another barrack 

with windows barred to keep anyone from escaping back into the 

company. 

(To Be Continued in January Issue, 1935.) 
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HEADQUARTERS FOOTBALL TEAM 

 
Top Row, Left to Right - Jennings, Winnipeg; Bob Amos, farming Bob Tail 

Reserve; Presig; Sid Rowden, boiler maker, North Battleford; George 

Lindsay, C.N.R., Edmonton. 
Middle Row - ____________ ; ______________ ; C. Walker, High 

Prairie; Tommy Windsor, Postal Clerk; Nixon, Postal Clerk; 

Bottom Row - Gregory; Telford; Steve Gilbert, Dawson Creek, B.C.; A. 

Hay, Post Office; ___________________. 
 

 

BOB MAYES who checks up on association matters down Moose 

Jaw way, says in a letter to the asst.-secretary that he received a visit from 

Tom Grierson, of 14 platoon, whom he had not seen since the 

Passchendaele days. He has heard that Jack Pratt of “D” Coy. is at a small 

place called Aylesbury, about 50 miles from Moose Jaw, and working for 

a lumber company. He intends to gather his particulars when he next 

visits that town. He is looking forward to the next issue of the magazine, 

and says he is sorry that he cannot make the grade up to Edmonton for 

the Church parade. 

NORMAN CHRISTIE of “C” Company has written Earle Hay 

saying he received the 49er regularly, and says that Pte. Pat Ward, 

905090, of “D” Company is a patient in the Belcher Hospital, Calgary, 

having undergone an operation. He had never received the 49er and 

Christie forwards his name for the mailing list. 

 

OUR ADVERTISING SOLICITORS 

Worthy of mention for their assistance in securing advertising for 

the Forty-Niner: Sgt. “Red” Blewett, Miles Palmer, T. Robb, and Capt. 

W. E. Rose. Calgary: James McMillan and Kilarski. 
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The Calgary Branch       
Jim McQueen is with the Provincial Highways Department at 

Hanna and was in Calgary recently and purchased a new Nash car 

through Norman Campbell who is Manager of the Alberta Nash 

Limited, Calgary. 

Tommy Higgleton is still with the Canadian Legion, Calgary. 

Walker Taylor is with the Imperial Oil Limited, Turner Valley. 

Jack Kilarski is on the Calgary Detective Force and is quite 

renowned for the number of languages he understands. 

The following CALGARY BOYS were met during the Asst.-

Sec’ty’s short stay there. They were all getting ready for the 

Stampede, putting on their chaps, and spurs, also practicing rope 

throwing. Alec Hay, of “D”, Dave Irons of the transport, J. 

Mitchell, of “A” Coy. were busy playing a game of Pool, which 

so they tell me is their usual occupation on Saturday afternoon, in 

the Legion Hall. A. Linning was busy serving up the liquid 

refreshment, and incidentally while engaged in conversation with 

yours truly, was forcibly told to can the cackle and get busy 

serving the rear rankers, of course by one of the Bucks 

themselves. Jimmy McMillan was out when called upon, but 

Harvey Duncan was busy putting some Dame over the jumps 

(Dentistically speaking). He called the agony off long enough to 

say a word or two, and to let me foist a questionnaire or two upon 

him. Kilarski had just gone out to buy the Inspectors Sunday roast 

but was back in a few minutes and was just about to arrest me 

when I shouted 49th and he shook hands instead. This took place 

in the police station, on the ground floor, not below in the cells. 

Well, it is to be hoped that he will get all those questionnaires 

filled in by the Boys at Calgary. (That behind the times Foothill 

Burg, vide, the Edmonton papers). At Banff, Gladstone who is the 

Warden stationed at Massive near Johnston’s Canyon, was getting 

busy to make his rounds to the lakes to keep an eye on the Izaak 

Waltons. He shot a bear and mountain lion this last winter, and 

offered the association a head of Elk antlers for their quarters, but 

we have no quarters (Hind) or otherwise. If we had some place to 

put them, he is willing to send them along. Miles Palmer was seen 

at Banff Springs Hotel attending the Sun Life Convention, all 

dressed up in a boiled shirt. A sister of Lieut. McKay of “D” Coy., 

who was in charge at Passchendaele, was also met with, and his 

address verified. Also, a Mrs. Edwards, sister of Dearden who was 

killed the first trip in the Somme. On the way home at Red Deer, 

C.S.M. Dancocks was interviewed. He said Chas. Blakely of “C” 

Coy lived there and Bill Stewart. The younger Dancocks is at 

Calgary. Jimmy Gamble is at Olds, C.P.R. telegraph operator. 

 

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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HECTOR MCKENZIE 

Hector McKenzie, 58, fish guardian at Medicine and Maligne Lakes 

died suddenly Monday night, April 16th. at Hinton. Veteran of the Boer 

war and member of “B” Company and Headquarters of the 49th Battalion 

in the Great War, he was widely known and respected. Long identified 

with Edmonton and Jasper as an employee. of Pheasey and Batson, 

contractors, Mr. McKenzie had worked in building of the Oliver School 

in Edmonton and on the administration building and Lodge at Jasper 

Park. The funeral service was held at the Jasper Anglican Church. Rev. 

H. Bradshaw officiated, and interment took place in the Jasper cemetery. 

The pall bearers were Major Tipton, Messrs. F. Wells, C. Matheson, A. 

W. Peterson, A. Fee, W. Morrison, several of them being 49’ers. The 

B.E.S.L. Jasper and the 49th Battalion Association were. among those 

who sent wreaths. The Canadian Legion had charge of the funeral 

arrangements. Hector McKenzie was a native of Scotland and his only 

known relatives are a sister in Boston and a brother in Los Angeles. 

WARWICK THOMAS FREEBODY 

Age 55 years found dead in bed at his home in Calgary on the 

morning of March 3rd. Death apparently caused by a heart attack. Born 

at Chobham, Surrey. Joined Royal Marines, 1903. Later served with 49th 

Battalion and after discharge joined Lord Strathcona Horse and was still. 

with that unit at the time of his death. Full military funeral services were 

conducted on March 6th by Venerable Archdeacon Swanson. Burial took 

place in Field of Honor Plot, Burnsland Cemetery, Calgary. The 49th 

Battalion, Calgary Branch, was represented at the funeral. 

MRS. JESSIE WALKER HOLLANDS 

The death occurred at the family residence, 11210 67th Street, on 

May 1st., at the age of sixty-four years, of Mrs. Jessie Walker Hollands, 

mother of C. S. M. “Geordie” Hollands, “B” Company. The funeral was 

held Friday, May 4th., the service being conducted by Rev. Dr. 

Roxborough. Interment was made in 'the Edmonton Cemetery. George 

Hollands enlisted with the 49th, proceeding overseas with them, later 

becoming C.S.M. “B” Company. He is one of the best-known members 

of the Battalion. The sympathy of the Association is extended to C.S.M. 

Hollands and the family. 

RONALD OLLAR 

The death occurred suddenly at Kilgerran Cottage, Kilkerran Road, 

Campbellton, Scotland, on Sunday, November 26th, 1933 of Ronald 

MacAllister Ollar in his forty eighth year. The late Mr. Ollar was 

seriously wounded at Courcelette. He came to Canada in 1912 and settled 

in the Edmonton district where he remained until enlistment. He was a 

joiner by trade. The funeral was held Wednesday, November 29th, to 

Kilkerran cemetery. As a mark of respect flags were flown at half-mast 

on vessels in the harbour. The sympathy of the Association is extended 

to his family. 

ALEXANDER HIGH 

The death occurred at Westlock hospital, May 12th, of Alexander 

High in his sixty eighth year. 

 

He was the father of Dave High of “B” company. The late Mr. High 

was hitching horses to the seeder when they ran away and he received 

injuries which proved fatal. He is survived by his wife, one son, David 

and two daughters, Margaret and Jean. The late Mr. High enlisted in the 

194th Battalion C.E.F. and went Overseas in 1916. He was a pioneer set-

tler of the Lake View District. The sympathy of the Association is 

extended to Dave and the family in their sad bereavement. 

MISS AGNES CHRISTINA LILLIAN HALL 

The funeral service of Miss Agnes Christina Lillian Hall, only 

daughter of C. G. Hall, “D” Company and Mrs. Hall, 12716 116th Street 

who passed away on Friday, April 13th. at the age of 18 years, was held 

on Tuesday afternoon, April 17th, at 3:30 o’clock, Rev. C. G. Stone 

officiating. Interment was made in the Beechmount cemetery. Besides 

her parents she is survived by a brother, Douglas Bruce. The sympathy 

of the members of our Association is extended to the family in their sad 

loss. 

MRS. MARY WHYTE 

Mrs. Mary Whyte who resided in Edmonton for 15 years died at the 

home of her daughter, Mrs. J. Cantin, in Los Angeles, January 16th, 1934. 

Mrs. Whyte left Edmonton to reside with her daughter in 1928. She was 

the widow of John Whyte and was a gold star mother, having given four 

sons to the service of her country. She is survived by four daughters and 

two sons: Mrs. Cantin, Mrs. C. Robson, Miss Violet Whyte all of Los 

Angeles, and Mrs. F. V. Haskill, Toronto; Fred Whyte, Vancouver, and 

Robert, of Edmonton. 

The funeral was held on January 19th and interment took place in 

the beautiful Inglewood cemetery, Los Angeles. The pall bearers were 

mostly supplied by members of the 49th battalion resident in that city, 

Al. Cantin, Fred Sheldon, F. Hornby, and B. H. Whiting, Dan Driscoll, 

and Fred Marshall, were unfortunately unable to be present. 

The sons who served in the battalion were: William Whyte, “C” 

Coy. who was killed on the Somme September 16th, 1916; Albert Whyte, 

wounded the second trip on the Somme, and was killed by an auto on the 

St. Albert Trail, Edmonton; Fred Whyte, Vancouver, who was wounded 

on the 3rd June, and later joined the signallers; Bob Whyte, who was with 

the battalion for most of its time in France, the latter part of his service 

as C.S.M. later earning his commission. Mr. Cantin also was overseas 

with the 49th Battalion being transferred from the 51st. 

The sympathy of our association is extended to the family in their 

sad bereavement. 

THE MAGAZINE THANKS THEM 

The Magazine Committee desire to thank all members of the 

executive for assistance in the gathering of material, also names of men 

on photos submitted. Tommy Robb for “B”, R. Whyte for “C” and 

George Gleave “A” Coy., being worthy of special mention in this regard. 

The Magazine will be pleased to receive photos of any groups which have 

not already appeared in the 49er. 
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FOURTEENTH ANNUAL DINNER 
(Continued from Page 9) 

119 St.; H. Smith, 9528 101A Ave.; M. Campbell; Pete Livingstone, Sub. 

P.O. 18; E. Anderson, Tofield; L. Alexander, P.O. Staff; A .Black, Ponoka, 

Alta.; R. Atkinson, Edson, Alta.; J. Hunter, 9745 93 Ave.; A. Mackenzie, 

11616 95 St.; A. Dobbie, 10745 85 Ave.; A. F. Nixon, 10924 U. of A. Ave.; 

J. W. H. Williams, 11149 64 St.; Jim Dewar, 11334 67 St.; Johnny Farrugia, 

12106 92 St.; Jim Ghorley, 11748 95th St.; Hugh Currie, 11710 79 St.; A. 

Ferguson, Deville, Alta.; Henry Boyce, R.R.2, S’thcona, Paul Ragan, 10043 

91 Ave.; W. H. Quinton, 10003 91 Ave.; J. E. Billingsley, 12040 95 St.; P. P. 

Muirhead, 10003 96 Ave.; F. Wells, Jasper, Alta.; W. Mair, 10620 123 St.; 

W. R. Brownlee, 11159 71 St.; F. Lunn, Waskatenau, Alta.; D. W. 

McCormick, 12146 79 St.; L. Foster, 11629 129 Ave.; M. Palmer, 10547 127 

St.; N. G. Livingstone, 11142 126 St.; C. Wampler, 10525 83 Ave.; W. 

Jordan, 10653 103 St.; A. Stroud, 12734 124 St.; M. R. Williams, 7708 96 

St.; H. M. Bergman, 10128 87 Ave.; A. L. Smith, 9029 99 St.; V. Dingley, 

11537 90 St.; J. L. Irwin, 33 Le- Marchand Mansion, P. M. Holland, 

Lindbrook, R.R. 2; A. K. Hobbins, Col., Elk Island; A. C. Girvan, Gen. Del. 

City; J. H. Dallamore, 10343 149 St.; R. B. Stevenson, 11023 107 Ave.; J. 

Lee, 11702 95A St.; E. C. Newnham, 11406 79 St.; C. Rapson, 9539 102 

Ave.; D. Parker, 104th Ave.; S. E. Southern, 7902 80 Ave.; R. Dean, 15 

Wenthworth Apts.; G. Souter, Ritx Hotel, City; W. S. Ramshaw, 9718 76 

Ave.; W. Paton, 10528 103 St.; J. Henderson, 11113 125 St.; M. J. McLean, 

9314 81 Ave.; J. Smith, 9104 77 Ave.; A. Thomson, 11915 123 St.; J. A. 

Hedley, Irma, Alta.; E. P. Moran, Gunn, Alta.; P. E. Reilly, 11422 94 St. 

Harry Stonhewer, 10022 102 St.; L. Salvino, c/o Stanley Cafe; C. A. 

Russell, 8215 105 St.; W. G. Bond, 10822 74 St.; A. E. Potter, 9814 85 Ave.; 

N. E. Cook, 10127 124 St.; L. N. Lee, 9819 104 St.; H. J. Mason, 10990 124 

St.; C. Curtis, Workmens’ Comp. Board; A. Norris, 9839 90 Ave.; L. T. 

Smith, D.C.M., 6 Leamington Apts.; L. S. Hitchcock, Beverly, Alta.; W. K. 

MacDonald, 11839 93 St.; J. R. Boyd, Isle Pierre, B.C.; T. N. Ramsey, 

McLeod Blk., City; M. Hornigold, Opal, Alta.; G. B. Crockett, 11605 95A 

St.; A. Chattell, Mai., 10520 126 St.; T. Higginson, 12006 87 St.; W. Hunter, 

Civic Blk.; J. J. Blewett, Civic Blk.; Albert Maxey, 12134 94 St. 

Things We Would Like to Know 

If this Banquet Stuff doesn’t get bigger and better? 

If the troops didn’t think that the playing of the band ahead of the dinner 

wasn’t a splendid thought? 

Whether the “Forty-Niners” are not in great demand; seeming to vanish 

like hot cakes. 

If the executive are not pleased with the way the boys responded with 

their dues? 

How Husky managed to tread so daintily and whether he had Sir Walter 

Raleigh’s cloak stunt beat to a frazzle? And if he doesn’t still like his coat 

off? 

How Dan Collins manages to keep so patient, and so diplomatically to 

repulse these raids on his dugout? And if we shouldn’t use a club on these 

improvised Loudspeakers? 

If the parting shot wasn’t “I’ll see you again next January”? 
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CALGARY BRANCH OF CANADIAN 

LEGION 
The Charter of the Calgary Branch of the Canadian Legion reads “Calgary 

(Alberta No. 1) Branch” and this is no more than fitting as Calgary has long 

enjoyed the privilege of being the strongest branch in the Province, both in 

point of numbers and in resources. 

The President of the Branch this year is Comrade R. W. Henderson who 

has ably guided the progress of the Branch during recent years. Constant 

attention to aims and principles under the strong leadership of men like 

Comrade R. B. Wilson, (now Provincial Honorary Treasurer), Comrade E. 

Mayhew, and Comrade W. Bullard (now Provincial President) has put 

Calgary in it present extremely creditable position. 

Realization of the importance of our major problem of unemployment 

came early to the Calgary Ex-Servicemen and Alberta No. 1 has ever kept in 

mind the increasing necessity for practicing Comradeship and Mutual Help. 

Comrade Alderman J. W. Russell is conspicuously fitted to understand the 

vexing but inevitable problems which relief questions entail. The Calgary 

Branch has never, in its demands, gone beyond justice nor in its claims fallen 

short of it. It has stood for Loyalty, Unity, and Comradeship, glorious 

sentiments which lead to Peace and Goodwill among nations. 

We congratulate Calgary on the well-deserved success the Branch 

continues to enjoy. We feel sure that, like ourselves, the Calgary comrades 

who have seen with their own eyes and felt in their own bodies to what deep 

pit of horror international jealousy may bring us will leave no stone unturned 

to prevent a recurrence of cataclysmic battle. 

 

49ERS’ ADDRESSES WANTED 
H. A. Griffen 

W. Henderson 

E. Hunter  

J. T. Huxley 

W. B. Hardy 

George Killips 

E. E. King 

G. N. Morris 

A. W. Patterson 

W. M. Parker 

E. D. Thompson 

Norman Arnold, 

Asst.-Sec. 49th Bn. Association. 
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GIRVAN WINS THE 1000 YARD SHOOT 

Sergeant A. C. Girvan, who holds the distinction of being the 

first man to enlist in the 49th, his number being 432001, won the 

Members’ Watch at 1000 yards at Calgary in the Alberta Rifle 

Association meet. The pick of the rifle shots in the Province 

competed. Girvan has continued soldiering since his return from 

the Great War, and is C.S.M. in the 1st Edmonton Regiment, our 

perpetuating militia unit. 

HEADS ALBERTA ACCOUNTANTS 

Major G. D. K. Kinnaird, who transferred from the Fort Garry 

Horse to the 49th and was wounded June 8th, 1917, recently was 

elected president of the Institute of Chartered Accountants of 

Alberta. He is to be congratulated on the honor done him. Major 

Kinniard is the Official Auditor for the Association, which very 

valuable service he graciously contributes without financial 

recompense. 

CHARLIE LILLEY NOW A CAPTAIN 

C. W. Lilley, Lieutenant paymaster, 1st Edmonton Regiment, 

our perpetuating Unit, has been promoted to the rank of Captain. 

Capt. W. G. Bury, who usually commands the Color Party on the 

Church Parade, has graduated as Major, and Major R. W. Hale, 

M.C. will attend the Militia Staff course at Sarcee Camp July 22nd 

to August 4th to complete his F.O. Course. Capt. Lilley and Major 

Hale were members of the 49th Overseas Battalion. 
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CANADIAN CORPS RE-UNION 

August 4th will mark the twentieth anniversary of the British entry 

into the Great War. There will be held in connection with the Centennial 

celebration of the City of Toronto on August 4th, 5th, and 6th, a re-union 

of the Canadian Corps, to which all former members of the Canadian 

Expeditionary Force, and also ex members of the Empire forces are 

invited. There will be special reduced railway fares and economical 

billeting for men whose finances show the result of the depression have 

been arranged. Any member of the 49th Battalion Association who 

contemplates attending this re-union, will be furnished with a certificate 

by the Association secretary. 

CHANGE OF ADDRESS 

The following men were mailed magazines which were returned as 

not known. Kindly send along correct address, or anyone knowing the 

correct address send into Asst. Secretary. 

J. H. Parker, Outlook, Sask.; W. H. May, Jasper, Alta.; W. Gray 913-

12 Ave., Calgary, Alta.; F. Fletcher, Box 130, Mirror, Alta.; W. Craig, 

Cochrane. Alta.; R. Whyte, Mirror, Alta.; J. D. Smith, Jasper, Alta.; P. H. 

Miller, White Mud, Alta. ; Thos. Walker, Lethbridge Union Hotel, 

Calgary; J. D. P. Osborne, Monitor, Alta.; L. C. d’Easum, Chilliwack, 

B.C.; Mr. Albert, Dawson Creek, B.C.; Thos. Rae, Alberta Beach, Alta.; 

Mr. MacDonald, 7 Thelma Apts., Winnipeg; Walter Lewis, Minneapolis, 

U.S.A.; Chas. Johnson, Lethbridge Union Hotel, Calgary; Mr. H. Bill, 

Bashaw, Alta.; Mrs. M. E. Flint, Murray River, P.E.I.; Robert Stevenson, 

Beaver Lodge, Alta.; Robt. Wyndham, North Star, Ealing, London.; Mr. 

R. Dorway, North Dakota, U.S.A. 

 

TOWN PICQUET AT FOLKESTONE 

David High, now farming at Jarvie, Alberta, writes to say that the 

name of the man second from left in the picture which appeared in the 

last issue under the heading “The First Town Picquet at Folkestone” is C. 

Dempster. Dave says that he saw him at Winnipeg when he was coming 

home, and that he was in bad shape then. 
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