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INTRODUCTION

THIS is not a strictly formal or statistical history. It is, rather,
a candid presentation of the human side of our experiences —
highlighting the humorous incidents and skipping over, for the
most part, the darker side of the war.

Much of the book is written — as nearly as memory has pre-
served it — unvarnished and without heroics. Considerable space
is being purposely given to more or less trivial incidents, in the
hope that their recital may restore sharpness and fresh apprecia-
tion to the readers’ personal memories of “‘those days.” We hope
that those who read the book may recapture some of that
wonderful spirit which then existed among us; and we use soldier
language in order to stimulate the rousing of that spirit.

In some instances—and for obvious reasons — personal
names have been omitted. “No names, no packdrill!” Many
incidents, too, are merely hinted at for fear that a more detailed
explanation of them might cause embarrassment; but all incid-
ents here recorded are included for no other purpose than that of
giving a true picture of how our men thought, fele, played,
“carried on,”’ lived and died during the fifty-five months of our
unit’s existence. Therefore, we hope that those whose names we
have mentioned won’t mind — and we hope that those whose
names have not been mentioned won’t consider themselves
slighted.

Every effort has been made to give correct dates and locations,
but, in France, all the Sections were very seldom in one place at
the same time. Bearer squads were attached to various regimental
aid-posts, and Nursing Section details more than once were sent
to help other units. However, all dates and locations have been
checked very carefully and will be found approximately correct.

We have not forgotten to mention our grousing about rations,
fatigues, brass-shining and working parties. Heaven only knows



how much of the grumbling was warranted and how much
uncalled-for! Napoleon said he couldn’t get along without his
grognards. Like our grumblers, they groused — but carried on.
A Fifth history which ignored our grousing would be incomplete.
Grateful acknowledgement is due all those who, with suggest-
ions, or by the loan of letters, diaries, photos, newspaper clip-
pings, sketches and other data, have helped in the production of
our book. Here, again, we must not mention names, for fear of
betraying the confidential sources of much of our information.
It must be added, too, that nobody dictated what should go
in the book or what should be left out. Up to the time of going
to press, no ex-member of the unit, outside the editorial com-
mittee, read the manuscript. Therefore, whatever criticisms may
be forthcoming should be directed toward the commiteee only.

BASH Case

F. W. Noyes

A. F. Patterson
H. R. Rutherford.



THIS BOOK IS RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED
TO THE SACRED MEMORY
OF THOSE MEMBERS OF THE FIFTH FIELD AMBULANCE
WHO GAVE THEIR LIVES
IN THE GREAT WAR
OR HAVE SINCE PASSED ON

ey

“They shall grow not old, as
we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them, nor
the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun
and in the morning
We will remember them.
—Lawrence Binyon.






CHAPTER ONE

You're in the army now, you're not behind a plow,
You'll never get rich, you son-of-a-gun —
You're in che army now.

THE BEGINNING

(Nov. 11, 1914, to April 29, 1915)

“The pants are a
little tight under
the arm pits!”

,  Onrov

EMBER 11, 1914,
Major George
Devey Farmer, of
Ancaster, Ontario,
received instruc-
tions from Ottawa
to the effect that
he had been pro-
moted to the rank
of Lieut.-Col. and
had been chosen to
command a Field
Ambulance for overseas service with the Second Canadian Con-
tingent. He was informed that Hamilton was to contribute 106
men towards the unit’s complement and that the remainder were
to be recruited in Toronto and Owen Sound.

Within three days of receipt of the mobilization order the com-
plete Hamilton quota was obtained and, on November 19th,
that detachment took up its quarters in Exhibition Camp, Tot-
onto, where it was immediately joined by the two other quotas,
bringing the unit to a total strength of 268 officers and men.

The Hamilton men were chosen from No. 12 and No. 19
Field Ambulances of that city. Both of these militia units had
been recruiting men for an expected Second Contingent ever
since the First Division had been called up.

Sergeant Jack Williams and Corporal Max Kelso were the
two noncoms. responsible for whipping the Mountain City men

1




2 THE BEGINNING

into shape, Colonel Farmer having given them full control of
this work. Williams and Kelso had had previous military experi-
ence in the Yeomanry and Territorials ‘“‘over 'ome” and were
ideally suited for their jobs, although Max Kelso sometimes did
forget himself in those early days and occasionally mixed army
commands with some of his beloved farm expressions. One
night, for instance, Max’s rookie squad was marching blithely
down the armories when suddenly Max noticed that it was
within about six feet of the end wall. Prompt action was neces-
sary. “Whoa, there! Whoa! Back up!’ was the only command
Max could chink of, but he bellowed it down the armories and it
had the desired effect.

The officers at mobilization were: Lieutenant-Colonel G. D.
Farmer, Commanding Officer; Major D. P. Kappele, Captains
H. Jones, W. C. Silcox, W. F. Nicholson, H. Buck, F. Clark;
and Lieutenants N. J. Barton, . F. Burgessand R. Y. Kenney; and
Hon. Lieutenant O. A. Elliott. All these officers were medical
men, with the exception of Captain Clark, who was Quarter-
master, and Lieutenant Elliott, who was a dental surgeon. All
but Captain Clark had given up private practices at home in
order to place their medical and surgical skill at the service of
their country; and in every case the doing so involved heavy
financial and personal sacrifice.

Without casting any reflections on the officers with whom our
unit eventually left Canada — for they, too, were merely the
helpless pawns and victims of the powers behind the scene — we -
must mention that, right from the start, politics had a lot to do
with officer appointments in the Fifth. It was almost impossible
to get anywhere unless one was a bigoted adherent of the ruling
““party machine.”” Ability and general fitness for the job were not
primary considerations and it was a well-known fact that, right
up to the end of the war, our unit was well nigh ripped asunder
by back-home political intrigues and manipulations. Perhaps we
didn’t suffer any more in this respect than some other units, but
it is doubtful if in any other unit the political machinations of
arm-chair critics, stay-at-homers and other higher-ups were as
glaringly evident, and worked to the disadvantage of the men
generally, as they did in the Fifth.

Many times, during the first few weeks of the unit’s existence,
it was touch-and-go whether or not Colonel Farmer would be
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permitted to continue in command. Much political pressure was
brought to bear, both for and against him. He was ju%gled about
by the powers that were until he didn’t know whether he was
going or staying. Ottawa wire-pullers came to Toronto and
Toronto boot-lickers went to Ottawa, trying to dislodge him.
Eventually, however, Colonel Farmer quietly made a flying trip
to the Capital City — and returned with final confirmation of his
command. How the unit’s affairs suffered during all this disgust-
ing indecision and bickering may easily be imagined, and it was
almost a miracle that the Fifth finally evolved with as good an
officer personnel as it did.

Whom the Gods Would Destroy, etc. o=

We never could discover who was responsible for the appoint-
ment of our original noncoms. All we knew was that, with
about three or four exceptions, all were from ‘‘over the pond.”
Many of them were Old Soldiers and most of them dropped
their aitches with carefree abandon. Army commands were
strange enough to most of us, but when we heard them voiced
by these noncoms. we had additional trouble in recognizing
them. There was Sergeant Wager, always “‘a-seekin’ of somebody
whose nyme weren't in the booook.” And Staff Leleu, with his
“Steady theyah, that chap ovah theyah.”” Sergeant Williams, with
his information that “‘If the man ’oo left ’is poipe and bala-
claver ’at over by the stybles wants the syme, 'ee mye 'ave 'em
by gowing to the hordley room; but, if sow, ’ee will 'ave to
hidenterfy ’'em.” Then there was Sergeant Gardner, with a
Scotch burrr that stretched right back to the hills of his native
land. Remember that verse we used to recite within John’s
hearing?

The Scots they'rrre surrre a harrrdy rrrace:

They wearrr no brrreeks norrr brrreeches.

They grrroom theirrr locks wi’ splinterrred rrrocks --
They'rrre hairrry sons o’ witches!

And Staff Smith — can’t you still hear him, with his excep-
tionally proper vocabulary, speaking very deliberately and enun-
ciating every syllable of those multiple-syllabled words, with
meticulous precision and extraordinary facility? We were simply
flabbergasted when we heatd so many big tongue-twisters coming
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from such a diminutive man. This same Reggie Smith, though,
had more character, courage and real ability than many men
twice his size.

Then there were the Old Soldiers: Quartermaster-Sergeant
Busst, Lance-Corporal Tom Morgan, Sergeant Turner, Harry
Cunningham, Corporal Gilpin and others — always explaining
how it was done ‘‘over 'ome’’ and in Africa. Good fellows, most
of them, when they got the corners rubbed off them and settled
down to their jobs in earnest. They were no worse and no better,
perhaps, than the noncoms. of any other unit.

Of the original unit, seventy per cent. of the officers and fifty-
five per cent. of the men hailed from the Hamilton area. Approx-
imately ten per cent. of the unit’s personnel had had previous
medical training before enlistment, either as doctors or as medical
students; and about half of the remaining men had received
previous training in first-aid work.

The tallest man in the Fifth at mobilization was John Merri-
dew, 6 feet 4 inches. The shortest was 5 feet 3 inches — we had
a half-dozen that height. The average height of our personnel
was about 5 feet 814 inches which, considering that scores of
our lads had not yet ceased growing, shows a very creditable
stature standard.

Establishment o=

A Field Ambulance was made up of three medical sections,
each of which was equipped to act independently of the others,
if necessary. The three original sections of the Fifth had as
section commanders: A. Section, Captain Jones; B. Section,
Major Kappele; C. Section, Caprain Silcox.

A Transport Section of fifty-seven men was formed shortly
after our arrival at Exhibicion Camp. These men were in charge
of fifty-five horses, seven horse-drawn ambulances, general-
service wagons, and whatnot, for the conveyance of patients,
medical supplies, etc. Each horse ambulance was capable of
carrying four stretcher cases or twelve sitting cases. The trans-
port men were equipped with rifles, for the purpose of protecting
the unit and its patients, supplies, etc., from looters and camp
followers. We might as weﬁpadmit right now, however, that
these rifles were seldom clean enough to be fired in safety. They
helped us to look like soldiers, though!



THE BEGINNING 5

Three motor ambulances were also added while at Exhibition
Camp. These were to form the nucleus of what was later to
become a completely mechanized fleet of conveyances for sick
and wounded. Eventually almost all transportation of wounded,
from advanced dressing stations to clearing stations, was by
means of motor ambulance, and a rather extensive Motor Trans-
port Section ultimately evolved.

For the first few days at Exhibition Camp the time was taken
up with preparation of billets, medical inspections, measurement
for uniforms, attestations — and all those innumerable fatigues
which go into the embryonic stage of the soldier. For about ten
days the men continued to wear their civvy clothing but, at last,
the long-looked-for day came for the issuance of uniforms and
kit. The men lined up in alphabetical order and, under the eagle
eyes of Quartermaster-Sergeant Busst and his ex-policeman
understudy, Corporal Udell, all the impedimenta of an active-
serviceman'’s equipment were handed out. From eatly morning
until late at night a magic transformation then took place and
the men blossomed forth in all the glory of their new regalia.

It is just possible that 44-inch tunics were issued to men with
36-inch chests; and that several somewhat smallish fellows were
seen floundering around in size eleven shoes, while some six-
footers were struggling to squeeze their size twelve feet into size
seven boots. Size eight caps came down over the ears of size
seven heads, and size six caps perched on top of size eight-and-a-
half skulls. But all the mixups were taken in the proper spirit and
tolerable fictings were finally obtained — by the men exchanging
their misfit articles with one another and by spending much of
their hard-earned dollar-ten army pay on alterations.

Of course, the bulk of the equipment had been produced under
time pressure and, in consequence, had suffered considerably in
quality and design. The red army-boot was a cross between a
moccasin and a sponge. It had blotting-paper outer soles and
insoles of spikes, whose business ends pointed invitingly up-
ward — earning for the Minister of Militia the sobriquet *‘Gen-
eral Sham Shoes.” After two minutes on damp ground a man's
feet were as wet as if he were barefoot. Tunics, breeches and
greatcoats fitted perfectly — only where they touched! It was
solely by a liberal expenditure of the men’s own money that a
creditable appearance was at all obtainable. Heavy woollen
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underwear, about 1{-inch thick, gave more than one man the
scratching practice that was to come in handy later on in France.
It has been well said that “‘soldiers were made to hang things on,”
for what with balaclava caps, fingerless wool wristlets, fever
bands, high overshoes —and all the other things we didn't
have later on in France where we really needed them! — a man
had a load not fit for a pack-mule.

Staff-Sergeant Smith brought to camp a very comfortable in-
flatable sleeping-bag and when Colonel Farmer learned of its
presence he raged about ‘‘feather-bed soldiers’” and ordered
Reggie to get rid of the bag immediately. However, the Staff
managed to retain his bed and eventually used it in England and
at the Front — in spite of definite orders from every successive
Officer Commanding. He also clung to his original Canadian
tunic. The other senior noncoms. loved to twit Smith about his
sleeping-bag and some of them may recall the battle he fought
with Staff Mott when Jake passed an unflattering remark about
the bag. The scrap was a torrid affair and ended with honots even.

The old soldiers initiated the rookies into the mysteries of
puttee-rolling, blanket-folding, kit-packing, button-cleaning
greatcoat-tolling, belt-shining and bunk-making, and it wasn’t
long before a rather nondescript collection of civilians had
attained the appearance of smartly-accoutred army men.

Training Routine s

During the five months in Exhibition Camp our men were
trained in infantry drill, stretcher drill, and first-aid treatments,
such as bandaging, putting on splints, stopping hemorrhages, etc.
Three lectures a day were given by the officers. Riding instruction
was given to the men of the Horse Transport, and the secrets of
motor mechanism and upkeep were imparted to the members of
the Motor Section. Also, a signalling squad of six men was
formed and every day these dot-and-dash addicts took their
places, along with the other camp signallers, for instruction
and practice.

Colonel Farmer, although a staunch fraternal man himself,
would never stand for any “Lodge stufl”’ from those under his
command. One day a man paraded into the Orderly Room and
asked for permission to go to Montreal to visit his brother, a
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very prominent officer in the Old Man’s fraternal organization.
When he attempted to take advantage of his lodge affiliations
the colonel gave him particular hell in the form of a severe
dressing down and extra duties during the ensuing few days.

Our original sergeant-major was Robert Franklin, or “Bob,”’
as he was later to become known. Franklin had been a petey
officer in “‘the King’s Na-vee’ — so his story went — and, right
from the day he “‘took over,” the men received a taste of salt-
water discipline. Who can ever forget Bob, standing out in front
of the unit when it fell in between cowstables Nos. 33 and 347
There he would be, striding impatiently back and forth, barking
at this man, scowling at that, questioning a noncom., or criti-
cising some poor flustered junior officer. Pranklin had a great
command of marine-depot English. One of his first warnings
was: “When I say ‘Double’ I don’t mean just ‘Double’ — I mean
for you to bloodywell fly.”” However, if the buck privates stood
or “‘doubled” in awe of him, the officers were even more in fear
of his lashing tongue. It is part of a sergeant-major’s job to
train his officers, and Bob undertook that duty with all the zest
and aplomb which he, and he only, could command. Even Col-
onel Farmer, with his twenty-three years of previous military
experience, was more than once ‘“‘told off.”” As for the junior
ofhicers, it is safe to say that they feared Franklin's withering
ridicule far more than did the men.

Those ecarly days in the old frame cowsheds shall always
linger in our memories. The barrel stoves, straw palliasses,
wooden-slatted double-tiered bunks, tin wash basins and crude
tub showers all helped to convince us that we were “in the
army now.’’

It is impossible, too, to forget that bitterly cold winter’s night
when the whole unit was taken violently ill with stomach cramps
and acute dysentery, and dozens of our men collapsed in their
bunks or outside in the raging blizzard. For many hours all the
available doctors in or near the camp worked frantically over the
poisoned men, and it was only because of this prompt attention
the attacks didn’t prove fatal. Staff-Sergeants Overend and
Deadman, Sergeant Overholt and several other experienced
(X3 1 . .

rankers’’ also rendered invaluable assistance. The cause of the
trouble was traced to the use of unclean kitchen utensils, and the
sergeant-cook (James Sharkey), who was responsible for the
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whole painful and near-tragic affair, was summarily discharged.
The order of discharge was read to him in front of a muster
parade of the unit. The cook-sergeant was then hustled out of
camp by automobile, otherwise the men would have given him
a very bad half-hour.

To cap the affair, George Grindley wrote a letter to one of the
Toronto newspapers, complaining about the poor food and the
filchy conditions under which it was prepared. General Lessard
had the letter traced to the Fifth. George was hailed before
Colonel Farmer and, in the presence of General Lessard, promptly
acknowledged his authorsﬁip and stated that his action was
entirely justified — that he had taken it only as a last recourse
and when all the customary complaints to Orderly Officers, etc.,
had failed to rectify matters. Needless to say, George received a
very severe reprimand. Another muster parade was immediacely
called and General Lessard scathingly rebuked the whole unit for
what he called “‘a childish breach of military etiquette.” How-
ever, George’s complaint had the desired effect, and, from then
on, there was a marked improvement in the quality and quantity
of the men’s rations. Of course, there never was an army in which
rations were up to the men’s expectations. We groused about our
food until the end of the war.

It was about this time that an order was posted, offering any
man his discharge for the sum of ten dollars. How many of us
regretted in after days that we had not availed ourselves of that
opportunity ! Later on, at Hill 70 and Passchendaele, for instance,
some of us would have tried mighty hard to raise the necessary
ten-spot — if the offer had remained open!

M%re than one man got his discharge in Toronto because he
persisted in returning to camp ‘‘lickered-up.”’ Monday morning
Orderly Room was the scene of trials and tribulations. The
Saturday night culprits were brought before the colonel and
some few of them were given very pointed temperance lectures
and their discharges. It was considered that they were ‘‘unlikely
to become efficient soldiers!”’ It must be added, though, chat
some of the men so discharged from our unit joined other units
later on and distinguished themselves by their all-round efhiciency,
and by earning decorations for bravery under fire — which is
further evidence that good parade-ground soldiers were not
always the best men in actual battle.
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1. The Wig-Waggers
2. Our First Motor Ambulance Arrives.
3. A Group of C. Section Lads.
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The “Lion Tamers” oo

To whip the men into first-class physical condition, two
Imperial P.T. instructors were attached to the Fifch. “Lion
Tamers” is the army name for these worthies, but it was a mis-
nomer, so far as we were concerned. We were anything but lions
and they never tamed us! These noncoms. were accustomed to
training peace-time soldiers or ‘‘regulars,” and not citizen-
soldiers, such as we. It is not surprising, therefore, that we just
about broke their dear kind hearts. One instructor completely lost
his voice, yelling futile orders at us and gargling Scotch in his
spare time; while the other one mysteriously dropped out of the
picture, after a few weeks’ attempt to make soldiers out of us
“blawsted Can-eye-dian b ds,” as he called us. Perhaps
their departure was hastened by their faux pas in giving us
“aeroplane drill,”” one day while we were waiting to have a unit
photograph taken. In this drill the command “Take cover” was
given and the men were expected to throw themselves flat on
the ground, or take cover in any hole or ditch that might be
nearby. We were all shined up like guardsmen before the aero-
plane drill, but, after it was over, our uniforms, puttees and
shoes were terribly awry and simply plastered with mud. We
would hate to repeat the language Colonel Farmer used on In-
structor Fegg when our explosive Commanding Officer arrived
to parade us before the waiting photographer.

Nor can we forget that it was while at Exhibition Camp that
our good friend Tommy Hawkey won fame through being
linked with the unit’s battle-cry anent the receptive coalbin.
From Exhibition Camp to Otterpool, and right through to the
end of the war — yes, and even after the war — the challenging
cry, “Who spit in the coalbin?”’ was answered by the spon-
taneous and unanimous chorus — “HAWKEY!" Tommy, too,
had the happy faculty of always getting into Staff Leleu’s bad
books. Who cannot recall the Staff’s eternal yelling at the lad:
“Private Hawkey! What aw you doing theyah? Get away from
that hawsse’s head, Private Hawkey! Stawnd steady, theyah,
Hawkey!” It is little wonder that Tommy became one of our
best-liked lads, and remained popular long after Staft Leleu
transferred to the 2nd C.C.S. Tommy wasn’t a giant, at all, but
he will always be a character dear to the Fifth.
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Evenings in camp were spent in letter-writing, studying, card-
playing, or in actending concerts in the old Dairy Building. Very
often we nearly smoked out the concert troupes and, more than
once, performances were halted because of the terrible coughing
of the men. The winter of 1914-1915 was very severe and
scarcely a man escaped having a cold or a cough. Some of the
Y.M.C.A. officials were of the opinion that much of the cough-
ing was caused by the sinful cigarette; but it was suspected that
much of the coughing was done to curb some of the so-called
stage stars who so generously came to entertain us.

The boys of the Horse Transporc — and many of the unit
generally — got considerable entertainment in unloading horses
off trains, doing stable duty, horse-line picquets, etc. And who
can ever forget the transport men, when they first got their issues
of riding-breeches, bandoliers, spurs, etc., and went “square-
pushing” up and down Yonge Street, wrecking the hearts of
Toronto’s susceptible young women? Those were the days!

Then there were inoculations, vaccinations, physical inspec-
tions, throat swabbings, etc. Spinal meningitis broke out in camp
and many throat swabs were taken in order to prevent the spread
of the dread disease. Luckily the Fifth escaped this scourge.

When we first arrived in camp a cookhouse fatigue was con-
sidered something to be avoided, but the wise among us soon
learned that such a fatigue meant relief from drill, a warm inside
job, and the best of the rations to eat. The only days on which
cookhouse duty was not popular were Saturdays and Sundays, for
those were our big days. All drill ceased at noon on Saturday and
out-of-camp passes were obtainable. On Sunday all-day passes
were issued and it was then that married men went home to
their wives (or said they did!), single men courted their girls, and
the Yonge Street roughriders structed their stuff.

Three times daily the men fell in and marched to the main
grandstand, under which we took our meals. Breakfast consisted
of a blob of jam, two slices of bread, an almost invisible strip of
bacon and a mug of what cook Sharkey was pleased to call
“tea.”  Dinner wascomposed of bread, either beans or meat stew,
potatoes, jam or rice pudding, and more ‘‘tea.”’ Supper was two
slices of bread, a hunk of cheese, some jam, and still more *‘tea.”

Sunday was Visitors’ Day. Crowds of relatives, sweethearts
and friends thronged the camp grounds and buildings, to see
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when, how and where the men ate, drilled and played. Even our
sleeping quarters weren't sacred to some of these visitors. One
Sabbath a cerrain Hamilton sergeant’s family visited the camp
and, by the time they reached the sergeants’ billet, the noncom’s.
little daughter had fallen asleep. The wee tot was placed on
George Sayer's bed and left there while her admiring dad guided
the party of visitors elsewhere. Upon returning after a few min-
utes the sergeant was chagrined to find that his lictle angel had
sprung a leak all over Sayer’s blankets. The resourceful noncom.
picked up his youngster and, taking George's water bottle, he
pulled out the cork and placed the nearly empty bottle on its flac
side and on top of the sodden blankets. That night George Sayer
complained bitterly about somebody’s carelessness in laying the
uncorked water bottle on his bed — but he failed to notice that
it would have taken two or three water bottles to contain all the
moisture those blankets held. Verily that youngster had mote
capacity than control.

The “Latrine Gagette” ewo

After about four months of camp life the men naturally
thought they were sufficiently trained to be sent overseas. The
novelty of army life had somewhat worn off and it was feared
that the war would be over before we even got to England. Day
after day there were rumors (credited mostly to the Latrine
Gazette) that we were to break camp the following week. Con-
sequently, when time after time these rumors proved groundless,
the men relieved their feelings in song:

(Tune--My Bonnie Lies over the Ocean)

They say we're going over the ocean;

They say we're going over the sea;

They say we're going over the ocean --

But it sounds just like B. S. to me!

—Refrain—

B. S., B. S., It sounds just like B. S. to me, to me;
B. S., B. S., It sounds just like B. S. to me!

This, by the way, was the one song to which Colonel Farmer
strenuously objected. More than once, while on route marches,
we were told we could “March Easy”’ — providing we didn’t
sing ‘‘that damned B.S. song!”’ All the colonel’s hopes wete
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vain, however, for that song continued to be our best-liked
marching chorus all the time we were in Toronto. Another
favorite was sung to that beautiful old hymn tune, “The
Church’s One Foundation.”

We are Sam Hughes-es’ army --

We are his ar--am--ee.

We cannot fight, we cannot shoot --

What bleeding good are we?

And when we get to Berlin,

The kaiser he will say:

Hock, hock, Von Kluck, what a blinkin' fine lot --
Sam Hughes-es’ ar--am--ee!

And, whenever a show in the old Dairy Hall didn’t please us —
and the usual coughing cure didn’t stop it — we were always
able to bring it to an abrupt halt with

(Tune--Tipperary)
It's a long time to wait for breakfast,
It's a long time to wait.
It’s a long time to wait for break fast,
When there’s nothing on your plate.
Goodbye, eggs and bacon; Farewell, Irish stew --
It’s a long long time to wait for break fast,
And the Lord knows that’s true!

Eventually, it became evident that we were drawing to the
end of our stay in Toronto. Route marches had become longer,
and, more than once, we raced other units the six miles back to
camp from Long Branch. Along with the other camp units the
Fifth took part in battle manoeuvres in the Don Valley district,
just north of Toronto. Soon after came the joyous word that we
were actually to depart within a week or two.

On March 20th, all the camp units participated in a last big
dress parade through the streets of Toronto. The saluting base
was in front of the legislative buildings in Queen’s Park; and
ours was a fit and proud unit indeed when it paraded past the
staff ofhcers and civic dignitaries assembled to inspect, honor and
bid farewell to Central Ontario’s portion of Canada’s Second
Contingent. The citizens turned out en masse to greet and cheer
us on our way. How little they (or we!) dreamed of what was in
store for us!
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The Hungry Major s

The evening of the Willowdale sham-battle (April 1st), just
as we were making ready to return to camp, one of our horse
ambulances became badly mired in a Don Valley bog. Colonel
Farmer was at the head of our marching unit and Major Kappele
was bringing up the rear. Darkness had already set in and the
colonel was well out of sight when the ambulance became
mired, so the major, being ravenously hungry and not wishing
to be kept from his waiting dinner, left Corporal Udell and a
squad of men to get the bogged vehicle back to camp. Then,
galloping his horse, the major caught up with the unit, thinking
all the time that Colonel Farmer was totally unaware of the
mishap to the ambulance. Kappele thought no more about the
occurrence, until after the unit had arrived back at camp and he
had hurried off to the officers’ mess for dinner. There he found the
other officers already seated around the mess table, and he himself
was about to sit down when Colonel Farmer’s voice stopped him.
“Did the men get back to camp all right, Major Kappele?”’ he
was asked. *“Yes, Colonel,”” came the answer. ‘‘And all the ambu-
lances, Major?"” *‘Yes, Colonel,” replied the major, without even
blushing. “What about Corporal Udell’s ambulance?”’ snapped
colonel, and there was no mistaking the full meaning of his
question. “Oh . . . why . . . it’s back all right!"” asserted the
unabashed major. “Itis not,”” corrected the Commanding Officer,
“It’s stuck in the mud, up in Willowdale, and I want you to get
on your horse and go right up there and look after it.”” The
major looked at the colonel, then he cast a longing look at the
savory food on the table. ‘““May 1| have my dinner first, Colonel
Farmer?” he asked. “INO!”’ barked the Commanding Officer,
“Leave at once! Your dinner can wait ¢ill you get back!”

Major Kappele gave a final despairing glance at the anticipated
dinner, then went to the stable for his horse. There he found thac
Udell and the ambulance had been back in camp a full half-hour
—and that the colonel had been notified as soon as they had
returned! As the major made his way back to the mess it dawned
upon him that the colonel had been about to send him all the
way up to Leaside on a wild-goose chase — just to impress on
him the importance of paying meticulous attention to the execu-
tion of his colonel’s orders and the inadvisability of withholding
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important information from his Commanding Officer. On his
return to the mess he was greeted by the very guarded smiles of
his fellow-officers, and the fatherly complacence of the colonel.

On April 10th, the Fifth visited Hamilton, in order that the
Ambitious City, too, might give it a public greeting and pay it
a last farewell. There the men were dined, wined and otherwise
feted; and it is just possible that this final celebration in Hamilton
was the more-or-less direct cause of a change in sergeant-majors.
At any rate, on April 14th, Sergeant Jack Williams was made
Warrant Officer, First-Class, and took over the sergeant-major
duties from Bob Franklin. Our two Italian comrades, Covelli and
Restivo had considerable to do with this change in sergeant-
majors.

Finally, Colonel Farmer informed his men that they were
shortly to leave for abroad and that week-end passes would be
given to all those off duty in order that they might have a fare-
well visit with their families and loved ones. Full advantage of
the privilege was taken. From the following Monday on, there
was great commotion in camp. It seemed to many of us that
never would we get packed up and away. But, there is an end to -
almost everything. About 5 p.m., April 15, 1915, the unit
paraded to the camp railway siding and boarded the train.

On Our Way at Last! e

And so, after months of impatient expectancy and false alarms
as to the date on which we were to start on our Great Adventure,
we were about to begin the first leg of our journey to our hearts’
desire — the war. Our mothers, wives, sweethearts and families
came down to see us off. They viewed our departure in a vastly
different light from which we did. To them it was farewell —
to us it meant nothing more than au revoir. We were experi-
encing the accomplishment of our utmost desire —a longing
that had waxed and grown through five months of arduous
training. We were young and full of impatience to be “over
there.” To most of us it was a joyous rather than a sad occasion.

At six o’clock the train pulled slowly away from the siding.
The lights of Exhibition Camp and Parkdale faded into the dis-
tance. Slowly we passed through Toronto, then quickly picked
up speed on our journey eastward and into the cool spring night.
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Guards were mounted at the coach doors to see that nobody fell
off the train. Some of the men settled themselves down to get
whatever sleep they could. Others sang or played cards. Most of
us, however, missed the straw-filled palliasses or were too excited
to sleep, and it was a rather weary-eyed lot which looked out at
Montreal, where we arrived at 8.25 next morning. We changed
engines and were away again at 10.30. Many of the men suc-
ceeded in visiting nearby filling stations during the interval.

Laughter and song prevailed as we continued east. We waved
cheerfully to the farmers in the fields and to the waiting passen-
gers at the stations past which we thundered. After Montreal
came the Quebec bridzj,e, Campbellton, Newcastle — then Monc-
ton, where we were given a hearty welcome by what appeared to
be the whole town, when we stopped for twenty minutes and
were marched around a few blocks to limber up. At Truro, too,
we detrained and did our routine of physical jerks for the edifica-
tion of the townsfolk.

Practising for Paris oo

On our way through Quebec, when we were delayed at some
small station, a few of the boys made their first atcempts at
learning to parlez-vous with the attractive Canadiennes who
were on hand to see les soldats pass through, and to offer us pro-
tective amulets in the form of strings of beads, crucifixes and
other sacred tokens. Even at this early stage of affairs, Frank
O’Leary, Fred Noyes and Joe Irwin proved their acquaintance
with the French language by being able to make their wishes
known to the friendly mesdemoiselles — a trait which, later on,
they assiduously developed in Mont Noir, Fosse Ten, and other
places.

On arriving in Halifax (Saturday at 7.45 p.m.) we were per-
mitted to leave our coaches and go up town to buy whatever
we needed and send word back home that, so far, all was well.
The only place we were ordered not to go was to Water Street.
So, like good soldiers and inquisitive children — we went to the
forbidden street to see for ourselves why it was proscribed to the
troops! It didn’t take long for even the most unsophisticated of
us to draw the correct conclusions and strike out for more inno-
cent diversions.
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Some of the purchases made that evening — our last in Canada
for many years — proved rather unfortunate. For instance, Ben
Case, who up to that time had been only an occasional smoker,
decided that, if he were fortified with a tin of tobacco and a pipe,
he would be certain not to become seasick. To make sure that
his innards would have the full benefit of the tobacco, he com-
menced smoking Saturday night and kept at it religiously all day
Sunday till we went aboard ship. The result, however, was cet-
tainly not in line with Ben's expectations! The first morning out
he was very, very sick — and not only that, but he had such an
aversion for the pipe and tobacco he consigned them both to
Davy Jones’ Locker.

Quartermaster-Sergeant Busst proved his familiarity with sea-
fish when he brought back to the train an abundant supply of
fresh lobster. It was the first time many of his noncom. cronies
tasted this delicacy, and the fact that it was washed down with
copious drafts of liquid refreshment didn’t lessen their enjoyment
of the succulent dish.

On Sunday morning a church parade was held, to St. George's
Church, one of the oldest and most historic churches in the
Dominion. The popular name for this edifice is ““The Round
Church,” so called because of its shape. It was built in 1758 by
German Lutherans, then newly-arrived from their Fatherland,
and the first service was preached in the German language. One
tradition has it that, when the church was finally built of stone,
the then Duke of Kent liked circular buildings so much he stipu-
lated that the church should be built round. Another tradition
suggests that as “the devil lurks in corners,”’ the old Germans
resolved to give His Nibs no hiding place. Shortly after it was
built, a sailor remarked that “‘it must have been built by a cooper
— it’s round as a blinkin’ barrel "’ It was odd that we who were
on our way to war with Germany should ask for Divine pro-
tection in a church built by Germans! Which reminds us of how
we used to squirm inwardly when we heard so-called Christian
ministers pharisaically praying for victory for our side and
disaster for the enemy.

The rest of the day was spent in and around the railway yards,
waiting impatiently for the order to embark. Finally it came,
and up the gang-plank of the old Northland we went. We had
supper aboard and sailed at 6 p.m.



THE BEGINNING 17

Aboard the “Northland” e

The Norchland (formerly the Zeeland) of the White Star Line,
was a 12,000-ton ship, 567 feet long, and had a normal speed of
fifteen knots. In addition to the Fifth she carried on this trip the
4th and 6th Field Ambulances; the 4ch, 5th and 6th Companies,
Canadian Engineers; the 2nd Casualty Clearing Station, and the
3td Stationary Hospital. The total number aboard, 1,700 troops,
78 officers.

According to orders posted throughout the ship, our days’
activities were to be regulated as follows:

6 a.m.—Reveille.
7 a.m.—Men’s breakfast.
8.30 a.m.—Sergeants’ and officers’ breakfast.
11.30 a.m.—Men'’s dinner.
1 p.m.—Sergeants' and ofhicers’ lunch.
5 p.m.—Men'’s supper.
6.15 p.m.—Retreat.
7 p.m.—Sergeants’ and officers’ dinner.
8.30 p.m.—First Post.
9 p.m.—Last Post.
10.00 p.m.—Lights Out.

No mention was made in these orders of the hundred-and-one
other duties, parades, fatigues, ctc., that were to be crammed in
between times. The men were to have the freedom of the top
deck and their time was their own — between Lights Out and
Reveille! The Fifth also provided men to help in the ship galley
or kitchen, and it was aboard the Northland we adopted our
permanent cookhouse call “‘Galley Up,”” which call was to remain
unique with our unit.

Orders were also posted, within the fitst two or three days at
sea, informing us that all senior officers’ ranks had been confirmed
and our lieutenants promoted to the rank of captain.

The method of filling the ship was that the upper decks (cabin
accommodation) were occupied by the first units to embark. The
lower portions were occupied by the units following. Several
other units had already gone on board before us and we were
assigned some cabins above the ‘‘glory hole,” and also some
bunks in the “glory hole” and steerage quarters. In the cabins the
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accommodation was all that anyone could ask — good bunks and
ample room for four persons.

We had just settled down in our quarters when the rumor
spread that we were to be shifted to the lower ‘“‘glory hole” —
to make way for the 2nd Casualty Clearing Station, the members
of which were largely medical students, some of whom had
their commission papers, although nominally only privates or
noncoms. The 2nd Casualty Clearing Station was thz last unit to
come aboard and, following the plan adhered to by the other
units, should have occupied the ““glory hole.”” These meticulous
wearers of the khaki, however, were able to convince those in
charge that they should not be expected to put up with the foul
air and dismal gloom of the “glory hole.” And so, before the
Canadian shore had faded into the distance, the ‘‘Fifth Field
Animals” were ordered to vacate their quarters and move down
into the “glory hole.”

And what a hole it was! Can you ever forget the stench of the
bilge in that awful place? Just enough water, vile-smelling stuff,
lay in it to keep swishing back and forth with each roll of the
ship. No fresh air found its way into the place and, what with
men getting sick and the odor of the refuse that was, apparently,
never cleaned out, it actually merited the well-known army
expression of “‘bloody awful "’

Despite this glaring instance of favoritism for those who con-
sidered themselves above the ordinary rank-and-file, we endeav-
ored to make the best of our lot. Slipping out of Halifax in a
low-hanging fog, along with our sister ship the ‘“Grampian,” we
said our farewells to Canada in those songs that so many times
after were to grip our heartstrings and bring back sweet memor-
ies of home; “‘T Wonder How the Old Folks Are at Home,”” “‘Old
Pal of Mine,” ““Loch Lomond,” and other melodies that bespoke
the fact which we would not give expression to in so many
words — that we were leaving behind all that was dear to us,
for what — we knew not.

Then occurred a regrettable episode: The officer in charge of
troops aboard ship had allotted a certain number of vacant
berths to the Fifth Field Ambulance. For some reason it had been
decided that these berths should be given to the medical students
of the unit, the great majority of whom had joined just prior to
our departure from Exhibition Camp. This in itself was enough
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to cause dissatisfaction on the part of those who had been with
the unit from the start. Complaint was accordingly laid — a sol-
dier’s privilege — and the explanation given was ‘that “these
boys came from good homes.” That was heaping insult on
injury! From that time on, the college students or “Rah Rah
Boys' were dubbed “‘the boys who had a home.” The old song,
“They Say We're Going Over the Ocean,” gave place to a
new song:

They say that they're medical students —

From great university schools; -

They call themselves medical students —

But we call them medical fools.

No one — least of all the officer who made the remark — will
deny that the aspersion on the home life of the majority of the
men was entirely uncalled for. Certainly the students themselves
never gave any ground for the belief that they considered them-
selves superior to the rest of us; but that tactless blunder resulted
in their being tagged with a title that stuck with them through-
out the war. As is so often the case, the innocent had to pay the
penalty for someone else’s error.

Mention of the students reminds us of the day big Red
McKenzie came before Colonel Farmer, secking to enlist. In tell-
ing the Old Man he had already had considerable military train-
ing Red leaned over the colonel’s desk, resting his giant bulk on
two massive fists. “How long have you been training did you
say?” queried the Commanding Officer. “Three months!” an-
swered Red. “Three months!” snapped the Old Man, “then,
blankety-blank it to hell, you ought to know enough to say
‘sit’ and stand to attention when addressing a colonel!”’

A “Log” of the Trip Over e

Days passed rather uneventfully as we steamed toward Eng-
land. Hospital duty, stewed rabbit, crown-and-anchor, and
housie-house — between the times we weren't seasick or on some
of the numerous fatigues — occupied the houts aboard.

On the second day out from Halifax, Sergeant-Major Williams
entered a cabin in which Carl Hill was experiencing the pleasures
of a severe attack of seasickness. ‘‘Private Hill, have you seen any
of the batmen in one of these cabins?”’ Carl had joined the unit
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just before it left Exhibition Camp and was not yet conversant
with army terminology. “No, sir, | haven't,” he answered. “Are
you going to have a ball game?”’ Jack Williams glared at him.
“Don’t try to get fresh with me, my lad, or I'll give you ‘ball
gyme1 !’,

Which reminds us of the manner in which Carl joined the
army: He was attending University. Exams. were upon him and
Carl wasn’t very confident of passing in Anatomy. He decided
to visit Exhibition Camp and see his pal, Mike Bicknell, who
had already joined up. Carl met Caprain Barton in one of the
huts. “Take off your clothes,” ordered Barton. Carl disrobed and
the captain examined him. “Sign here,” ordered Barton. Carl
signed a paper. “You'll draw a uniform at the Stores and report
to the B. section staff-sergeant,” Barton informed him. “But I'm
not so sure I want to join up,”’ protested Carl. The caprain smiled.
“Is that so! Well, you signed that attestation paper, so you're in
the army now!”

Lifeboat drills were frequent and every man was supposed to
have his lifebelt near him at all hours, day and night. A brief
“log” of the ocean trip follows:

Sunday, April 18th — Sailed from Halifax at 6 p.m. Cold,

foggy weather. A few become seasick.

Monday, April 19th — Made fair headway. Cold. Foggy.

Raining. Rough sea. Many more become seasick.

Tuesday, April 20th — Sea rough. Weather cold. Grampian

disappears from our view. Most of us are now seasick.

Wednesday, April 21st — Fog. Rain. Cold. Ship barely mov-

ing. Foghorn blowing and engines stopped for eight
hours. Sea rough. Somewhere off coast of Newfoundland.
Nearly everybody seasick.

Thursday, April 22nd — Fog gone. Good headway. Beautiful

sunshine. Sea somewhat calmer.

By this time even many of the ship’s crew were seasick. But,
best of all, those laddybucks who had dragged chunks of fat meat
before the eyes of their sick comrades, the first few days out,
were now seasick themselves. And many of those who had
already recovered from their mal de mer took sweet revenge by
displaying nauseating pork and other unmentionable delicacies
before the bile-green eyes of their erstwhile tormentors.
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Friday, April 23rd — Clear weather. Calm sea. Grampian
sighted at 11.30 a.m.; comes alongside at 12.30 p.m.
Westbound tramp steamer passes between us and Gram-
pian at 3 p.m. We hear band playing on Grampian.

Saturday, April 24th — Warm, clear day. Canvas bath rigged
on deck. Men enjoyed open-air plunge in the sea-water.

In the evening the senior noncoms. entertained the troops with

a Grand Concert, ““in aid of the Mine Sweepers’ Fund.”’ Sergeant-
Major Leleu of No. 2 Casualty Clearing Station, an original
Fifth man, officiated as Chaitman; and Staff Overend was a
member of the Committee in charge. The Fifth’s contribution to
the program consisted of a song by George Brookes, and recita-
tions by Irvine Dyment and Frank Fletcher. Among the enter-
tainers were Sergeants Clapham and McKee, who later became
star comedians with the C-2 Concert Party. There were over
twenty numbers on the program and to say that “a good time
was had by all” is putting it very mildly.

Sunday, April 25th — Fair weather. Church parade on deck,
when Cruiser Cumberland appears. Church parade dis-
misses itself, as men rush to side and greet cruiser boat-
party which comes aboard. One of boat-party said to be
a prince, but we can’t find out which prince.

Monday, April 26th — Weather clear. Good headway. Cum-
berland in lead, then Northland, with Grampian astern.

Tuesday, April 27th — Same as previous day. Communica-
tion (intership) has been kept up by visual signalling. In
this manner we were informed on Sunday, by the Cum-
berland, of the First Division’s great stand at Ypres, dur-
ing the first gas attack. Are now in submarine zone and all
lifeboats swing outboard. Great excitement caused this
a.m. when some loud gun reports were heard. All rushed
on deck expecting to see German Grand Fleet — but it
was only the Cumberland laying some test shots.

It so happened that, when the Cumberland’s guns fired, Staff
Alden was lying sound asleep in his cabin bunk. He leaped out of
his berth, wrapped himself in what he thought was a life pre-
server, and rushed on deck. There was considerable laughter when
everybody saw Frank with a pair of boxing gloves wrapped
around his middle. They were tied together by their laces and had
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been hanging alongside Frank’s life preserver. In his precipitate
rush towards safety the Staff had grabbed the wrong protectors.

Wednesday, April 28th — Beautiful weather. Cumberland
leaves us in charge of Destroyers Boyne and Foyle which
have come rushing up from the northeast. Lundy Island
sighted 6 p.m. Are entering Bristol Channel. Pilot comes
aboard about midnight. Ship anchors shortly after.

Thursday, April 29th — Anchor weighed about 4 a.m. Dock
at Avonmouth at 6.30 a.m.

Throughout the voyage Major Kappele had been greatly inter-
ested in a Belgian civilian who mixed rather freely with our
officers and showed an undue interest in the ship’s course and
things military. The Major gradually became convinced that the
man was a spy. In a Folkestone hotel, a few weeks later, Kappele
again met the mysterious civilian and reported his suspicions to
the proper authorities. The man was arrested and flung into jail.
He proved to be a Belgian Count engaged in espionage for the
Allies — was, in fact, considered one of our most valuable intel-
ligence agents! However, Major Kappele was thanked by our
Headquarters Staff and complimented on his alertness and powers
of observation.

)
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CHAPTER TWO

Keep the home fires burning, while our hearts are yearning;
Though we're far away from home we dream of you.
There’s a silver lining, through the dark clouds shining - -
Turn che black clouds inside out, till the boys come home.

(Col. Farmer’s favorite chorus)

ENGLAND
(April 29, 1915, to September 15, 1915)
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whole world. After passing Lundy Isle on our port side, the troops
were treated to a picture that still lives in their memories. Enter-
ing Bristol Channel and passing in turn the Counties of Devon
and Somerset, each new mile seemed more beautiful than the
last. On our left were the rugged cliffs of South Wales, with the
outer harbors of Cardiff and the famous resort town of Newport
gradually becoming visible. On our right and considerably closer
to us was the expansive stretch of Barnstaple Bay; then the cown
of Ilfracombe, perched on the hills and with a natural harbor at
its base; Combe Martin, Lynnmouth, Weston-Super-Mare,
Clevedon, Lyndney, the Flatholm lighthouse, the Severn Bridge
— the whole hundred-mile trip from the sea had been a dazzling
panorama of breath-taking scenery. We were seeing, with our
own eyes, those dream-places of which many of us had often read,

but had never expected actually to see.

We had lefc behind the ice and snows of Canada and, after
eleven somewhat dreary days at sea, had now found a land of
deep green fields and hills. As far as the eye could reach, deep, rest-
ful green was the dominating color. Then, as we drew closer, the
gayly-colored bloom of Spring flowers, the shapely hedges and
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the quaintly-beautiful architecture of Old England’s buildings
fascinated not only the Canucks but returning Britishers as well.

Then came the hustle and bustle of disembarkation. Hardly
had we stepped ashore when relatives of many of the English-
born men rushed up to greet them. The Canucks, too, were not
without their share of attention, and many a tunic-button and
cap-badge fell into feminine hands — in exchange for a kiss, an
address, and in some cases an invitation to spend leave at the
home of the recipient.

Great Western trains were ready and waiting to carry us farcher
on our journey. These trains seemed very small in comparison
with the coaches we had known in Canada and the Canucks
didn’t forget to twit the Old Country lads about them. A supply
of chalk was mysteriously conjured up from somewhere and we
soon had the coaches covered with great big scrawls that told all
and sundry we were from the Land of the Maple Leaf and on our
way to Berlin — or bust!

Would we go through London — ““London, ’arf the bleedin’
world, not London in the blewdy bush’ — and get a glimpse of
the “Big Smoke,” the ‘“‘Place where the King worked’'? That
question was excitedly discussed. No! We were going to skirt
London, we learned, and go south to some part of Kent. Conse-
Puently, the looks of rapture on the faces of the Old Country

ellows gave place to looks of disappointment and dismay. We
did, however, pass through the outskirts of the City of Fog and
experienced something of the “‘sights and sounds and smells of
mighty Lunnon.”

Just outside of London our train stopped on a siding to let
some west-bound trains go by. They turned out to be hospital
trains, and, upon our enquiring of a railway worker why there
were so many, his answer was that the trains were full of “Can-
eye-dian wounded, what ’ad mide such a gordawmighty mess of
Jerry, about a week before at Wipers.”’

I we were somewhat amused at the small size of the English
trains, we marveled at the ease and absolute absence of jerking
with which they started and stopped. One great fault with the
coaches we occupied was that they possessed no latrine accommo-
dation. It was, therefore, a rather embarrassing journey for many
of the lads. All doors were kept locked, so that it was impossible
to descend at the few wayside stations where we halted. Conse-
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1. Bill Plowright, K. in A. 2. Andy Nicholson and Andy Parker, K. in A.
3. Draft from No. 2 Casualty Clearing Station, Toronto.
4. The Lads from Bolton.



2. Landing at Avonmouth.

4. Irwin, Elliott and O'Leary at Otterpool Dental Tent.
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1. Andy Patterson, our War Correspondent.

3. Art Husband, died 1920.




1. En route to Halifax we stop at Moncton and Truro and parade for exercise.
2. Captain Nicholson, Captain Silcox, Colonel Farmer and Major Jones.
3. Captain Barton, Major Jones, Captain Buck and Captain Clark.
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quently, the men were forced to take advantage of opened win-
dows, and, with their natural modesty, they chose times when
they thought no town or village was near. Unfortunately, they
very often failed to allow for the speed of the rapidly-moving
train, and it is feared that more than one town and village saw
some queer sights and received some strange presents as our
crowded train flashed through them. We even saw Colonel
Farmer throwing one or two suspicious-looking newspaper pack-
ages out the window of his coach, and we were rather astonished
that a full lieutenant-colonel in His Majesty’s Forces was not
immune to the calls that were just then bothering the other
ranks of the unit.

Happy Carlisle noticed that considerable moisture had col-
lected on the window near where he was sitting. Someone ex-
plained that this was caused by the English train custom of
having engines take on water while they were in motion. To
better see how this was accomplished, Happy raised the window
and stuck out his head. The lads in the compartments just
ahead must have been tipped off that Carlisle had his head out
the window, for the drenching he received dampened more than
his curiosity, and Happy was only too well aware that the
engine was not to blame.

[t was on this first train trip in England that many of the lads
discovered what excellent razor strops could be made from those
leather straps which were inserted in the coach doors for raising
and lowering the door-glass. There was not one strap remaining
in its rightful place after we were two hours on that train. We
had been taught to improvise!

Money was rather scarce as we had not been paid since leaving
Halifax. Bue, at that, Canadian money was valueless. The result
was that, although we tried to purchase food at Reading and
other stopping places, Canadian money was of no use to those who
had any. Jimmy Henderson, with his usual Scotch foresighted-
ness, had a shilling and a thri’penny bit; and the fellows in his
compartment were about the only ones able to get anything to
eat throughout the long and wearisome day. But, Jim always did
have more foresight than forethought!

Finally, after about twelve hours’ journey, we detrained at
Westenhanger, in Kent, and set out on the march to Sandling
where comfortable huts were said to be awaiting us. This march
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while ‘only about two miles in length, was the worst the men
had made up to this time. They had had nothing to eat since
about 4.30 that morning. They had been sitting cramped in
crowded compartments all day, and this, added to cheir rough
sea voyage and in many cases acute seasickness, had left many of
them frightfully weak. It was not to be wondered at, therefore,
that the march to Sandling was a slow and painful affair, and
that many dropped exhausted and had co be carried by ambulance.

Sandling Camp e

At last, however, we reached camp. The huts were all that
could be desired, but something had gone wrong with the com-
muissary department and there was not a thing for us to eat when
we arrived. Many of the fellows broke camp and made their way
to nearby villages and inns, where they sacisfied their hunger and
slaked their thirst. About three hours later those who stayed hope-
fully and faichfully in camp received an issue of tea, bread and
jam. We learned afterward, that the fault lay not with our own
unit’s commissariac but with some Imperial Service Corps which
had been instructed to have food ready for us when we
reached camp.

Who doesn’t remember our first morning in Sandling Camp?
Just back of the huts was a small wood to which many of the men
made their way immediately after the morning roll-call. There
they wrote letters, lounged about among the trees, and enjoyed
the luxury of the rich green grass and the beauty of the many
wild flowers. Here were violets, primroses, cowslips and wood-
anemones — all in full bloom. It was hard to realize that back
in Canada chere still were snow, ice and cold weather. It was in
this licele wood, too, that the Canucks made their first acquaint-
ance with many of the sweet-throated songbirds of Old England.

Next day saw the beginning of an intensive period of training
— in forming fours, route marching, applying bandages, physical
jerks, carrying stretchers (by numbers), polishing buttons, and kit
inspections, etc., etc., that was to continue till we left for France.

Memory recalls only a few of the highlights of our stay at
Sandling; but who will ever forger the first time he heard the
dirty unkempt urchins in Folkestone harbor, yelling *“Can-eye-
dian Eye-penny!” as they dived into the stinking mud and slime
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for the coins tossed down to them? Or the fun — short-lived —
that we had for the first few days when Maestrone's Restaurant
and the Queen’s Bar were open to the troops?

Foolish Questions e=s

Were you at the Y.M.C.A. hut the night Dyment was hypno-
tized and ate the raw potatoes and tried to shave himself with a
piece of charcoal —and afterwards claimed he knew what he
was doing all the time he was supposed to be hypnotized?

Do you remember when the ““Rah Rah Boys” got the after-
noon off, to hear Hilaire Belloc in Folkestone town hall — and
how their hut mates had prepared things for them when they
got back?

Do you recall the trenches we dug and the pipes we laid on the
big hill behind the camp?

Were you one of the “awkward squad” that was Staff Alden’s
particular delight?

Did you get change for a florin when you had given a half-
crown piece in payment at a Hythe shop?

Were you one of those in that long line-up that used to wait
for the wet canteen to open?

Did you smoke cigars, to the astonishment of the civvies who
gaped at the sight of a fullbuck private with such a lot of money
to burn?

Did you get fooled by the potency of Bass’s Ale, or those
thri’penny pints of old English ale to which Jack Allen introduced
some of the Canucks at the camp canteen?

Did you tell those English girls that you had a ranch at Han-
lan’s Point, or that your dad owned a silver mine at Parkdale?

Were you one of those who used to ride back to camp on that
last train from Folkestone, without ever paying your fare?

Did you try to dodge Nobby Clark’s sanitary fatigues — only
to run slam-bang into worse fatigues with Sergeants Camps
and Wager?

Were you one of those who used to envy Tommy Windsor’s
unique ability to look busy as he walked around camp, hammer
in hand, dodging all parades, route marches and drills?

Do you remember our first issue of heavy, black army boots —
“Kitchener Kicks’” we called them — with the hobnailed soles
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and the crescent-shaped steel plates on the toes, and the heavy
steel horseshoe-shaped plates on the heels? And the blistered heels
and chafed insteps which resulted from wearing them the first
few times?

Were you one of the B. Section lads who used to watch Alf.
Pountney energetically shining his shoes and buttons, while he
sang at the top of his voice:

When the fields are white with dysies,

And the rowses bloom agyne,

Let the lovelight in your eyes more brightly burn;
For I love you sweetheart ownly,

So remember when you're lownely —

When the fields are white with dysies I'll return.

Do you remember the nightly arguments in C. Section hut,
between the two Jocks, McLaren and McFarlane — about the
relative merits (if any!) of “Glesca’ and Edinburrrgh?

Did you see that famous battle between Reginald Seneca
Smith and his fellow flyweight, Nobby Clark? If you didn’t you
missed something! It happened one hot, sultry night about twenty
minutes after Lights Out had blown. Staff Smith was sitting
writing letters in the sergeants’ hut. Because of the heat, he was
clad only in an undershirc. The hut lights were still burning, for
although Reggie had heard Lights Out, he considered that order
applied only to privates and lower ranks than staff-sergeants.
Besides, he had some long letters to write to some people a long
way off, and he had some long words to put in those letters.

He was just in the middle of an eight-syllabled word when
Orderly Sergeant Clark entered the hut. “You'll ’ave to put owt
them there loights roight awiye, Smith!” called out Nobby;
“Loights owt blowed nearly an ’arf hour agow.’’ Reggie glared
at the orderly sergeant. ‘‘I shall do no such absurd thing!”’ he
asserted; ‘‘and, on future occasions, Sergeant Clark, you will
please address me propetly as Staff Sergeant Smith!” he added.

Meanwhile Nobby undressed. He peeled off down to his undet-
shirt and was about to flop onto his bunk when he noticed that
the staff was unconcernedly going on with his writing, without
any apparent intention of turning off the lights. ‘‘Hey, Smith!
Turn owt them bloody lights and get to bed. Us other blowkes

H '7)

'as to bleedin’ well sleep, if you ’aven’t
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This was too much for Reggie. After forcefully admonishing
Nobby to be ““decidedly more circumspect in his language and to
refrain from such uncouth, rude and futile vulgarisms of speech,
and to betake himself to the uttermost depths of Hades,” he
resumed his writing.

“To hell with them harguments!’ retorted Nobby; “Them
loights is gowin’ owt, no matter if you're a bloody general —
and I'm a-gowin’ to put ’em out!’ he declared. With that he
switched off the lights and turned in. Reggie was up like a shot
and switched the lights on again. No sooner was Smith back at
his letter-writing than Clarke was off his bunk and over to the
light switch. As fast as he could turn off the lights, Reggie would
switch them on.

Goodness only knows how many times they were switched on
and off; and far be it from us to repeat the torrid epithets that
were hurled back and forth during the alternating periods of
light and gloom. Eventually, Reggie decided that enough was
enough, so, just as Nobby was about to turn the lights off for the
umpteentch time, Reggie dropped him with a flying tackle he had
learned in his Pharmacy School days.

And there in their shirt-tails they wrestled and fought and
rolled, all over the slivery hut floor. Chunks of skin were knocked
off their knees, elbows and other places; splinters entered their
anatomies where the flesh was softest and their bodies most vul-
nerable. There is no telling who would have won, for, after
about twenty minutes, the other sergeants ended hostilities by
throwing pail after pail of dirty stagnant water over the two
battlers. Goodness only knows how long the water had been
standing in those fire buckets, but it must have been a long time,
judging by the aroma of the two scrappers when they rose
drenched and steaming from the floor. Next morning the two
gladiators limped painfully about their duties and there was con-
siderable adhesive tape and court-plaster missing from the first-
aid panniers.

Otterpool Camp s

On the 24cth of May we moved from Sandling to Otterpool
where we were to remain under canvas during the rest of our
training days in England. The routine of training was similar to
that at Sandling.
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Our Otterpool Camp location was almost ideal. The tents
were pitched in a practically treeless, level, grassy field, bordered
at the back and on both sides by thick green hedges. Fronting us
was a wide shallow valley, which gradually rose and blended
into low graceful hills. Entrance to camp was off the main Ash-
ford road and, with the exception of the Sixth Field Ambulance
which was in a field immediately west of ours, and the Second
Heavy Battery which was near a small woods about five hundred
yards back of us, no other troops were in our immediate neigh-
borhood. Consequently, we never experienced any of the inter-
unit rivalries so prevalent where several units were close to one
another,

The Horse Transport lines were in an adjoining field, just back
of the main camp. Only a thick hedge separated the two fields
and this made an excellent wind-break for the horses. Shortly
after we arrived here we received our allotment of horses, ambu-
lances, general service wagons and other transport equipment;
and our horsemen had a very busy time from then on, training
the new animals and getting acquainted with the unfamiliar
equipment.

It was shortly after our arrival at this camp chat Charley
Scowcroft won his lance-corporal’s stripe for hanging on to a
runaway team; and that Irvine Dyment, his wagon orderly, was
severely injured and got a few days in hospital as his reward for
the same mad ride through the town of Sellindge.

Here it was, too, that we celebrated Dominion Day, in races,
games and other sports — when Frank Beattie and Bill Finn ran
their never-to-be-forgotten Marathon race. It was about this time
that Finn lost *‘three bloody quid,” as he so vividly put it. He
was referring to the fact that he had lefc his wide leather money-
belt, containing three golden sovereigns, hanging in the camp
comfort station, and when he went to look for them they had
disappeared. From that moment any reference to Finn’s loss
could always produce from him a most blood-curdling flow of
invectives. Bill left us a few weeks later, to go to a sports meet
at Stamford Bridge, and he may be running yet, for we never saw
him again. Never can we forget him and his cusswords — and
the way in which the Three Bills (Finn, Howell and Marsh) used
to lament the way in which the capitalists bled the country.
Verily were those three lads about twenty years ahead of che times!
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Perhaps some of the men may remember the obstacle race in
which contestants had to crawl under a tarpaulin which was
staked tightly to the ground, squeeze through some small barrels
and squirm their way through other obstacles. Bob Hare won
this race. The hundred-yard dash was won by Red McKenzie.
There was a sack race, too, but we can not recall the winner’s
name.

Considerable documentation was carried out while we were at
Otterpool. Part of this consisted of the making of a Short Form
of Will by every officer and man. A copy of this Will was in
every man’s paybook. In the course of time many of the Wills
were acted upon and found fully legal. As late as 1932 one of out
Otterpool staff-sergeants was called into court to identify the
signature he had placed on one fellow’s Will seventeen years
before.

Some of the lads got down to actual fighting at Otterpool, in
preparation for active service. Art Tucker and Carl Hill had a
little difference which, to the amusement of all the boys, they
settled for all time with the gloves. Heavy Cardwell and Fred
Wardell also resorted to fisticuffs. It is doubtful if any of these
lads could now tell you what their private wars were about.

Gordon Rosser, with his powers of observation keenly devel-
oped through years of Boy Scout training and frequent references
to Baden-Powell’s official manual, called out the guard one night,
to warn the sleeping troops of an approaching Zeppelin — only
to have them cFiscover for him that it was merely the rising
full moon!

It was at Otterpool, too, that Art. Husband, returning from
leave one midnight, brought back such glowing tales of Dublin
and the Irish people: ‘“‘Biggest brewery in the world — finest
library in Europe — largest park in the Empire — and the most
hospitable people in the whole universe.” Hubbie didn’t quit his
descriptions until just before Reveille, and then only because his
stock of superlatives had run out.

Jim McGillivray, who later went to the 28th Battalion and
won one of the Second Division’s first Military Medals, retained
his Western-Canadian ideas, to which he gave voice one night
he was able to come by train from Folkestone and hop the
Westenhanger fence, without paying his fare: “It’s no harm to
cheat the C.P.R.,” Jim would say, ‘‘they took plenty from us!”
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Mac had better luck than Baldy Ruthetford who, when trying
to get back to camp from Westenhanger before Lights Out, took
a short cut across the fields. He missed the right path and blun-
dered on to the dumping grounds for the honeydew wagons.
When he finally reached camp the other inmates of his tent needed
no second sniff to detect his presence, and his mistake'—and he
succeeded in getting inside the tent only after removing every
stitch of his clothing and giving his body a thorough scrubbing
with the ice-cold water at the ablution tables.

War’'s Alarms! exe

One morning Colonel Farmer had occasion to visit the ofhcers’
latrine. A few minutes after he entered the sacred precincts of
that canvas enclosure he was heard cursing and shouting at the
top of his voice. He was yelling for the sanitary sergeant — but
no sanitary sergeant came. So the colonel shouted for the orderly
sergeant — and no orderly sergeant showed up. Then the Old
Man roared for the sergeant-major. He was now almost inco-
herent with rage and his bellowing fairly shook the tents — but
no sergeant-major answered his summons. So the colonel called
for the bugler, and the bugler came! *‘Blow the Alarm,” ordered
the frenzied Commanding Officer. The bugler blew, and blew,
and blew, but only a few grinning privates came on to the
parade ground. ‘‘Blow it again!"’ fumed the colonel. The bugler
blew — and there came running up, Sanitary Sergeant Clark,
Orderly Sergeant Wager and Sergeant-Major Williams, the
latter breathlessly demanding to know what all the excitement
was about. . . . A few minutes later one of the sanitary squad
was hailed into the orderly room where he received a severe
reprimand — for failing to put a supply of khaki paper where
he had been instructed to place it by the sanitary sergeant, and
where it wasn't to be found just a few minutes before, when the
colonel needed it most.

Leonardo Covelli and Francesco Restivo were two to whom
Otterpool brought good luck. One day Italy formally declared
war on Germany, so the colonel had the two swarthy sons of
Sunny Italy paraded before him. He complimented them on be-
longing to such an heroic nation and gave them twenty-four
hours’ leave to celebrate the occasion. They did!



£ 1IN
AARSH .€ND

// STERN KENT
\r /TOWE‘ONE INCH TO

CoasYCUMRD



1
ngl
.-‘ & \‘r (v}

POPILY

\“fb t‘

x
>
| CO"\;‘\V.‘!‘,"

<

G SRR
Vel
Lol &

NEWCHURCH




“te i
// 1 o 8 e
/é/ (i lt ft 4
///// ‘\Ua‘\ lé(
{ €
waltha™ [ ]
[< B
I3 (.
! Cuad ¢
s i
4 v &%
. évl ..fl o [
L A SShwal t\t‘\" 0
e |"kl“ Sove A \\.b < T
Qe Ok &V O
L‘:‘ oy e t ).1
K \\' “' “
R Y zl2
s ' ¢ -
I 1.4
A E r
g Vi il of &
R - [ i o
\ \»\\ \ ‘\ - .é (
){\T\q\e e ttg‘} 0 .
pas Elmsted 40
o| k&,
ey
e [0 (N
[ Y
(| L.': [y
{3V &a“
‘.&:\l a‘“l‘;‘ (‘“'(
3‘ l‘\\ \( Q |’£{/
‘ou M SL\ 1‘,1/

[y ~ ™

wepad mf
& “ 8] Y
NLAVTARY CN STUTFAME'S 48 .w:\\,\'he

E,
N rva
ALDINGTON

7
ARTELLD

b R R ey

\'\o‘ypa:rswick



NG Sl

o 1 o
e ! 4

SCALE — MILES

T 83 ”
e -
(W "%1 AL ot
Yt e St.h'l:nivc

AR
<'4 (/‘,‘61 ‘
q(_c.s-.( 3

€

=2~ SANDGATE— .
, o e = el
l A e [""’/ \ .//—A

FOLKESTONLE

AND
SOUTHEASTERN KENT

SCALE — ONE INCH TO
MY W E




LEY v

‘j.:q".’.“

\ B

| bR T
PO g
\ mzom bt )
' ! -~

i

" "“
)
e




.

ENGLAND 33

While we are writing about these two Italians we must men-
tion that, in our training days, these fellows were kept on an
almost permanent sanitary fatigue. If our camp held the record
for being the cleanest in the Kentish district, much of the credit
is due Covelli and Restivo. Who doesn’t remember the thought-
less way in which we used to dump our mess tins and clean
them with the sandy soil from under the big tree over by the
cookhouse? When Covelli or Restivo would find the mess we
had made, it was always: “Who eata here? Who eata here?
Santissima Madonna, mia! 1 make-a report to Sarja-Maij.!”

And, remember when they were on guard one night, wich
orders to place under arrest some absentees whenever they showed
up? Morning came and the missing men were found in their
tents, having dodged the guard tent and come in through the
hedge. When Jack Williams asked the two Italians why the
missing men had not been arrested, the reply he got was: ‘‘Please-
a Sarja-Maij, the damma men come-a by backside of campa —
alla time-a go through the haige!”

The two sons of Sunny Italy proved themselves first-class com-
rades and, later on, they were not called upon to do more than
their share of the dirty work. Naturally, they had to put up with
considerable teasing, but the fellows soon found out that the two
Italians could hand out as much as they received. Here is a song
the lads used to sing about them:

(Tune — We're Marching to Zion)

Covelli — Restivo —

Alla time plenty fatigue-o!

Sarja-de-Maij, the men go through the haige —
Sonama beecha nobon!

The Y.M.C.A. tent and the wet canteen were located in a
field just across the road from camp. These two large marquees
were the goals of many of the men, between parades and when
off duty. A few of our boys helped the Y.M. manager during
rush hours, and it was noticed that these men had an abundant
supply of chocolate-bars, cigarettes and malted milk tablets,
etc., every time they returned to their tents. The wet canteen
was open only one half-hour at noon, and about three hours in
the evening. Consequently, it was a matter of rapid absorption,
but some of the boys were there for the opening of the canteen
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and remained until the last minute of its closing. Many’s the
time Alec Donaldson and Bert Dyke were late falling in for
parade — friend Dyke wiping foam from his mustache with
the back of his hand, as he ran up to take his place in the ranks
of his section.

We have often wondered if Captain Nicholson ever found out
the truth about that wonderful night when the Fifth was out on
manoeuvres and he was officer commanding camp, with just a
handful of men. In some strange manner a young and very
pretty gitl, dressed attractively in blue, arrived at the guard tent
shortly after midnight. She had had a little too much of the cup
that cheers and she was looking for Private Roy Flynn. Somehow
or other she had heard that he was the handsomest man in the
unit and she had come all the way from London to meet him.
Flynn wasn’t available so, to soothe and rest the amorous lady,
the corporal of the guard took her into the pack-store marquee
where the quartermaster-sergeant was lying flat on his back,
asleep and snoring. Right alongside the quartermaster-sergeant
a bed was made for the attractive miss and the corporal left the
tent, with the feeling of a good deed well done. At Reveille
the quartermaster-sergeant wakened to find the scantily robed girl
lying beside him, but before any explanations could be made, the
corporal of the guard arrived on the scene, bustled the now sober
young lady into her suit of blue, and led her to the cookhouse.
There she was given some breakfast and ushered out of camp.
She had no sooner gone than Captain Nicholson appeared on the
scene. He said he had heard strange sounds during the night, but
all his questioning elicited no information about the midnight
visit and the all-night billeting of the beautiful gitl in blue. And
the quartermaster-sergeant left the rum alone for fully two days
after the affair!

Perhaps a short (but true) story will serve to revive memories
of the meals we got at Otterpool. The time is noon. The men
have just been issued their dinners. Along comes Orderly Officer
Barton, followed by Orderly Sergeant Camps, followed by
Camps’ little yellow dog. ‘‘Any complaints?”’ asks Caprain Bar-
ton. ‘“Yes, sir,”” says Private Flynn. ‘“The meat’s not fit to eat!”
Barton looked at the food, sniffed at it — but was careful not to
taste it. ‘““What's the matter with the meat?”’ he demanded. “I
don’t know,” answered Flynn. ‘“But | saw Camps’ dog taste
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some of it and then turn around and lick its own hindquarters to
get the bad taste out of its mouth!”

Speaking of Cook Gilpin reminds us that it was a favorite
remark of the quartermaster-sergeant’s staff that ““You'll have to
improvise.”’ As an improviser John Gilpin deserves special men-
tion. One day he used Red Sowden’s undershirt for a sack in
which to steam a plum-duff pudding — an improvisation that
his mind alone could think of. Apropos of the same chap we must
give some verse that was current at that time:

JOHN GILPIN

John Gilpin was a citizen

Of old Toronto town

And when the present war broke out
His was the first name down.

They signed him on, they made him cook,
And cook is he today.

His stews are noted far and wide

As ** Gilpin's Consomme.”

Week in, week out, from dawn till dark,
Old John stews o’er his stew.

Week in, week out, the men all gag
And grumble at his brew.

It isn't all poor Gilpin's fault
The stew gives such a shock —
He cannot make de luxe bouillon

With bully beef for stock.

His “‘mystery’ is not wasted though,
For, just to Reep the peace,

It's used for ‘‘dubbin’’ on our shoes,—
Also for axle grease.

And when Jack gets to heaven (7)
If he'll heed our advice,

He'll take some of his stew along
For the gates of Paradise.

He could put some on the hinges;

He could “‘grease” Saint Peter’s hand
And thus the stew (and Jack) might get
Into the Promised Land.
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If Gilpin wasn’t the cleanest cook in the army, he was, beyond
the shadow of a doubt, the most resourceful. Time after time we
saw him take cooking shortcuts that were marvels of ingenuity.
One day he boiled a mess of rice in one of the tea dixies —
without stopping to rinse out the dregs of tea that nestled at the
bottom of the pot. When the rice came to a boil and was stirred,
the tea-leaves mixed with the rice — but that didn’t disturb
Jack Gilpin! He simply reached for a couple of handfuls of
currants and threw them into the dixie. “That fixes it!"’ he ex-
plained. ‘““They’ll think the tea-leaves are currants, too. They
can’t tell ’em aparc.”

Surely it must have been Gilpin who inspired the author who
wrote the words for that famous soldier’s song, “Oh it’s a
Lovely War.” We give one verse and chorus of this heart-felt
ditey:

Come to the cookhouse door, boys; sniff at the lovely stew!
Who is it says the colonel gets better grub than you?
Any complaints this morning? Any complaints — not me!
What'’s the matter with lumps of onions floating about your tea?
(Chorus)
Oh, ok, oh, it’s a lovely war!
Who wouldn’t be a soldier, eh?
Oh, it’s a shame to take the pay!
As soon as Reveille is blown,
though we're feeling as heavy as lead,
Oh, we never get up till the sergeant brings
our breakfasts up to bed!
Ok, oh, oh, it’s a lovely war!
What do we want with eggs and ham
When we've got stew, hardtack and jam?
Form fours, right turn,
What do we do with the money we earn?
Oh, oh, oh, it’s a lovely war.

One character who was always popular was Jimmy Driscoll,
the mail man. * 'Usband, not Osborne; Waite, not White; T.
High 'All,” for T. I. Hall! — Jimmy dropped his aitches rather
promiscuously, and added them on with equal abandon, but
“Come and get your mail,boys”” was always a welcome bugle
call. Another favorite call was ‘“‘No parade today,” buc it had to
be a very, very wet day before the men were given an opportunity
to hear that call! Remember how, at the least sign of rain during
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a drill period, we used to look skyward and utter one of our most
sincere prayers: “‘Send her down, Davie, send her down?”

And, speaking of bugles, do you remember when the colonel
ordered Horace McKillop to practise Last Post for a whole week,
at the end of which the Commanding Officer was to hear it and
decide whether McKillop could play it satisfactorily or not?
Well, friend Mac practised day after day, until we all thoughe
the bugle and Mac, too, must burst! Finally, the seventh day
arrived. Mac had learned to blow the call perfectly, but, as the
fateful evening drew near, he became frightfully nervous. To
brace his nerves and fortify his wind supply he visited the wet
canteen somewhat frequently, and it so happened that, as 9.30
approached, Mac's legs were somewhat unsteady and he couldn’t
blow a note of Last Post. Colonel Farmer stood by the orderly
room tent waiting for the call. Mac took up his position just
outside a bell tent in which Bugler Frank Temperton was wait-
ing with another bugle. Sharp at 9.30 McKillop raised his bugle
to his lips, puffed out his cheeks, and went through all the
motions of blowing, while, inside the tent, Temperton actually
blew the all-important call. Colonel Farmer looked, listened —
and then complimented McKillop on the great improvement a
week’s practice had made in his bugling!

All will recall, too, the armed guards we were called upon to
do at Octerpool. There we were, with red-cross brassards on one
arm — and a rifle over the other! — giving the lie to Geneva
and the sanctioned usages of war. If any one of us ever took this
guard seriously that one was not Happy Carlisle. Happy used to
march up and down his beat, rifle over his shoulder, singing at
the top of his voice that old favorite of his:

THE NIGHT I FOUGHT JACK JOHNSON

I never shall forget the night — the night I fought Jack Johnson!
The house was packed, it was a sight, the night I fought Jack Johnson.
The light was so bad, I could scarce see a pin,
I couldn’t see Johnson when Johnson walked in;
I turned to my second; ‘‘Look, Happy!” I tried,
And to get out of it, loudly I cried:
“Referee, listen to me, I cannot see his face in the dark.
He’s as black as our chimney stack, his features are much too dark;
So, please, referee, 'tis essential to me, that on him you place a mark;
Whitewash his face, please, "cause I cannot see his jaw in the dark!”
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Well, they took me out into the ring and I made one rush at Johnson;
In about two seconds you couldn’t tell which was me and which was
Johnson!

I made him run all round the ring tiddley-o-dee,

He ran like a deer, but he couldn’t catch me;

I looked at my second there, standing in white,

Then I suddenly saw Johnson start swinging his right —
Then I saw the old homestead and faces I loved
I saw England’s valleys and dells,
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