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PREFACE

The Committee charged with supervision of the preparation of
the History of the 20th Battalion, C.E.F., has done me the honour
of asking me to write a preface to the narrative—presumably because
of my long association with the Unit from its formative period to the
more strenuous days and nights of service in the field under conditions
of danger and discomfort.

The subject is such as to inspire and stimulate one’s thought;
while at the same time revealing the difficulty of doing justice to it in
a short space.

Like most Units of the C.E.F., the 20th Battalion returned to
Canada with a respectable Regimental Fund at its credit; and the
question arose as to the best means of disbursing the same in the
interests of all members of the Unit. It was finally decided that the
most lasting application of the Fund would be to prepare a History of
the Battalion and place a copy in the hands of every man who had
served with the Unit during the War. It is believed that pride in the
service of the Battalion, coupled with reminiscences of association with
its personnel, and the splendid record achieved by it as a fighting Unit
in the Great War, will cause each and every member to cherish this
written story of the group of men with whom they served and suffered
during the testing days of that campaign—the greatest the world has
known. Also that the book will be treasured by them and their chil-
dren as a record of loyal patriotic service rendered in defence of those
principles which all good citizens regard as worth preserving in the best
interests of humanity.

Many Units which served in that campaign have committed to
print the story of their existence and activities; and in every case
difficulty in collecting from the scattered members of the Unit such
material and narratives of personal experiences and incidents as con-
tribute most effectively to the interest has been encountered. After the
passing of so many years since demobilization, the personnel has
become scattered so far and wide that it is only with difficulty that a
reliable record is maintained of their addresses, to say nothing of the
greater effort required to recall the details which the passing years
have gradually effaced from memory. Moreover, a greater difficulty
lay in collecting from the mass of material obtained what was to be
used and what rejected, in order to limit the size of the book to suitable
proportions. Many interesting features were of necessity excluded so
that the essential History of the Unit, as gleaned from the official
records, might have its proper place in the publication.
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Careful consideration was given to the question as to who should
be charged with the responsibility of producing the volume; and the
final decision was that it should be written by a member of the Bat-
talion assisted by a Committee. The latter was composed of Col. C. J.
Ingles, D.S.O.,, V.D.; Lt.-Col. H. W. A. Foster, D.S.O., M.C.; Major
W. H. Keslick, M.C., V.D.; and Major D. L. Keith, M.C., V.D., and
they were exceedingly fortunate in inducing Major D. J. Corrigall,
D.S.0., M.C,, to assume the task of actually writing the History, in
co-operation with the Committee in an advisory capacity. It is certain
that every member of the Battalion will feel a deep sense of gratitude
to this group who have thus given so unsparingly of their time and
energies in bringing to a successful conclusion the work undertaken
in 1920.

The assistance rendered by various members individually in
furnishing material for the work is greatly appreciated as a means
of supplementing the cold and formal official records by incidents
giving the human touch, and enlivening the narrative by personal
references which appeal to the spirit of comradeship that was so
effectively developed in those “shoulder to shoulder” days.

If a feeling of pride in the achievements of the Battalion be pro-
voked in each proprietor of a copy of this History, those who have
laboured long and lovingly at the work will feel amply repaid for their
effort.

This History may be fittingly described as “Multum in parvo”
since it records the accumulated effort of a group of men drawn from
various parts of the Province of Ontario, to form one working
Unit of such efficiency as to be fully representative of the Canadian
Expeditionary Force in its service in the World War.

Some bright mind within the Unit suggested for a Regimental
motto the words “Celer et Fortis” as describing the outstanding quali-
ties of its personnel; but as that occurred in the early days of for-
mation, it was not then appreciated how truly the motto actually
signified the efficiency later exemplified in the activities of the Bat-
talion in the front line trenches, and in attack.

Grateful and complimentary reference might be made to every
fighting or service division of the Battalion, in their respective depart-
ments of activity. The stout-hearted service rendered by the com-
panies “A”, “B”, “C” and “D” as the main fighting force of the Unit
is inseparably associated with every operation in which the Battalion
was engaged. In co-operation with them, the Specialist Sections of
Scouts, Machine Gunners, Bombers and Signallers, contributed most
effectively in reconnaissance, protection, and communication. The
Transport and Q.M. Stores Sections supported and sustained the Com-
batant Sections loyally by faithful delivery of supplies in the face of
almost impossible conditions of cross-country travel, often under
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adverse circumstances of darkness, hostile shelling and machine-
gun fire. All who experienced the disability of sickness or wounds
will remember with gratitude the sympathetic attention received at
the hands of the Medical Section and Stretcher-Bearers. And when
their efforts were unavailing, the kind ministrations of the Chaplains
who were attached to the Unit, as they gently laid comrades to ever-
lasting rest will be long remembered, as they spoke on behalf of the
distant family and loved ones, words of comfort and hope.

As the least-combatant Section, special mention may be made of
the Regimental Band, which, after prolonged effort came into being,
to establish a high name for itself as a musical organization; and to
render unforgettable service to all ranks alike. Its programmes of
entertainment helped dispel the remembrance of terrifying moments
in hostile combat. And in their capacity as stretcher-bearers the band
members gave sympathetic succour and devoted aid to the wounded—
on various occasions giving life itself in an effort to save comrades.

It is most appropriate that the traditions and achievements of the
20th Battalion as a combatant Unit of the Allied Armies should be
perpetuated by a regiment bearing the historic name of “The Queen’s
Rangers, First American Regiment”. This Unit, from the earliest
days of settlement of the American Colonies, has been prominently
engaged in major military activities on this continent, and established
a record in those pioneer days which blends fittingly with the battle
honours won by the 20th Battalion in the latest War. The benefits
thus offered by that Regiment are gratefully acknowledged; and as it
provides a home and rendezvous for ex-members of the 20th Battalion
it should be the interest of all to display their appreciation by a lively
and permanent identification with the aims and activities of this per-
petuating Regiment.

Careful compilation and arrangement of the material, supple-
mented by critical perusal of the Committee has, it is hoped, cleared
the history of errors, so that it may be accepted as a precise and
accurate record.

The privilege of access to the War Records of the Department of
National Defence, through the courtesy of Lt.-Col. F. Logie Arm-
strong, O.B.E., when Director of Records, is gratefully acknowledged
and in as great measure the assistance given by Col. A. F. Duguid,
D.S.O., Director of Historical Section, in the use of maps and other
references required in the preparation of the History.

While in consequence much of the material has been obtained
from official records and diaries, most of it has been verified from
personal observation of those present on the spot with the Battalion.

The element of modesty so apparent throughout the story, in
refraining from boasting of the achievements of the Battalion, may be
attributed to the fact that as an original member of the Battalion the
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historian was closely identified with many of its successes. The record
of the Battalion is an excellent one, as on no occasion during the War
was it ever driven out of its trenches by the enemy, and rarely did it
fail to capture its named objectives. Four of the original junior
officers of the Battalion displayed so marked adaptability for higher
responsibilities, that in due course they were given appointments on
the staff of Brigade, Division, Corps and General Headquarters. These
were Capt. J. H. Bertram, the first Adjutant of the Battalion, who was
killed at the Somme; Majors D. J. Corrigall, D.S.O.,, M.C,, H. W. A.
Foster, D.S.0.,, M.C., and D. L. Heron, D.S.O., M.C,, all of whom
brought credit to themselves and lustre to the 20th Battalion.

Perhaps I may be excused for making use of the opportunity now
afforded to place on record my unreserved tribute to all ranks of the
20th Battalion, with which I had the great honour of serving for so
long amidst the adversities of the field—for the patriotic and cheerful
spirit displayed under the most trying circumstances; and for the loyal
and unflinching service rendered under most difficult and dangerous
conditions of hostile contact.

No combatant unit could boast a finer lot of officers, N.C.O.’s and
men than those who formed the 20th Battalion, which explains the
excellent discipline which marked its career. All members of the
Battalion will retain a pardonable pride in the many honours won and
decorations received by individual members of the Unit; and they were
but a small percentage of those recommended for courageous and
meritorious service in the field. T recall numerous instances of gal-
lantry which, unfortunately, went unrewarded; while in many cases
honours were due to men who in the ordinary course of duty in action
fought without thought of reward,—heroes all.

Among the happiest hours of my life were those spent with the
20th Battalion; and my proudest moment arrived when I was placed
in command of this Unit,—which I believe expresses the sentiment of
all the Commanding Officers who preceded and succeeded me in that
capacity. To any who may have considered my discipline as strict,
may I offer in justification the conscientious belief that the good dis-
cipline which ever prevailed in the Unit was in great measure respon-
sible for much of its success.

Of those members of the Battalion to whom “journey’s end” came
upon the field of honour, we shall ever retain most reverent respect,
and the proud recollection of having enjoyed their association and
companionship through the white heat of hostile combat that tested
and proved their fidelity and worth to the supreme limit that may be
attained. Not only their names—but also their comradeship—live for
evermore in the memory of their comrades of the 20th Battalion.

H. V. RORKE, Lt.-Col.
Ottawa, 20th October, 1935.
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INTRODUCTION

The formation of the 20th (Central Ontario)
Canadian Battalion was authorized by Privy Council
Order Nos. 2067/2068, dated August 6, 1914, and
2831, dated November 7, 1914.

It was ordered to mobilize in Toronto in October,
1914.

Detachments for its formation were sent by orders
of H.Q. Military District No. 2, from the twelve Rural
Corps of that district, namely, the 12th York Rangers,
20th Halton Rifles, 23rd Northern Pioneers, 31st Grey
Regiment, 34th Ontario Regiment, 35th Simcoe
Foresters, 36th Pcel Regiment, 37th Dufferin Rifles,
39th Haldimand Rifles, 44th Lincoln and Welland
Regiment, 77th Wentworth Regiment, 97th Algonquin
Rifles, to the Exhibition Grounds at Toronto and the
Battalion was actually formed on the 7th day of
November, 1914.

Lieut.-Col. J. A. W. Allan, V.D., was appointed to
the command of the 20th Battalion on October 20,
1914,

The Editorial Committee, with whose assistance this
volume was written, consisted of Col. C. J. Ingles,
D.S.O., V.D.; Lieut.-Col. H. W. A. Foster, D.S.O,,
M.C., K.C. (Chairman) ; Major W. H. Keslick, M.C,,
V.D. (Secretary), and Major D. L. Keith, M.C., V.D.

Assistance was also rendered by Lt.-Col. A. A.
Smith, M.C., Lieuts. A. P. Johnston, R. A. Markham,
and W. W. Murray, as well as many others.

xvii



CHAPTER I

Toronto, 1914-1915.

To the onlookers who stood at the Dufferin Street entrance to
the Exhibition Grounds in Toronto on the 7th day of November, 1914,
watching the gradual assembly of the “originals” of the 20th Battalion,
we must have seemed a strange assortment of soldiers.

Cheerily we entered the main gate in groups, some garbed in ill-
fitting scarlet tunics and blue trousers, some in khaki or plain clothes,
others in rifle black and green or in tunics and plain trousers, peaked
caps and black leggings. We were bands of more or less untrained
and undisciplined volunteers, assembling to learn the art of war. Our
most valuable asset was perhaps the spirit of passionate patriotism
which animated us. Eleven hundred were being mobilized in the
Exhibition Buildings, Toronto, to form a battalion of infantry for
the second contingent of the Canadian Expeditionary Force.

Our commander, Lt-Col. J. A. W. Allan, V.D., as he scanned
the nominal rolls on that day, found himself faced with the problem
of preparing rough material to oppose a foe, in whom the spirit of
organization and efficiency had been fostered for nearly a century.
He probably set himself some serious questions: What traditions do
these men bring? Can I create in them an “esprit-de-corps”? Are
they imbued with the national spirit and the desire to conquer? Have
they been trained to act collectively? Have they the mental capacity
to act independently, or the stamina to stand the strain of a long
campaign?

His answers might reasonably have been these: The traditions
of the rural Regiments of Central Ontario are illustrious. The wars of
the early settlers might appear on the surface, to be of small account,
but their problems were just as hard, though not as huge. Conditions
then were so different. The small and scattered settlements, whose
population, working hard to eke out a living from the forest clearing
with the most primitive communications, except in the very few larger
places, found facilities for training barely existent. Yet their records
are full of stories of gallant deeds, for that wonderful spirit of service
was within them. Urged by the simple desire to uphold the
traditions of their race, they were prepared to sacrifice life and home
to maintain their rights and lay the foundations of a greater and
better country. To us the torch was passed. Was its flame to fade
in the fierceness of the conflict or be carried in triumph to the end?

And what of “esprit-de-corps”? Were we proud to belong to
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our respective units? Undoubtedly we were, but if by the efficiency
of the new unit the individual could be made to take pride in it, be
unwilling to bring discredit upon it and be ready, at need, to sacrifice
himself for its success, then it was possible to weld the “esprit-de-
corps” of the men of twelve units into one. At first, however, a
process of purifying the particles would have to take place, until
gradually—through the furnace of mutual contact and the fires of
experience—a unit could be cast, moulded on the pattern of the famous
line regiments of the British Army.

Were we imbued with the national spirit and the desire to conquer?
The National Spirit springs from a love of country, pride of race, a
high sense of honour and a knowledge of the righteousness of the
cause. This spirit is very necessary in war, for it provides the soldier
with morale and the citizen with faith. The desire to conquer is
fostered by resolution and well-founded confidence in one's own °
superiority. Unlike our enemies we were volunteers, offering freely
to the country our lives in defence of that which was most dear: our
homes, our interests and our very freedom.

Had we been trained to act collectively? Unfortunately, no. The
Militia estimates in peace were not sufficient to provide the necessary
funds for adequate combined training, consequently we were to spend
many months before being brought to a state of general efficiency.

Did we have the mental capacity to act independently? One
might almost venture to say that we were a little too independent,
but it was a respectful independence, since most of us were accustomed
to face trying conditions of life and often much exposure in the
exercise of our daily duties. We had become self-reliant and confident
and were not afraid to accept responsibility. Ifor the same reasons
we had the stamina to stand the strain of a campaign. Most of us
had been born and bred to farm labour, lumbering, mining and road
building, and the rigours of conditions in France held no fears for
us. We may, therefore, assume that Colonel Allan felt little appre-
hension for the future.

The process of “swearing in”’ was more precipitate than reverent.
We were marched by squads to the Press Building and into the
presence of elderly civilians—grave Justices of the Peace. IFormed
up in bewilderment, we stood while some unintelligible words—those
of the essential oath—were uttered, after which blue forms were
given to each one with peremptory orders to “sign here”. There-
after everything was done “en masse”. We were paraded for meals,
for drill, for pay and for inoculation. It was soon borne in on us
that only by such orderly methods could so many be handled in the
shortest space of time. A fresh issue of clothing changed the aspect
of the battalion overnight from the assorted colours of scarlet, blue
and black to trim khaki, bringing with it a new feeling of self respect.
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Clean, smart clothes create a soldierly bearing, which is a necessary
aid in instilling efficiency and discipline. The issue of the first regi-
mental badge “20” in the centre of a maple leaf lent impetus to
“esprit-de-corps”.

Conversation also took a new turn. The vernacular of the
barrack room soon became general. We talked glibly of Dbeing
“warned for duty”, of “going on guard” and of “rations”. Conditions
of life were slowly but surely changing. Most of us, being very
“green’’, succumbed to the “old soldier” jokes. It was not uncommon
to find a raw recruit carrying a heavy sack from the Quartermaster’s
stores to the Horticultural Building, seriously believing he had “two
hundred yards of firing line” or “lime to whitewash the Last Post”.

Drill had to be taught to spirited young men who failed to see
what connection there was between having to drill on a parade ground
in Toronto, learning to salute, turn toes and heels at awkward
angles, and having to fight in Flanders’ Fields. We could understand
why we should be taught musketry and bayonet fighting; the rest
seemed superfluous.

The officers and non-commissioned officers were drawn from the
section of Canadian society which finds diversion in the military
exercises of peace time and is familiar only with training carried out
locally or at Summer Camps. Most of them had, however, qualified
for their rank at schools of instruction conducted by the Permanent
TF'orce of Canada at various centres throughout the country. The
knowledge gained there enabled them to provide the elementary
instruction to the recruits. To the officers and N.C.O.’s, therefore,
the task of teaching was entrusted. Additional experienced assistance
came from the sprinkling of ex-British regular N.C.O.s who had
enlisted in the 20th Battalion and whose services proved to be invalu-
able. All the Sergts.-Major from the R.S.M. downwards belonged
to this class.

The Battalion Headquarters was composed of officers belonging
to militia units of Central Ontario. Lt.-Col. J. A. W. Allan, V.ID,,
was a veteran of the North-West Rebellion of 1885 and had com-
manded the 22nd Infantry Brigade before the outbreak of war. The
second in command was Major H. V. Rorke, V.D., from the 31st
Grey Regiment, and the Junior Major, Major J. H. Porter, V.DD,, from
the 10th Royal Grenadiers. Capt. J. K. Bertram, a graduate of
the Royal Military College, 1910, was appointed Adjutant, and Capt.
A. D. TIisken, a graduate of the same year, was made Assistant
Adjutant. The other appointments made were: Captains J. B.
McPhee, Transport Officer; Captain J. E. Knox, Paymaster; Lieut. A.
E. Whitby, Quartermaster; Lieut. I'. H. Lacey, Signalling Officer;
Lieut. I'. E. Morkill, Machine Gun Officer, and Lieut. H. M. Nichol-
son, Medical Officer. The Company Commanders were Capt. A. A.
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Smith, “A” Company; Capt. A. Earchman, “B” Company; Capt. G.
B. Gordon, “C” Company ; Major J. Preece, “D” Company, and Lieut.
W. H. Keslick the Base Company.

Various other units of the 2nd Contingent were quartered in
the Exhibition buildings, including the 4th Canadian Mounted Rifles,
the 19th Battalion, the 2nd Divisional Artillery, the 2nd Divisional
Signal Company, and the 2nd Divisional Train. Between the 19th
and the 20th Battalions there always existed a friendly rivalry, which
continued throughout the war. Side by side in the Exhibition
Buildings, the spirited competition drew forth the best from each and
created in the personnel an “esprit-de-corps” beneficial to both.

Battalion Headquarters was established in the Press Building.
Officers were quartered with those of the 19th Battalion in the Applied
Arts Building; Senior Sergeants occupied the Women’s Building and
the rank and file the Horticultural Building. There was one large
mess for the officers of all units in the Administrative Block. The
men messed in Bird’s Restaurant Building, in rear of the Grand Stand.
The officers’ quarters in the Arts Building, consisting of three rooms,
contained all that was essential for comfort. Camp cots were sym-
metrically arranged on all sides, while the equipment was hung on
pegs fixed to the walls. At the foot of the cots there were tables
and kit boxes. In the centre of each room a large Quebec heater
spread a pleasant warmth. The arrangements for the men in the
Horticultural Building were of a more primitive nature. Throughout
the building large wooden frames about fourteen feet long and eight
feet wide provided accommodation for eight men, four above and
four below. A paillasse, a pillow and two blankets were provided
for every man. At the foot of each berth hung the equipment. The
rifles stood in racks fixed to the frames. Necessaries were kept in
haversacks and clothing in the kit bag and pack. Everything was
arranged in accordance with a set scheme.

From November 7, 1914, until May 14, 1915, these quarters
served as our house and home.

A regular routine of barrack life soon set in, varying little during
the long winter months. In the early mornings, some time before
dawn, trumpets and bugles sounded “Reveille”, orders were shouted
by the N.C.O.’s and everyone awoke from peaceful slumbers to dress
for the half-hour “wake-up” run around the grounds. From the Arts
Building emerged all the junior officers to lead their platoons during
this morning exercise. Their first duty was to hear rolls called, see
the sick and listen to complaints; then to “fall in” their men under
the supervising eyes of the Lield Officer of the Week, the Captain
of the Day and the Adjutant. Woe betide that officer who was late
for this or any other parade. Then we all moved out into the grounds,
where the electric lamps glowed dim and bleary through a grey, cold
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mist. “Run” for five minutes—“walk”’—"knees up”’—breathe”’—off
again. Warmed up and panting, back to the ‘“barracks” and dis-
missed. So the day began.

Then washing and shaving amidst a medley of whistling, singing,
chatter and laughter, polishing buttons, making up cots and laying
out of equipment. We were young and inexperienced. Yet, here
and there, a medalled veteran, quick in his actions, erect and poised,
moved subdued and serious. He was living with his memories. This
was no new experience to him. One could almost detect a faint look
of pity as he glanced at the younger lads around him, helping one here,
correcting another there. Sick parade, then “fall in” for breakfast,
and we marched by companies from the Horticultural Building to the
Restaurant Building for the first meal of the day. There the Sergeant
Cook and cooks’ helpers had breakfast ready and mess orderlies were
waiting to serve. The Mess was always clean and few complaints
were ever heard, except about the lack of variety and continued appear-
ance of “Mulligan” and prunes.

After breakfast we dressed for the first parade of the day. “Iall
in” at 8.45 a.m. on company parade areas. ‘“Duties” were first detailed
and marched off. Then “Markers” sounded. They took up position
under the R.S.M. on the battalion parade ground ; then the “Assembly”
call, when companies marched on their markers.

After the usual preliminaries of reporting ‘“all present” or other-
wise, a three-hour drill period started, interspersed with brief rest
intervals. The first hour was usually devoted to physical training.
Who can forget the high pitch of excellence attained under R.S.M.
Rowe-Whitton, assisted by Company Sergts.-Major Bridger, Collett,
Fraser and Dunn? I‘ollowing an arduous few months of effort
Whitton was able to display a whole battalion of men which could
carry out gymnastics with and without arms with the precision of an
individual. It was a notable achievement. The band played and at
a blast of the whistle the battalion answered to a man—the movement
attuned to the measure. The exhibition was almost flawless.

After physical drill came close order drill. As day followed day
the training gradually developed from squad to platoon drill, from
platoon drill to company drill and from company drill to battalion
drill. It was difficult to keep the routine from becoming monotonous.
Looking back on these months of training, one realizes that some

. system of competition might have proved an incentive to greater effort,

such as a cup and prizes for the best drilled section in each company,
the same for the best platoon in the battalion. One cup was actually
presented for competition between companies for general efficiency
and finally won by “A” Company. However, route marches through
the city did much to relieve the monotony of parades. These also
proved to be a considerable asset to recruiting, but their chief object
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naturally was to train all ranks in marching. It was not realized until
a year later, when marches had to be carried out in the field according
to schedules, how very important was the time spent on such training.

We furnished a Guard of Honour of a hundred picked men of
six feet and over under the command of Major A. A. Smith, “A”
Company, at the prorogation of the Ontario Provincial Parliament in
December, 1914. It was a credit to us.

Elementary musketry was practiced on the parade ground, and
indoor firing was carried out under the grand stand during the winter,
until, on a beautiful afternoon in early spring, we set out for Long
Branch, over the road which is now the Toronto-Hamilton Highway,
to carry out field practices. The seven-mile march was most enjoyable
and on arrival we were housed in the huts on the ranges. Iiring
began early next morning, continuing throughout the first day and
part of the second. Tortunately, the weather was ideal and there
was no hitch in the programme. The arrangements made by the
members of the staff of the Canadian School of Musketry were
excellent.

The next type of training to be carried out was trench digging.
This was done in the neighbourhood of Stanley Barracks—by
platoons—under the supervision of personnel of the Canadian Lngi-
neers. An officer took us first of all to an area where a sample
section of a trench had been prepared. He explained the meaning
of the terms, “Traverse”, “Bay”, “Firestep”, “Parapet”, ‘“Parados”,
etc. He showed how trenches were marked out on the ground; how
the first process was to dig to gain quick cover, the second to provide
a firestep and arm rest and the third to furnish communication behind
the firestep. After this explanation, tasks were duly allotted and all
ranks proceeded to practice “digging in”’.

Some tactical exercises were arranged by the Staff of the District
and practiced by the combined troops from the Exhibition Grounds,
Cavalry, Artillery and Infantry. The rank and file trusted that these
exercises were beneficial to the senior officers; to them they only meant
marches, halts, more marches and more halts, officers galloping here
and there, groups standing seriously studying maps. Mystic words
such as “outposts”, “advanced guards”, etc., were wafted towards
them, until, after being told to “attack”, “lie down” and ‘“get up” they
were marched back to barracks thoroughly wearied, sadder but
decidedly not wiser men. Two of these manceuvres have reason to
be remembered—one at Cedarvale on a bitterly cold day and another
at High Park at night.

War establishments lay down that in the Theatre of War, a
percentage of each unit must be retained at the Base to form a nucleus
around which, in the event of serious casualties, the unit can be
reorganized. The Base Company performs that function and in
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addition it furnishes the first reinforcements, absorbs and trains
replacements from the depots and casualties from the hospitals and
keeps all records. The company is organized at the same time as
the unit. In the 20th, Lieut. W. H. Keslick commanded the Base
Company and his principal task was to train recruits before they were
posted to the companies. These recruits came from the same twelve
units that made up the Battalion and were supplied in small detach-
ments of five, ten or more men as they were required. In all three
hundred and forty-seven passed through this base to fill up gaps in the
other companies, caused by sickness, crime, or even a change of mind,
thus leaving only hand-picked personnel with the battalion when it
sailed for England. This company continued to function, and train
as a company, until after the battalion had left England for France.

During the last week in April, Canada experienced its first shock
of war when the casualty lists of the Second Battle of Ypres appeared,
accompanied by the news that the Germans had used gas as an instru-
ment of war. Numerous suggestions were made to combat this new
method of attack; some worthy gentleman, whose name, alas! is lost to
posterity, suggested restraining breathing for one and a half minutes,
during which troops could advance at a jog for two hundred yards.
The idea of the practice was that when gas was discharged by the
enemy the thing to do was to attack, and, by restraining the breathing
for one and a half minutes, all the troops would be through the gas
cloud and in the enemy’s trenches before harm could be done. For
two or three days we had to practice and submit to lectures on this
“wonderful idea”.

Periodical inspections of the battalion took place, first by the
G.O.C. of the District, Colonel Elliott, then by Major-General Lessard,
Inspector General, followed by Major-General the Hon. Sam Hughes,
Minister of Militia. Col. Septimus Denison, who was to command the
4th Brigade, also looked us over. We faced these inspections in fear
and trembling, each of us feeling that his whole future depended on
the efficiency of the battalion and that disaster would follow a single
mistake. One particularly impressive inspection was the last in
Toronto by the Minister of Militia. The battalion was lined up on
the shore of Lake Ontario, facing the expansive lawn in front of the
Administrative Building. Sir Sam formed up his staff at the far end
of the lawn and marched forward at its head, filling the minds of the
troops with something akin to awe. It was a spectacular ceremony.
He halted thirty paces from us while the band struck up the “General
Salute” and we presented arms. Iorming us into a hollow square,
he addressed a few characteristic words to the “boys”.

Considerable tribute is due to the founders and editors of the
regimental periodical “The Twentieth Gazette”, C.Q.M.S. H. Wreford
Clarke, “C” Company, and Sergt. W. W. Murray, “D” Company.
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Absence of journalistic experience deterred neither of them from
establishing their whimsical little sheet. They developed quite a news
instinct, and made the publication popular by being bold enough to
take a sly dig at the Commanding Officer, to feign respect for majors,
to treat captains with cynicism, to be distressingly sarcastic about
subalterns, to be openly insulting about sergeants, to be abusive about
corporals, but wise enough to be extremely polite about privates.

There were several escapades at various times which relieved the
monotony and added spice to soldiering, too many to relate. One,
however, is worthy of note. A number of the battalion roysterers,
returning from the city where they had been snatching some fleeting
joys long after “lights out” without passes, arrived at the Eastern
Gate. On guard within was a picket of the 4th C.M.R.’s. How could
they “break” it? They held a council of war to consider the question.
It was decided that one of the number should scale the wall and drop
noisily on the other side, then bolt for the buildings in order to draw
off the picket, thus leaving the coast clear for his comrades. The ruse
succeeded, and the hero was duly captured while his chums escaped.
The result was seven days C.B. for the captive, which meant pack
drill every night of twenty-minute periods at times selected by the
Provost Sergeant. But such was the spirit of the others, that each
answered “defaulters” in turn, nightly, giving the “hero’s” name. It is
said that Provost Sergeant Brown was none the wiser, which is doubt-
ful, but as long as he had the correct number on parade its personnel
did not worry him.

A story is told of a sergeant of the battalion who, returning after
spending a night with the 109th, found his cot occupied by an indi-
vidual huddled up in his blankets. He was told “it’s the watchman,
poor chap; he’s very ill, don’t disturb him”. He spent a rotten night
on the floor, careful not to disturb the sick one. Rising early and
exhausted, he laid a hand on the invalid—and felt the hard edges of
some old boots and lumps of coal.

One night the Provost Sergeant had a solitary but simple defaulter
who had not yet learnt the rudiments of drill. When he gave the
order “About turn”’-—nothing happened. “Didn’t you hear ‘About
Turn?,” whispered Sergt. Brown in dulcet tones. “No,” said the
innocent one, “What about him?”

The equipment worn was the “Oliver” pattern. It was most
uncomfortable, being of leather, and when the pack was filled for
service the cross-straps pressed so heavily on the chest that the
breathing was restricted. Ross rifles and bayonets were the arms
carried. The clothing was good, but fitted too closely. It looked
smart, but, for service, loose clothing was better. The boots, too,
were made more for parade than for active service.

An epidemic of “spotted fever” broke out in one of the camps
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in Quebec and spread to several places where troops were concentrated.
Many cases were reported in the Exhibition Grounds and, as several
deaths occurred rapidly, much consternation was caused. “D” Com-
pany, in which our cases occurred, was moved into quarantine in the
Inglis Building at the foot of Strachan Avenue for about ten days,
where the officers and men had a most enjoyable rest, far from the
routine and fatigues of barracks. The medical authorities, however,
soon had the situation in hand, but owing to the outbreak several men
were still in hospital when we left Toronto.

About the beginning of May, a restless spirit pervaded the whole
cantonment. Rumours of moves of troops for points of embarkation
spread through the barracks, one being that the 4th C.M.R.’s and the
Artillery were to leave before the 19th and 20th Battalions. This
rumour led to an unfortunate incident. One night the pent up
enthusiasm of the infantry could stand the tension no longer and
before “lights out” parties of the infantry units gathered round the
quarters of the Mounted Rifles and Artillery, with the stupid idea of
preventing them from leaving. This was, fortunately, only the notion
of a few hot-heads. The majority were there merely as spectators.
Some clashes took place without serious results, except that one
artillery officer drove his sword through the big drum of the 20th
Battalion. The whole affair was more in the nature of a “rag” than
a riot, and after an hour or so all was quiet.

After weeding out all ineffectives and obtaining replacements
from the 35th Battalion, we formed up on the parade ground at 5 a.m.
on the morning of May 14 for our last inspection before leaving for
England. At 6 am. the train steamed quietly away from the
Exhibition Grounds, loaded with the personnel and stores of the Bat-
talion, now complete according to War Establishments.

The journey to Montreal was uneventful, but, as we passed along
the route, the last memories of Ontario were pleasant ones. No
country is more beautiful in early spring, and the spring of 1915 was
a particularly fine one. The buds were beginning to cast that delicate
veil of green over the grey limbs of the trees and brush. The farmers,
the backbone of the prosperity of this country, were tilling the patches
of rich brown earth in fields chequered in the vista with the green
winter wheat. With strange sensations we left these scenes behind us,
journeying towards something of which we had so slight a conception.

Montreal was reached about 7 p.m. The train passed through
the city, drawing up to the water’s edge where lay the ship “Megantic”,
which was to convey us across the ocean. There the embarkation and
ship’s officers took charge, and with great efficiency soon had us all
embarked and settled down. From that moment we became one of
the units of the Canadian Expeditionary Force.



CHAPTER 11
England, 1915.

In France, the 1st Canadian Division was moving up to take part
in the battles at I'estubert and Givenchy. Farther south the French
were attacking in the Souchez Valley and on the slopes of Vimy Ridge,
at Notre Dame de Lorette, Carency and Neuville St. Vaast. On the
Eastern front, the Russians—who had penetrated far into Germany—
were being rapidly driven back by Von Mackensen. At Gallipoli, the
Allied forces, which had landed on April 25, were fighting hard to
maintain their hold on the Peninsula. The outlook was not altogether
cheerful.

On May 15, early in the morning, we sailed from Montreal. The
deep notes of the ship’s whistle awakened us and we realized that
we were leaving Canada. Other units of the 2nd Division were on
board, namely, the 2nd Divisional Signal Company, the 2nd Divisional
Ammunition Column, the Headquarters Staff of the 2nd Division,
and its Commander, Major-General Sir Sam Steele.

I'ew of us had been on board an Atlantic liner before and in con-
sequence much interest was taken in our surroundings. Some made
bold to ascend the bridge, only to be told politely but very firmly that
it was “out of bounds”. By the often quaint process of military
reasoning, two sets of heavy winter underwear had been issued to
each man before leaving. As we had already begun to swelter in the
warmth of the spring sunshine many of these were surreptitiously
thrown overboard.

As we steamed down the St. Lawrence, the countryside looked
calm and peaceful. On both sides the farms stretched out as in a
pattern, up the slopes of the low hills to the north and to the far-off
southern horizon. Villages dotted the landscape, each with its large
church, peculiarly characteristic of Irench-Canadian communities.
Farmers could be seen tilling their fields, hardly seeing the passing
ship or its passengers, and intent only on the cares of their simple
and circumscribed existence.

Reaching Quebec City, we hove-to about 3.30 p.m. Above us it
stood, serene and splendid against a sunlit sky. Who can look at
the Citadel and the Heights of Abraham and fail to picture the scene
alive with figures creeping forward to surprise the unsuspecting watch-
men? We, another generation, were also passing along ‘“the path of
glory” which “leads but to the grave”.

Leaving the historic city behind, our next stop was at Father
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Point, where the pilot was dropped, taking with him the last batch of
letters to be mailed in Canada. None of the other vessels containing
the troops of the 2nd Division could be seen, although it was known
that they were either following or had preceded us, so that when the
“Megantic” set out to sea she was apparently alone.

Regulations with regard to discipline on board ship were issued.
Officers, N.C.O.’s and men were detailed to various duties. The possi-
bility of interference from enemy craft had to be anticipated. A plan
showing the exact position to be taken up by each unit on the “alarm”
being sounded was prepared. To test the efficiency of these arrange-
ments, false alarms were blown at irregular intervals. On the third
day out the ship hove-to while boats were lowered, to demonstrate
how these would, in emergency, be handled and manned. A daily
programme, which included physical drill in the mornings and deck-
sports and boxing in the afternoons, was prepared and carried out.
The evenings were spent attending concerts or lectures until 9.30 p.m.,
when all turned in for the night.

Strict precautions were taken to see that no lights were shown.
Port-holes were all carefully curtained and guards patrolled the decks
to check any infringement of orders. Lookouts were posted and kept
careful watch for submarines and mines. Few had ever seen a sub-
marine or a mine; nevertheless some of these guards were placed at
gratings only a few feet above the level of the ocean, their eyes glued
upon the moving waters in search of objects “like footballs with big
spikes on them”—a description of mines hazarded by an officer.

On the afternoon of May 23, much commotion was caused by
the appearance of two naval vessels dashing through the waters
towards the “Megantic”’. Could they be German? Anxious eyes were
fixed on the wicked looking craft as they tore through the sea, their
bows throwing up great volumes of foam and their funnels belching
clouds of smoke. Some distance off they suddenly wheeled around
and with remarkable precision assumed positions about four hundred
yards apart, one on each side and both slightly ahead of the “Megantic”.
They were H.M.S.’s “Lucifer” and “Legion”, sent from Devonport
to bring us safely through. What a sense of security their presence
gave us! We cheered and the band played, but there was no response
from the “Silent Navy”.

On the 24th—Victoria Day—everyone was on deck before day-
break to get the first glimpse of England. In the grey dawn another
liner loomed ahead of us, which proved to be the “Scandinavian”,
conveying our sister Battalion, the 19th. As we gazed on the slowly
brightening horizon towards which we plunged, a speck appeared—
“England”, was the subdued murmur.

It was with feelings of reverence that we first looked upon the
land of our ancestors. We gazed in silence. The land to us was
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“The Old Country”, tales of which we had heard ever since we were
old enough to understand. The bones of the breed we sprang from
lay buried somewhere on that hallowed Isle.

As the sun rose we entered the English Channel. Passing Land’s
End, we steamed along the coast of Cornwall, and were surprised and
delighted to see such a number of vessels, homeward and outward
bound. So much had been heard of dangers from raids on channel
shipping by the German Navy that we had imagined the risks too
great to be undertaken by any craft unless in convoy. We had
thought of ships stealing forth in the darkness of the night, guided
by watchful and anxious crews. Instead they were, in broad daylight,
plying the seas in spite of all hazards and bringing from afar com-
modities for the nation.

About 10 a.m. we sailed into Plymouth Sound, where many ships
were lying at anchor. The “Megantic” was slowly brought to her
moorings. Her arrival was greeted by loud cheers from the boys
of the training ship “H.M.S. Conway”’, which lay in the stream off the
pier at which we moored. This old wooden warship, of the Nelson
type, was gaily bedecked with bunting. We lustily echoed the three
hearty British cheers of the youngsters who stood shoulder to shoulder
at attention on the yardarms and deck.

After some delay disembarkation commenced and soon we were
drawn up on the quay and marched to the Railway Station. Here
we had our first experience of the authority of a Military Landing
Officer—an M.L.O.—who in peppery tones hustled us aboard a train.
There was much laughter and derision at the smallness of the engine
and carriages as compared to those in Canada.

Very little was seen of the City of Plymouth, one of the chief
and most famous seaports of England. It was there that the English
fleet awaited the arrival of the Spanish Armada, and it was the last
port in England to be touched by the “Pilgrim Iathers” on the “May-
flower”.

Leaving behind a fatigue party to unload and bring on the baggage
in another train, we journeyed along the northern shore of the English
Channel, through a panorama of lovely everchanging vistas of green-
topped, red sandstone cliffs, with little villages nestling in the coves,
all bathed in warm sunshine. Passing LExeter, a city “which alone
in England can trace up a life unbroken to so remote a past”, we sped
over the Downs to Salisbury “whose cathedral stands up, perfect in
proportion and exquisite in workmanship” and across a beautiful
stretch of inland pastures to the outskirts of the great City of London—
the capital of the British Empire. Holiday crowds lining the plat-
forms of the stations through which we passed greeted us with great
enthusiasm. Had it not been for the large sprinkling of khaki-clad
soldiers, one would never have dreamt of war. Skirting the southern
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suburbs of London, the train travelled into open country again, passing
in the dusk through the hop vineyards of Kent until at 9 p.m. it drew
into Westenhanger, famous in former days for its race-course.

Detraining we formed up and marched about two miles to West
Sandling, arriving at 11 p.m. at the Camp, where huts were allotted,
two to each platoon. Having hung up our equipment, we were
marched to the field kitchens of the 21st Battalion and given a hot
meal. This over, all ranks turned in under new and unfamiliar con-
ditions.

It had seemed a long day, starting with the excitement of the first
glimpses of Cornwall from the deck of the “Megantic”, followed by
the train journey across the south of England, and ending in huts in
Kent.

It is impossible to forget our first impressions when on waking
up next morning we went outside our huts and looked around. We
stood in shirt sleeves, curiously viewing the scene in the early sun-
light. Here, amidst delightful surroundings of woodland and culti-
vation, were planted many large military camps. We were in the
Shorncliffe area, two miles from the English Channel. From our
location we could see other camps stretching eastwards, occupied by
the 5th and 6th Brigades, the other brigades of the 2nd Canadian
Division. Ours—the 4th Brigade at West Sandling—was laid out
in the form of a large square, divided into four parts, one to each of
the four battalions, the 18th, 19th, 20th and 21st, each containing a
large parade ground, quarters for officers, N.C.O.’s and men, together
with offices, stables and stores. To the south-east lay Saltwood
Castle, where the four Knights met to plot the murder of Thomas a
Becket, Archbishop of Canterbury, the night before the deed was
committed. In this beautiful corner of England, close to the ancient
and hospitable seaports of Hythe, Folkestone and Dover and sur-
rounded by restful and romantic inland villages, we were destined to
remain for four memorable months.

Training in England differed entirely from the intensive close-
order drill which was the substance of the work done in Canada. In
the confines of the Exhibition Grounds in Toronto, it was impossible
to do any field work, and besides, the weather, except for the last
month, made much outdoor work impracticable. Here everything was
in favor of that part of training, which combines the discipline of
co-ordinated movement with the skilled initiative of the individual.

On the 25th June Brig.-General Lord Brooke (later the Earl of
Warwick) took over the command of the 4th Brigade, succeeding
Colonel Septimus Denison, whoses health was not good, and under his
direction a period of intensive training began. First, many officers and
N.C.O’s were sent to various Army Schools in different parts of
England to receive instruction in standard methods of training. Early
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in June, the Battalion was ordered to organize sections of scouts and
bombers. These were formed of picked men from the companies, the
Scouts under Lieut. D. J. Corrigall and the Bombers under Lieut. J. D.
Belt. Each section began its training along its own particular line.
The Scouts devoted their time to map reading, field sketching, compass
marching and patrolling. Many acres of Kent were traversed and
drawn to scale. At the end of a day’s work, the section sometimes met
in the back room of a tavern and sometimes on a lovely hillside to
compare notes. The work was intensely interesting and drew to this
section a good type of soldier. The first scout sergeant was Wreford
Clarke, succeeded by W. W. Murray, both editors of the “Twentieth
Gazette”. The home of the “Gazette” was in the Scouts. The
Bombers type of training was possibly of a less interesting nature.
Lieut. Belt gave them an intensive course of lectures on the construc-
tion of bombs, “jam-tin”, “hairbrush” and “pippins”, the “Mills”
being then unknown.

Up to the middle of July, elementary tactical training was sys-
tematically carried out and musketry completed on the rifle ranges
at Hythe. Then more advanced tactical schemes were undertaken.
The first to appear in the records took place on July 13, when the
Brigade carried cut an exercise involving the protection of an
imaginary convoy travelling from Sixmile Cottages to Canterbury,
along Stone Street. On the way, the Battalion acting as escort was
attacked by the 21st Battalion and a bloodless battle ensued, the result
of which (as indicated by the war diary) showed that “many mistakes
were made, but a great deal of useful information was gained there-
from”. On the 20th, the Brigade marched to South Willesborough,
near Ashford, where a billeting scheme was practised. On the 22nd
an attack on Sellinge was made in heavy rain under the eagle eye of
the Minister of Militia. We had a march of three hours during the
night of July 23. On August 3, a brigade outpost scheme took place
near Bonnington, again in rain, and finally on the 13th we did a route
march to Dymchurch, where we bivouaced for the night. This ended
the brigade exercises.

On August 4, Mr. Bonar Law and Sir Sam Hughes, betwecen
showers of rain, reviewed our Division at Beachborough. After the
march past, Col. Allan allowed the Battalion to take shelter from the
rain under the trees, but the Brigadier galloped up: “Outrageous! Get
your men back at once!” That evening in the Town Hall at Folke-
stone Mr. Bonar Law, Sir Sam Hughes, and General Steele addressed
the officers. Sir Sam Hughes remarked during his address: “Mr.
Bonar Law has said he cannot disclose to you the numbers of the
British army in France. I will read them to you from a newspaper”.
And read them he did, to our amusement.
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On August 16, Divisional manceuvres commenced with a route
march from the Royal Oak Inn, Hythe, to Aldington, by way of
Sellinge and Smeeth, returning via Lympne. This was followed by
others on the 18th and 20th to Court-at-Street and Brabourne Lees.
On both occasions we were in reserve and spent the days doing nothing
of interest, as the diary records: “In reserve all day, so derived no
tactical advantage from the day’s work”. This inaction gave rise to
distressing and totally inaccurate rumours that the 20th Battalion
would not be sent to France. On the 23rd the Division set out for
Ashford on a four-day scheme. We left camp at 8.30 a.m., marching
on Willesborough as the “advanced guard” to the 4th Brigade. Willes-
borough was reached without incident and we were ordered to furnish
the “outposts” to the Brigade for the night. At 11 p.m. we were
ordered to attack the bridges over the Great Stour River. On reaching
the bridges it was found that the enemy had retired. We pushed on,
allowing the Division to cross the Great Stour River under cover of
darkness and make an attack on the enemy at Kennington. The
“stand fast” sounded about 2 a.m., when we went into bivouacs for
the night in the neighbourhood of Ashford.

The weather was ideal for such operations. The following day
we carried out a billeting scheme in Ashford and then bivouacked again
in the same area. At 8 a.m. on the 26th we left Ashford in order
to take part in an attack on Aldington, but again we were in reserve
and merely followed by stages in the wake of the advanced troops.
Arriving at a spot about four miles from Sandling, we were told to
go home. Reaching camp about 7 p.m., thoroughly tired but in good
spirits, we again settled down to camp routine. These four pleasant
days in the country completed the Divisional manceuvres.

Such schemes for higher formations are a very necessary part
of training, but for the junior ranks they are hardly instructive. In
war, success depends on the action of the sections, platoons and com-
panies, whose commanders must be told what is expected of them;
but in peace training the details of the exercises prepared to produce
lessons for war are rarely communicated to these commanders, who
are essentially the most important in the whole organization.

Training in the digging of trenches and the weaving of wire
entanglements was carried out on Tolsford Hill. Every type of trench
was traced out and constructed. Sandbags were carefully laid, header
and stretcher; each piece of revetting was scrupulously set in place;
fire steps were symmetrically built and parapets had neat arm-rests
and plenty of head cover. Models of those at the front!

One night we did a practice relief and occupation of these trenches
after dark, badly done owing to lack of proper instruction. Had it
been carried out first by day and then by night some value might have
accrued. However, it was a change, and any form of variety was
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welcomed. Training was becoming irksome—we wished for the real
thing.

Much was done towards bettering equipment. We arrived in
England wearing the ill-fitting and cumbersome “Oliver” pattern.
After many trials this was converted into a more serviceable model—
a great improvement on the original—but one which still interfered
with our respiration while marching. Finally it was discarded and,
amid rejoicing, “Web” equipment was issued.

As the clothing brought over from Canada fitted too tightly and
caused much chafing, the loose British type was adopted, as was the
standard or “ammunition” boot, which replaced the smart-looking but
less serviceable Canadian style.

On the morning of August 27, news arrived that Colonel Allan
was to return to Canada. This announcement came like a bolt from
the blue to the troops and the news that a car was awaiting his
departure at Headquarters spread like wildfire.. Very soon small
groups began to assemble about the huts and angry murmurings were
heard: “We don’t care a damn for the DBrigadier—we want our
Colonel”. The bugles sounding the “I‘all in” were ignored and instead
the men swarmed to the Orderly Room. They arrived just in time
to see Colonel Allan step into the car. With whoops and yells they
surrounded the car and insisted on his driving on to the parade ground,
where getting out to pacify the crowd, he was hoisted shoulder high
and carried through lines of cheering men. After this demonstration,
however, he managed to free himself and depart peacefully.

The men, left to themselves and having once disregarded authority,
were at a loss to know what next to do. Someone suggested that they
go to Hythe for a bathe. This was immediately acted upon and it
was soon evident that matters might become serious. Realizing this,
with characteristic energy Major Rorke and Captains Bertram and
McLauchlan sent for their horses and rode after the good-natured
mob, overtaking them near Saltwood Castle. There Major Rorke
halted the leaders and formed the men into squads; then, following the
inclinations of the troops, he led them to a formal bathing parade.
After a cool dip in the ocean, the “mutineers’” were marched home. In
a few days the incident was forgotten.

Shortly afterwards several changes of Officers took place. Lieut.-
Colonel C. H. Rogers, then in England on leave from the Front, took
command of the 20th Battalion. He was a great-great-grand nephew
(on his father’s side) of the first commander of the Queen’s Rangers,
the famous Colonel Robert Rogers, and on his mother’s side he was a
great-great-grandson of Captain William Waddell, who fought at
Waterloo. He served as a Major commanding a squadron of the 5th
C.M.R.,, South Africa, 1902, and in 1912 had commanded the 3rd
(Prince of Wales’) Dragoons. He had already seen considerable ser-
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vice in Belgium with the 1st Canadian Division, as second in command
of the 2nd Battalion at the second Battle of Ypres (where he was
recommended for the D.S.0.) and later as acting Commanding Officer
of the 4th Battalion.

Zeppelin raids on England were at this time causing considerable
casualties in towns on the East Coast and in the London area. On
September 13, two separate raids were made on Kent and Essex. The
one over the former county came quite close to us. Bombs dropped
near Westenhanger caused some casualties among the men and horses
of the Artillery.

Several editions of “The Twentieth Gazette” were issued during
our sojourn at Sandling. The sheet retained its popularity, particu-
larly as the editors continued their policy of playing the tune that
pleased the privates.

On September 2 the 2nd Division was reviewed by H.M. the King
and Lord Kitchener, and on the 10th we were notified that in a few
days we would be leaving for France. Another phase in the history
of the battalion was coming to a close. Those who had relatives and
friends in England obtained short leave to bid them brief farewells.
Everyone was keyed to a high pitch of excitement, and preparations
to evacuate the camp were shortly under way. Arrangements to
receive new units were being made. The first new British Army
divisions were being assembled in the Theatre of War. Lord
Kitchener had just announced that eleven new divisions had crossed
and that seventeen more miles of front had been taken over from the
French. Other Canadian troops were disembarking in England and
were on their way to fill the hutted camps about to be vacated.

Complete in all its organization, equipped as a tactical fighting
unit, trained to a state of general efficiency, the 2nd Canadian Division
was silently moving from England to Irance, prepared to take its
place beside its illustrious predecessor, the 1lst Canadian Division,
whose prowess at the second battle of Ypres, at Festubert and at
Givenchy, had filled the hearts of all Canadians with pride. Our time
of trial was approaching. We viewed the future—the unknown—with
some apprehension.

The first detachments of the 20th Battalion to move were the
Transport Section and the Advance Party, consisting of one hundred
and twelve all ranks. These left on the evening of September 12 for
Southampton. The remainder of our Battalion was due to depart two
days later.

West Sandling on September 14 presented an odd picture of
bustle. Men moved in and out of their huts like bees round a hive.
Some were laying out kits, some were sweeping and cleaning up, while
here and there others were having their equipment fitted so that the
weight would be evenly distributed on their shoulders. After an early
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supper, platoon commanders marshalled their men, had rolls called,
made a minute inspection and then marched to company parade. Com-
pany Commanders looked proudly down the ranks, spoke a few words
of praise and thanked the men for their excellent behaviour during
the long period of training, expressing their confidence in the men’s
ability to give a good account of themselves. Then they marched on
their markers as a Battalion at 7 p.m., and, for the last time till the
war had ended, “fell in” on parade in England.

The weather was cloudy and cool. As the Adjutant passed along
the line of company commanders, the Battalion to a man stood erect
and silent. “All present” being reported, Colonel Rogers gave the
command ‘‘Advance in Column of route from the right—form fours—
right.” The band struck up the regimental march and the mass
uncoiled like a serpent—*“Forward.”

With singular feelings—a mixture of pleasure and regret—West
Sandling was left behind. Looking northwards to Tolsford Hill, the
familiar practice trenches could be dimly discerned on the ridge. The
old “Plantation” nestled on the hillside. To the west the wooded
landscape stretched to the horizon. Southwards, in the foreground,
the chimneys of Saltwood Castle rose from amongst the trees. In the
distance the English Channel looked grey and cold. The low pastoral
hills with winding hedged-in roads enclosed the camp to the east. One
long last look around and then we turned our faces towards IFolkestone.

Rain commenced falling. Along the road the kindly inhabitants
waved us a last farewell, little dreaming that for three long years and
more this human stream would intermittently flow and that their boys—
who then stood by them—were destined sooner or later to be engulfed
by it.

4 TFolkestone was in darkness when we arrived. No lights could
be shown in coastal towns because of threats of raids from sea and
air. Through the streets in drenching rain we marched down to the
pier, where lay the “Duchess of Argyle”, which was to convey us to
France. “All aboard” at 10 p.m. Then a bell rang, and the ship
was moving. Looking back, the last glimpse we had of England was
of a black wall of cliffs under overhanging clouds.

As we steamed outward, mysterious little vessels, crashing through
the waves at tremendous speed, were seen from the decks for just
an instant. They vanished as suddenly as they had appeared. Farther
out light signals flickering and flashing signified that all around us
were our guardians—the ships of the British Navy.

The space on board was cramped and, as the passage was a rough
one, there was a good deal of sea-sickness. Some, at the moment of
laughing heartily at the discomfiture of their mates, would suddenly
change in expression, a sickly smile—flickering for a second—would
fade to a wan look of inexpressible misery. It was very amusing—
for those who had not succumbed.
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CHAPTER III

France and Belgium,
Autumn, 1915.

About midnight we came into the bay at Boulogne. Ahead of
us lay the black shore-line of France. Boulogne was not in such total
darkness as Folkestone had been, and as the rain had stopped we could
make out the lower part of the city. As we came closer we could
distinguish the shadows of the docks upon the water. Then, heralded
by blasts of whistles and shouts of voices, tugs suddenly appeared.
The ship’s engines were stopped, hawsers made fast, and at 12.30 on
the morning of September 15, 1915, the “Duchess of Argyle” was
moored to her dock at the Quai Chancy.

Disembarking began at once. On the pier, the companies were
formed up and given a rest to allow the effects of sea-sickness to wear
away. During the rest we had time to look about. Across the
harbour, through the rigging of many ships docked one beside another,
lights shone from the windows of massive buildings. Their facades,
lit faintly by the dim street lamps, stood out in relief against the dark
terraced background of the upper town. Crowds of Irench people
and soldiers had assembled to see us in spite of the hour. Their
clothes and uniforms, which were very different from our own,
sharpened the battalion wit; but the people were friendly enough, not
understanding our laughter.

Formed up once more, we marched over the cobbles to Pont
Marquet and up the Rue Nationale towards Ostrahove Rest Camp,
on the heights, in the southern suburbs of Boulogne. It was a
strangely silent march, perhaps because of the experiences of the last
twenty-four hours, and the quietness was unbroken except for the
steady tramp of feet upon the stones. We reached Ostrahove at two
in the morning, where camp officials took charge, guiding the units
to their lines.

On awaking we had news of the arrival of the 4th Brigade, the
18th, 19th, and 21st, all of which had crossed safely but not without
trouble. In the darkness, the transport conveying the 21st had collided
with that conveying the 18th. If it had not happened that the stem
of the boat containing the 21st had struck the paddle wheel, the
strongest part of the boat in which the 18th were, the results might
have been serious.

The warm sun slowly dissolved the early morning mists. Wet
kits and clothing were set out to dry. During the free hour after
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breakfast we were able in the clear sunshine to see for miles across
the water in front of us or the land behind. The harbour, which
appeared to lie almost at our feet, was crowded with ships of every
sort, moving in and out or lying at anchor, and from the Bay of
Boulogne to the distant horizon in the west the unusually blue sea
beyond was dotted by craft, large and small. From where we stood
the streets of the port, lined with trees and dignified houses, fell away
in terraces to the lower town, and on the terraces the spires of many
churches shone in the morning sun. Southwards and eastwards the
bosom of wooded hill and valley held little villages, like bird’s eggs
among heather; and the sandy height to the north, where once Soult
and Ney had prepared Napoleon’s army for the invasion of England,
looked out tranquilly upon the English Channel. The peace and beauty
of it all refreshed us, and its restfulness and calm made us forget the
rigours of the day before.

Most of the forenoon we spent preparing for our march to Pont
des Briques, where we were to entrain for St. Omer. Leaving
Ostrahove at 3.30 in the afternoon, we marched by way of a waggon
track to the main Paris-Boulogne road,—one of the roads built by
Caesar during his campaigns in this district—which follows the valley
of the River Liane.

Pont des Briques is a quaint village situated about three miles
south of Boulogne, differing in every way from the villages we had
seen in England where the cottages stand back from the street and
have neatly enclosed gardens in front. Here the houses were built
up to the sidewalks, with whitewashed walls relieved by window-
boxes and coloured shutters. Behind the houses were the gardens,
surrounded by high walls up which grape-vines grew. Rows of large
elms on each side of the wide street provided shade for the frequenters
of the cafés, who sat drinking their beer and watching us curiously.

We had to wait at the station some time for the train. It arrived
at last, a curiously constructed engine pulling with difficulty some old
carriages and many horse cars, marked in large white letters with the
legend which later became familiar, “40 Hommes 8 Chevaux”. We
piled ourselves into the cars and settled down on the loose straw
strewn over the floors. Aboard the train we found the transport,
quartermaster’s stores and the advance party which had left West
Sandling on the 12th bound for Le Havre. This efficiency of the
administrative services, so co-ordinating the movement of one part
of a unit by one route, widely separated from that of the other, that
both met at a small village station like Pont des Briques, astonished us.

Our good humour had returned, and as the train gradually moved
out we laughed and joked with the civilians who stood waving good-
bye. About five miles up the valley of the River Liane we turned
eastwards and slowly climbed to Samer, whence we went on through
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a well cultivated and prosperous part of the country, past Desvres,
Lumbres and Arques to St. Omer, which we reached at 9.30 p.m.

Here happened an event rather unlucky in its results. We had
been given no instruction in the duties connected with the entrain-
ment and detrainment of troops, so when we were informed that we
had arrived at St. Omer, everyone got out of the tightly packed train
and wandered about the station yard. With the order “fall in”, there
was extraordinary confusion. For a few minutes officers waited
impatiently while platoon sergeants roared themselves hoarse shouting
out the numbers of their platoons and men ran for their places. It
was some time before we were ready to move off.

The night was clear and the stars shone brightly, as we swung
out along that fine tree-lined road which leads to Cassel. The billeting
area allotted to us was at Lynde. We were informed that it was
only a short distance from St. Omer and stepped forth cheerily,
tramping to the time of many mouth organs.

After an hour or so of marching, broken by many checks and
halts throughout the column, it began to dawn on us that something
was wrong. Every moment after clearing the town we had expected
to be moved off the road and into billets. Instead of that the march
kept on, and the only answer we could get from the brigade guides
was “just a little further”. It transpired that the distance was eight
miles, but because of the numerous checks it took five hours to do a
march which should have been done in half the time.

On arrival at Lynde it was found that the accommodation was
inadequate and that quarters had to be obtained in farms adjacent
to the village. It was 4 a.m. before everyone was billeted.

Next morning the adjutant, visiting the lines, found the medical
officer attending to numerous cases of sore feet. These were the
effect of wet feet on the march to IFolkestone, the stiffness of the
new boots issued just before leaving West Sandling and the hardness
of the cobble stones of the French roads. The hour of departure
had thus to be changed from 11.30 a.m. to 1.30 p.m., giving us time
for our mid-day meal and a longer rest before starting.

The day was warm and sunny as we set out, with the band
playing and seemingly in good shape, to cover the eleven miles to
Eecke. To those who were fit, the march was enjoyable. Up to
Wallon Cappel, where we again struck the pavé, we followed side
roads through well cultivated land, which only women, children and
old men were tilling. I‘rom there we made for Hazebrouck, our
route being parallel to the Boulogne railway, on which we saw for
the first time a hospital train.

There was nothing striking about Hazebrouck. The buildings
were plain and unprepossessing, even in the Grande Place. As the
town was then intact—any long-range shelling done by the enemy
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being confined to the railway station—the citizens were still doing
their usual work.

We turned northwards towards St. Sylvestre. Irom the ridge
north of Hazebrouck an expanse of rich, rolling, pastoral country
came into view, flanked on the northwest by Cassel Hill. The gentle
slopes of this hill, crowned by the pointed spires and gables of terraced
buildings, made a rich subject for the brush of the painter.

Leaving the outskirts of the long and straggling village of St.
Sylvestre, we marched eastwards towards our billeting area at Lecke.
Mainly because of blistered feet only three-quarters of the battalion
strength marched into billets. The remainder had had to be attended
to by the ambulance personnel following in rear.

One farm was allotted to Battalion H.Q., one to the Transport
and one to each company. All were more or less of the same type,
built on three sides of a square enclosing the necessary but odoriferous
“midden”, which was surrounded by a cobbled causeway. The
dwelling was in the centre of the block, and the barn, byre, stable
and implement shed were in the two wings. In one corner there
was a small treadmill for operating a churn and a chopper. Beside
it stood a kennel, occupied by the large Belgian hound which trod
the mill when in use. The buildings were of brick and roofed with
red tiles and thatch. The windows were small and had green shutters,
while the doors were in half-sections, upper and lower, of a type
known as “Dutch” doors. Then there was the orchard and vegetable
garden through which the cattle, poultry and pigs wandered at will.
Monsieur—clad in his loose smocked blouse, paying little heed to the
new arrivals—quietly went about his business. Madame was equally
unconcerned, but the children found us a never-failing source of
interest.

As soon as we moved in kits were dumped on the ground and a
hot meal was served from the Company cooker drawn up in the
orchard. It was a beautiful evening, and the whole countryside had
an air of tranquility. In the distance, an enemy plane over our lines
was being “archied” and the faint rumble of guns from the direction
of Ypres proclaimed the nightly “strafe’” which, as the light diminished,
gradually died down. Warm mists rising from the brown fields drifted
slowly in the faint breeze through the long hop poles, on which still
clung the last fading leaves of the vines.

Standing orders regarding the occupation of billets were read
by the Company Commander, after which we went to the hayloft,
where we settled down in the straw for the night.

Next day most of the stragglers rejoined the battalion. During
the afternoon we were marched to Battalion Headquarters, “Stoffaes’
Farm,” for inspection by our Corps Commander, General Alderson.
Standing on a machine-gun limber, he made an address in which
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he extolled the exploits of the troops of the 1st Canadian Division
and criticized our bad marching of the previous day, which
he had witnessed. A pleasant incident of the parade was his imme-
diate recognition of a private in “D” Company—George Carr—who
had served with him in India when he was adjutant of the King’s
Own Royal West Kent Regiment. Two days later we were again
inspected, by H.R.H. Prince Arthur of Connaught.

On the 2lst, after a four days’ rest, we marched to Dranoutre,
a distance of about twelve miles, by way of Fletre, Meteren and
Bailleul. At Fletre and Meteren we passed ordnance workshops where
guns and limbers were being repaired. At other points along the
route we noticed reserve ammunition dumps and several mechanical
transport depots. In Bailleul, where the Canadian Corps Head-
quarters were stationed, many men of the 1lst Canadian Division
watched us pass by. We were very conscious of the critical glances
of these seasoned veterans. Just beyond Bailleul we saw an aero-
drome for the first time, situated in the grounds of the lunatic asylum.

There were no stragglers on this march. On arrival, “D” Com-
pany—Major Preece—was ordered to relieve a detachment of the
21st Battalion at Wood Camp, about a mile east of Dranoutre, and
two Platoons of “A” Company—Lieuts. J. E. D. Belt and H. W. A.
Foster—were sent to occupy Souvenir Farm, east of Wulverghem,
in close support of the troops occupying the trenches. The remainder
of the battalion was detailed to bivouac for the night in fields just
south-east of the village, and was moved next morning into farms
situated to the north-east of Dranoutre.

There was now no doubt as to where the line was. All around
us were the manifold evidence of active operations, the going and
coming of troops and transport, the piercing crack of the fire of
18-pounders, and the intermittent shelling of the town of Neuve
Eglise, two miles to the south-east of us.

Troops of the 28th British Division who had just been relieved
occupied billets in the vicinity. They were destined to go into action
at Loos—that battle of which one historian writes: “Of all the British
actions in the war, Loos was the one which did least credit to the
High Command”. The 28th, one of the new divisions of Kitchener’s
Army, unbroken to modern war, unfamiliar with trench fighting and
unhardened to that most nerve-racking of all experiences—a great
bombardment—was to be used to exploit the initial success.

Loos was over twenty miles south of us. As part of the prepar-
ations for the battle, a demonstration of activity was planned,
extending for many miles on both sides of the sector from which the
assault was to be launched. It was to consist of a smoke screen
developed to synchronize with the hour of the attack, calculated to
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keep the enemy from determining the precise point of attack and
prevent the rapid concentration of his reserves.

The smoke was to be created by setting fire to bags filled with
straw. As the 4th Brigade frontage was included in the scheme, we
had to furnish two companies on the night of September 24 to carry
bags from Locre to the front line, a distance of about seven miles.

This was the first experience any of us had of being “under fire”.
Until Wulverghem was reached, all went well, but there the whining
of spent bullets was rather disconcerting. Communication trenches
led forward, but owing to congestion caused by other carrying parties
progress was very slow. There was much slipping and stumbling on
wet trench mats. At the front line, the party laid the bags on the
parapets and made a hasty retreat back to billets. Few of those who
went forward had any clear recollection of the nature of the forward
trenches ; but all had experienced a new sensation—that of being close
to the edge of eternity.

The Battle of Loos opened on the 25th and continued for about
a week, during which the sound of the heavy concentrations of artillery
fire continued night and day.

Meantime, preparations were being made for the 20th Battalion
to take over a sector of the forward trenches. An advance party of
one officer and four N.C.O.’s from each company first made a recon-
naissance of the area, spending a night in the front line and returning
with lurid tales of harrowing experiences for the ears of their com-
rades. The companies moved forward from the peaceful area of
Dranoutre in the evening of September 26, marching to the music of
mouth-organs and songs.

On the march we were rarely silent. Sometimes we had the
band, always our voices. A song which caught the psychic note went
like fire down the ranks, until a whole platoon would be roaring
together. Songs varied with the mood, and with time and place.
Going into line we’d sing, “Keep Your Head Down, Fritzie Boy” or
“I Want to Go Home”; coming out of the line, “When the War is
Nearly Over”, “Michigan”, “Tennessee”, “Keep the Home Fires
Burning” or “When You Wore a Tulip”. Very popular were the
marching songs of the American Civil War, “Marching Through
Georgia” and ‘' John Brown’s Body”. Nearing the end of a long march
you'd hear, “Pack Up Your Troubles”.

The trenches were about six miles distant. For the first two
miles or so the farms were still occupied by their owners, but we soon
reached the region of deserted homes. From concealed emplacements,
guns barked and shells shrieked through the air, the dying sound
ending in a muffled crack as the shrapnel burst over Messines Ridge,
in black puffs of smoke which slowly drifted into space. An aero-
plane passed over us, drowsily droning its way home to Bailleul—its
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day’s work done. As we marched along the tree-lined road towards
Neuve Eglise in the fading light, the moist damp air, foul with the
odour of decay, filled our nostrils. I‘or a year these lands had lain
untilled and the rotting vegetation smelt horribly.

It was dark when we reached Wulverghem. We had to wait for
guides outside a ruined tavern called St. Quentin Cabaret, which was
buttressed by sandbags and safely housed battalion headquarters.
Whilst waiting we were somewhat worried by the singing sound of
spent bullets in the trees overhead. These, we soon found, rarely did
any harm, but it was our first experience of enemy fire and we felt
just a little nervous.

As we passed the cabaret to enter the communication trench, we
got the first information of the Loos offensive, which, though greatly
exaggerated, gave heart to the troops.

“The British have broken through”. “Twenty thousand Germans
are captured”. “Cavalry is pursuing the enemy, who is in a state
of rout”.

We were relieving the 21st Battalion. Their guides led us up
Seeley Avenue as far as Midland IFarm, where we were halted, for
at that point the trenches branched off in three directions. Here we
were given the fright of our lives. Machine guns suddenly blazed
out within a few yards of us. A mild panic ensued. Cries went up:
“The guides have missed their way”. . . . “We are in the German
lines”. . . . “These guns are firing at us”. Bullets were whipping the
air around us, and for a moment we felt the desperation of being
caught in a trap. Then a giant figure appeared on the edge of the
trench above us: “Is that the 20th Battalion?” It was “Frisco”
Morkill. The machine guns were his, firing not at us but at the
enemy. How he laughed at us! He had gone up with his machine
gunners the day before, and two of his guns were posted near Midland
IFarm.

In due course, we reached the Sector known as the “C” system,
which was divided into four company frontages:—C1, C2, C3 and
C4 and extended from the Wulverghem-Messines Road at Boyle’s
I'arm on the right to the Wulverghem-Wytschaete Road on the left.
IFrom Boyle’s I'arm to the centre of C2 ran the “Diagonal” which
had been built across an angle in the original “C” front line. About
five hundred yards in rear of the forward trenches there was a line of
strong points, designated R.E. Post, S.P. No. 4, S.P. No. 5, R.E.
Farm, Shell Farm and Burnt I'arm. We had finally reached the
objective for which the last ten months had been the preparation.
Only a parapet, a few strands of wire and some two hundred yards
of ground now separated us from the enemy.

It was arranged that each Company would relieve its cor-
responding number of the 21st Battalion, 1 to 4, numbered from the
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right. Being our first experience in taking over a sector of the front
line, we were all most punctilious in the execution of the orders
governing reliefs. Not until all officers were completely satisfied on
every detail were the troops of the 21st Battalion allowed to filter out.
Liaison was then established with the Lord Strathcona’s Horse on the
right and the 18th Battalion on the left.

Left to ourselves, we explored the strangeness of our sur-
roundings, moving about like shadows in the darkness and speaking
in whispers. We searched the funk-holes and stood on the fire-step to
peer through the gloom towards the German lines; and found it diffi-
cult to restrain the nervous excitement which possessed us. Sentries
were on duty in the firebays, listening posts had been garrisoned; and
beyond them, out in “No Man’s Land”, the battalion scouts were
moving on patrol, forming a protective screen against surprise. The
stillness was tense and eerie, broken only by the cracks of single rifle
shots, occasional bursts of machine gun fire, or salvoes of whizz-
bangs—echoing sounds which only intensified the deadliness of the
silence. Star shells, intermittently fired, burst in brilliant sprays,
illuminating the neighbourhood for a moment as brightly as day.

Nothing eventful occurred during the night. In the morning we
were already moving about with considerable confidence, exploring our
sectors. Surprising discoveries were made. There were the snipers’
loopholes through which peered the lynx-eyed Brown, De Young,
Darby and Martin, with their observers, Cockeram, Jenkins, Swann
and Newlands. There were the gas gongs made out of empty shell
cases hung at intervals along the front. There were the bomb stores
stocked with “jam tins” and “Newton pippins”, dear to the heart
of Sergt. Vout. We explored the company cookhouses, the sergeant-
major’s quarters where the rum was kept, the officers’ shelters, the
machine gun emplacements manned by Norris, Stevens or Lent, and
lastly the periscopes, most popular of all, through which in safety one
watched the enemy’s lines.

The outline of the German trenches could be seen against the
background of Wytschaete Ridge. The uneven earthworks were
guarded by tangled coils of barbed wire. Behind them flowed a
stream called the Steenebeck, above which rose the wooded slopes,
where Birthday Farm made a favorite target for our guns. On the
crest of the ridge the ruins of the villages of Messines to our right
and Wytschaete to our left looked like crumbling monuments in a
cemetery.

The bond between officers, N.C.O.’s and men was strengthened
by the consciousness of danger. All now were brothers in arms, and
the stern discipline necessarily enforced during training gave place to
a sense of mutual regard and trust. In this first trip to the trenches
a new spirit was born, of that understanding, that strange intangible
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feeling of kinship, which differentiates those who have been “there”
from those who have not.

During this tour we had a “gas” alarm. Since the Second Battle
of Ypres, strict orders had been issued with respect to “gas” pre-
cautions. At dawn on September 28 a low mist was observed drifting
towards our trenches from the enemy’s lines, and there was a strong
smell of chlorine. A sentry smelt “gas” and sounded the gong. We
rushed to our posts and “stood to”, peering over the parapet in an
endeavour to penetrate the cloud. The mist came on cold and clammy
and the smell continued, but no enemy followed. Then we saw that
the mist had come from the Steenebeck and that the smell of gas
arose from our own trenches, which had been liberally sprinkled with
chloride of lime the night before.

We had several casualties, mainly through inexperience and neg-
lect of proper precautions. Private Boyle had the distinction of -
receiving the first graze, being wounded by a stray bullet on the way
up to the line. There was a brief period of shelling, during which
the troops took shelter in the “feather” trenches, very deep, narrow
lines safe from splinters.

On the afternoon of the 28th, “A” Company’s front was sub-
jected to a heavy concentration of artillery fire. Private H. Brown
was killed and Corporal A. J. Mason and Privates McCall and Dilman
were wounded. On the night of September 29, there was general
activity along the front line between 9 and 10.30 o’clock. The Ger-
mans called across: “We'll give you the whole bloody trench for some
bully beef”. They added that their transport had been broken up by
our machine-gun fire, and offered to come over if we would give them
some bread. “Sure, we'll give you bread,” shouted Private M of
“D” Company, emptying two clips at them. “Take the crust first!”
The firing which thus started on “D” Company’s front aroused the
other companies, who manned the parapet and opened rapid fire. The
Germans retaliated, to the grave danger of the whole scout section
which was then patrolling “No Man’s Land”.

Privates Ingham, Robertson and Greenwood were wounded by
rifle bullets on October 1. The story of Ingham’s wound is amusing.
He had been a prospector, and was utterly indifferent to danger. That
night, while he was leaning on the parapet chewing tobacco, a bullet
passed through both cheeks. His yells aroused his comrades, who
rushed into the bay. “Hurt, Fred?” cried one of them. “Hurt, hell!”
returned Fred, “I ain't hurt. I came damn near swallerin’ me chew!”

German snipers were active in the daytime and exacted a heavy
toll of periscopes. Sportsmen of the 20th Battalion strove to improve
German marksmanship by signalling with a shovel the results of each
shot, in strict accordance with the system then in use on rifle ranges.
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On the night of October 2 we were relieved by the 21st Battalion,
and marched back to the Dranoutre area feeling like veterans. We
had been in the front line. We had suffered casualties. Now we
looked forward to billets, with their baths, comfort and cleanliness,
to estaminets, with the luxury of eggs and chips, “vin ordinaire” or
Belgian beer, to all the comparative plecasantries of life on active
service behind the line.

Six days later we left the Dranoutre area and headed northwards
in the direction of Ypres. The day was cloudy and there was a cool
touch of winter in the air. Trees were shedding their leaves, leaving
only the bare limbs and branches. At Locre, we took the road to La
Clytte, our route was hemmed in by the low hills about Scherpenberg.
In the west stood Mont Noir, and farther in the distance Mont des
Cats, surmounted by its monastery. We passed through La Clytte,
Millekruis, Hallebast, known as “Hell Blast” because of the attention
paid to it by enemy guns. About two miles to our right were the
woods on Kemmel Hill, from which the Vierstraat ridge ran in a
north-easterly direction towards St. Eloi. We reached Dickebusch.

As the crow flies, from Dickebusch to the front line was about
two and a half miles, in an east-south-easterly direction. The guides
of the 2nd C.M.R.’s, whom we were to relieve, met us at the Church
and led us by a farm track past the Burgomaster’s Farm across a
swamp to Ridgewood, the area occupied by the battalion in Brigade
reserve.

On the eastern edge of Ridgewood was the Kemmel - Ypres Road.
From it a paved road branched for half a mile eastwards to the
Brasserie, the dressing station and ration dump for the battalion in
the line. The Brasserie, as its name implies, had been a brewery,
situated about a hundred yards north of one of the various roads
radiating south-westwards from Ypres, and about seven miles from
that town.

From the Brasserie there were two means of getting to the front
line by day. One, to the right, led across open ground, for half a
mile to Bois Carre, the locality containing the Eastern, Western and
Southern Redoubts, occupied by the company in support. As the leaves
were still on the trees, there was sufficient cover for movement through
Bois Carre up to its eastern edge, from which a narrow communication
trench known as “Chicory Lane” led up to ‘“Market Square”, near
the right boundary of the battalion sector. The other way, to the
left, was up a long communication trench, the well-remembered
“P. & O.”, which started at the Brasserie and ended at the junction
of the “O.” and “P.” Sectors in the front line.

The system of lettering sectors, which prevailed on the Messines
Front, was also used in this area. On the battalion frontage of eight
hundred yards, the parts were designated “M & N”. In rear of the
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ttalion sector was a sunken road, a support trench at one time but
1occupied when we took over. The scouts, machine-gunners and
mbers together managed to make it into very comfortable quarters.
small stream, called the Wytschaetebeek, flowed in rear of this
nken road. North-west of it ran a low ridge on which stood the
ined farm known as “Snipers Barn”, one of the battalion observation
sts.

~ All the trenches were in very poor condition, for although they
ere thick and high and gave plenty of cover, their sandbags had
ted and the earth was crumbling away. These trenches were really
y breastworks as the ground did not permit excavation. Later we
ded parados. There were plenty of shelters, large and roomy ones,
it no dug-outs, and wire so thin <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>