
Walter Henry Smith Gordon was born a Canadian man, in Clifford, Wellington Country, 

Ontario, in the year 1877. Around 1889, when Gordon was just a young boy, he and his parents 

Adam Gordon and Theresa Kingsley moved to Port Arthur. His working career began around 

age 18 when he worked for the Port Arthur Evening Chronicle and the Fort William Times 

Journal as a reporter, working on the first mechanical typesetter used at the Lakehead. From 

there he served Port Arthur's city council from the years 1913-1914, which lead into the next 

year when he joined the 52nd battalion at age 38. He then joined the 32nd Reserve Battalion, the 

8th Battalion, and finally the Forestry Corps.  

During his time serving in WWI he was able to write letters home that were put into the 

newspaper, recorded for all to hear about what he and the other Port Arthur boys were 

experiencing at that time. It shows the tough work they were put through and the fear they lived 

in. The first letter in the paper, dating July 21, 1915, began his journey as a Lieutenant in WWI.  

His first letter was written about how he almost died, speaking of the time when he could have 

been poisoned along with several other men who became very ill after their food supply was 

tampered with. Although this letter, and the August letter, which explained how none of the men 

except one (who had not seen his family in fifteen years) went home before joining the corps in 

France, were summarized by the news paper, most of the other letters were all written in his own 

words. When posted in the Newspaper, some of the specific locations mentioned throughout all 

of his letters were cut out and those are still unknown.    

Port Arthur News Chronicle July 21, 1915 

A letter from a Canadian private in England to a friend in Montreal tells of 

an attempted wholesale poisoning of the men of the Thirty-Second Battalion in 

camp at Shorncliffe. 

According to the writer of the letter, four hundred men are in the hospital 

suffering from the effects of the poisoning, which was administered in the 

food supplied to the battalion. No deaths are reported to have occurred from 

the poisoning, but a number of the men are seriously ill.  

Among the names of the western men affected is that of Pte. Walter H. S. 

Gordon, of Port Arthur, who went to England with a draft from the Fifty-

Second Battalion, and was attached to the Thirty-Second.  

 

Port Arthur News Chronicle August 16, 1915 

A letter received by Mrs. W. H. S. Gordon from her husband, who left with the 

first draft of two hundred and fifty men from the Fifty-Second battalion in 

June, and dated August 1, states that the men of the draft had been given 

complete equipment, with instructions to be ready to leave the following 



morning for France. The men were paraded and informed that if any wished to 

withdraw before going to the firing line that was their last change. Only one 

man asked for permission to first visit his family in England, whom he had 

not seen for fifteen years, promising to rejoin the corps at the first 

opportunity. Captain Sankey goes in command of the draft. All the Port Arthur 

boys are in good health and spirits.  

 

There wasn't another letter received until the first of September that was dated August 10, and in 

the same article, August 17. In the first letter of the two he said he felt like a real soldier and it 

seemed he got along with the other boys in his draft. During his time in the trenches he thought 

that it would be much more dangerous than it really was. But, other men who were more eager to 

put their heads over the trenches were not safe, as you would assume. One of the men was shot 

in the abdomen, living only five minutes after being wounded.  

The second letter he explains how they move a lot. In the letter produced in August they were in 

France, but in this new bunch of letters they were sent to Belgium. He also got a new job, rather 

than working in the trenches, he was a bomb thrower. It's just as it sounds and much more 

dangerous than his duty in the trenches. They were lucky to have a good doctor, Dr. Crozier, 

whom all the boys enjoyed the company of.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle September 1, 1915 

In the Trenches, August 10 – I am now a real soldier. Last night I marched 

out to the trenches in the eighth section of the sixth platoon of the eighth 

company. This battalion is known as the Little Black Devils, and is one of 

the most distinguished now in action. It is an honor indeed to belong to such 

a splendid battalion. When the war is over this Eighth will have earned their 

share of honours. The “Devils” have proven themselves several times and have 

been praised by their gallant commanding officer, Colonel Lipsett. My company 

is commanded by Captain O’Grady, of Winnipeg, and he is a daisy.  

Last night something unusual was expected from the Germans, and we stood to 

until daybreak. The captain was along the lines several times and I had quite 

a talk with him. There is no wonder that he is so well liked by the boys.  

First Night in the Trenches  

We started off for the trenches from our billet at night. It was a short 

march of four miles, but a stiff one. The hills are very steep here, and when 

we got to the top I was like a sponge. This four mile trip opened my eyes. 

The devastation so far as buildings are concerned is awful. Right here where 

we are you can look over the parapet and see at least a dozen huge brick 



buildings which have been blazed to the ground. Some of these were castles 

and churches.  

Doing trench duty is certainly much different to what I anticipated. Every 

one you speak to always points out the great danger to be encountered. And I 

says that no one can live through it. I was in the first trenches. They are 

right up against the enemy’s lines and the sniping is general. You can hear 

shots, but not one passed over the trench I was in. I could see Germans 

working out in front. Now the boys are just about as eager to put their heads 

over the trenches as they would be to say “No Thanks” when offered a bottle 

of Diamond beer. They respect the marksmanship of the Germans.  

A “Nice Easy Job” – Listener 

A nice little job we have had thrust upon us in the first line is that of 

listener. Now all one had to do is to go out a hundred feet or more and lie 

down, keeping as close to the ground as possible. They say Germans are not 

good shots. Well all I have to say to that is the man who keeps his head 

bobbing up over the trenches is about committing suicide. A German sniper, to 

demonstrate how true his aim was, broke one of the small periscopes used in 

the trenches. These handy little mirrors are only one inch by two inches. The 

man was at least 300 yards away. The first shot broke the glass and the 

second clipped off the small twig holding it.  

Corporal Anderson, of the Fifth, was mortally wounded on Wednesday. His 

company are holding the trench and joining ours. He, with a couple of his 

men, were engaged in some work which took them outside the trench. A stray 

bullet attack struck him in the abdomen. He lived but five minutes.  

A Fatter Letter 

Belgium, August 17—We certainly do some travelling here. One day you are in 

France and the next in Belgium. We are just out of the trenches, where for 

five days were rubbed noses with the Sauerkrauts of Emperor Bill. Since 

coming out another misfortune has taken place. Private Charles Clarke, of 

Port Arthur, was wounded in the leg. Last night he was going into the 

trenches and was carrying a steel plate. A German Sniper got a shot at him. 

The bullet went through the plate and entered his leg. He was sent to the 

hospital.  

I now have a new job. Yesterday morning I was informed that my services were 

required for the position of bomb thrower. This is some job. When we are in 

action either in attack, or being attacked, we have to hurl these bombs at 

the enemy. It is quite risky at times as it is necessary to go outside with 

reconnoitering parties close to the German lines. Today we are working out 

with the explosives.  



Up against the Real Thing 

Dr. Crozier is certainly making good here. He has all kinds of nerve and gets 

right into the firing line with the officers when they go out. We are to go 

into the trenches again in a couple of days. This is no Christmas tree. One 

is up against the real thing every day. The weather is very disagreeable at 

present, there being lots of rain. The trenches are in a dreadful condition.  

 

Walter continued to have a good time serving, believing that it was much better than most would 

picture war. Sadly they were near a city that suffered from the Germans' attacks, buildings, 

including churches, were burned to the ground and left in ruins, but their allies were able to get 

back at the Germans for their attack on the city. The British artillery took the German trenches 

and held the German forces off. It wouldn't bring those buildings back, but it held those men off 

from doing any more damage.  

When they weren't at war, Gordon and the other men of the drafts were able to have a field day 

playing football or baseball and then listen to some bands in the city at night. With these events 

going on he was able to see a less serious side of the boys he was fighting alongside. He met and 

spoke to many more men such as his Captain Bingay and Dr. Crozier, who was mentioned in one 

of the previous letters, as they weren't busy fighting at the time.  

There was also a letter received from a Private Banks who was also from Port Arthur. He wrote 

to his father, Captain Charles Banks, after just leaving the hospital a few days prior. He expected 

more men to come as the Germans began attacking nearly every night. He too mentioned the 

bands and field day the Canadian men were enjoying.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle September 2, 1915 

Say, it is not as bad as it is pictured at all. True there are some hardships 

but no worse than some of those hunting and fishing expeditions.  

We are stationed at a point where there had been evidence of some hard 

scrimmages. Not far from us is a church which has received the benefit of the 

German shells. It is some, ruin. There are several chateaus which have been 

wrecked.  

At night, the whole heavens are ablaze with lights from the allies and German 

trenches. The guns were booming the first night we were in. It was the night 

the allies made a desperate attack on the Germans and took a number of 

trenches. The British artillery played havoc with the Germans, finally 

driving them out. Then the British took the trenches, and the artillery held 

all German reinforcements off. It was a great day for the British.  



It is not all war with the Canadians either. Yesterday I witnessed one of the 

best field days I have ever had the pleasure of witnessing. There were 

football matches, baseball matches, tug of war and field games. The Eighth 

certainly distinguished themselves. In the tug of war number four section, 

which was composed principally of the boys of the Fifty-second draft, pulled 

all corners. J. Cameron, a corporal of the home boys ran away with the mile 

event. Chenier was second, and the Fifty-second landed also into the fifth 

and sixth positions. Dr. Crozier was one of the busiest bees in connection 

with these events. He is a great favourite here both with the men and 

officers. The doctor, too, just thrives in the trenches. When the Eighth go 

into battle, Dr. Crozier is always there and was around the trenches giving 

good cheer to the boys at every point.  

The Strathcona Horse and the Eighth went into a baseball game that was a 

corker. The score was 5-4 and the game had to go eleven innings. Say, the way 

the boys enthuse over these games here would astonish you with cannons 

roaring around. No attention is paid to the serious side of the situation and 

everyone goes in to enjoy themselves. There is no fear from the foe. Last 

night an open air concert was pulled off. The event lasted away into the 

night. To read the program the chairman had to light matches and it was some 

concert. Talent, which would receive applause from any city audience, was 

there, and every number was hugely enjoyed. The choruses were all joined in 

by the happy mob. Today another field day is being held.  

Since coming here I have met Capt. Bingay, Captain Knobel, Dr. Crozier, 

Sergt. Clarke, Wallace and F. Johnstone. They are all in our camp. I am in 

Capt. O’Grady’s section. He is one of the great Canadian fighters.  

Berry, Macdonald, Webb and myself have a private room under one of the huts. 

It is practically sleeping out of doors, as the only protection we have is 

the roof. Last night I stacked in some oat sheaves. They helped some as the 

weather is colder here at night than in Port Arthur. The air is damp and it 

is like fall weather. 

The money market must be on the bum now. There is nothing to do now but drink 

beer and champagne. The former is a penny a glass, whilst the latter is five 

francs a bottle.  

From Private Banks to his father, Captain Charles Banks 

"I received your letter and was glad to hear from you again.  I have been in 

the hospital and came out two days ago. I went out on parade yesterday, the 

first time since August 3. The fellows who were sent to London to make some 

repairs to the track near there are all back in camp again. The Germans are 

still coming here in Zeppelins nearly every night, and are trying to get 



submarines in the English Channel, but the British are running submarines, 

destroyers and airships up and down all the time. We can see them from here. 

I expect that the Canadians came over from France to go to the Dardanelles, 

the way things are looking. The regiments are getting helmets, so this looked 

like it. Six hundred Canadians came over from France to go to the, last week, 

but for some reason they would not go and so are working in the hospitals for 

a few days. They are going back to France. There are different bands playing 

at the hospital, and the nurses are very nice. The weather here has been 

fine. I went up to Hythe yesterday. It was a sports day for the P.A.S.C. 

There were many different kinds of games and three bands. I was going to 

Hastings this week but my pass won’t come until next week. I am in the best 

of health and keeping up good spirit." 

 

The war slowed down for the Canadian men. They had been out of the trenches for five days, 

only a few German bombs being thrown but no fatalities. Gordon made a risky move at one 

point, walking through the same part of the woods where many men had died, a dozen or so new 

graves put in that area. There were many graves placed along the areas they had been placed due 

to the high amount of fatalities from men killed while at war. With those fatalities and already 

low number of men serving Gordon believed that all young men should have been out there with 

him and the boys. Canada was still recruiting as many men as they could to fight alongside the 

French and British.  

Instead of being a bomb thrower, Gordon's job was changed once again. This time he became a 

member of the machine gun section. He also found that the boys really liked Dr. Crozier, 

believing that by the end of the war he would be known as one of the best known officers in the 

Canadian division.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle September 30 1915 

Everything is very quiet here, at the present time. There is no war on, so 

far as we are concerned, at any rate. We are out of the trenches for five 

days. There was nothing doing in the last time, few shots being fired. It was 

mostly work.  

A few minutes ago the German artillery got busy, and a few holes were plowed 

up in a field a short distance from here. There was no harm done.  

Yesterday afternoon I took a walk up through the wood. This is one of the 

woods in which some of the hot engagements have taken place. In a little 

God’s acre alongside of the wood there were a dozen or so new graves. There 

had all been nicely decorated by the soldiers. It was the burying plot of the 

Eighth, and in it were two freshly made graves, men who had been killed since 

I have been here and whom I knew well. One was R. L. Sutherland, who was 



killed by a German sniper on August 15. He was in an old house, getting 

water. The other was W. Crozier, who was killed in the trench next to us by a 

German shell. Another was that of Pte. P. W. Campbell, a scout, who was 

killed on the 21st. He was out between the lines when a German scout shot him. 

These little graveyards are dotted all over but, judging by the large number 

of men who are engaged in the fight, the number of killed is comparatively 

small.  

I notice that the Canadian government is still calling for recruits. I 

believe that every young man should be out here. It is going to take some 

licking to even clean up these Germans and men count. With numbers and the 

fighting vim of the Allies, there is not the least doubt as to the outcome. 

Put it is going to cost something. There are rumours of a drive. If such 

takes place, the honor roll will indeed be a heavy one. There is one 

consolation: the British and French artillery is now superior to that of the 

enemy. You should hear the artillery had found any dangerous quarter.  

I am now a member of the machine gun section. I hade goodbye to Berry and 

Thompson last night. Berry is going to try and change over too. I hope he 

does.  

Dr. Crozier is one of the big men here. He is very popular, and when the war 

ends, he will be one of the best known officers in the Canadian division. He 

is popular with everyone. He takes all kinds of chances and has displayed 

exceptional nerve.  

Berry had a very narrow escape on Sunday. He was standing just inside the 

doorway of a roadside store. The Germans were firing their big fellows. A 

piece of shell came down in the road, just grazing the door. Berry was some 

scared for a minute. This is too close for comfort.  

Thompson had transferred to Capt. Knobel’s company.  

I am getting a pass to go to Armentiers tomorrow. I will get some souvenirs.  

 

The boys went back to the trenches after spending time in the city. Gordon felt lucky that the city 

was so close to where they were camping because it gave them the ability to go there easily. 

When they went there it was almost as if a war wasn't going on three miles away. They were 

advertising a prize fight between two famous New York fighters, Jimmy Britt and Jack Rodney. 

The only sign of even a slight bit of danger was the prize fight. 

Gordon was surprised to see the transportation they used in the city. They had one or two dogs 

strapped to a cart where people, mostly women, ran with the dogs at a great speed. You wouldn't 

expect to see that when going in from the camps.  



He did feel the nerves coming as he got a gut feeling that they would be seeing a lot of action 

soon. They had an abundance of artillery at that point, but it was scary to think of the amount the 

Germans had. They were lucky to have the men they had, especially the snipers. When the 

snipers shot, they shot to kill.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle October 1, 1915 

We are en route for the trenches again. The weather has changed and the last 

few days have been splendid. I visited _____ and _____. These are two big 

places. It was good to see a city again. This is the first time I have been 

out since I arrived. The cities are only three miles from where we are 

camping. This kind of life gets on one’s nerves, it is so exceedingly 

monotonous. It looks as though we would be getting lots of action soon. The 

reports are that there will be some doings along the line shortly. The French 

are doing some active work to the south of us, and the British are battering 

the Germans. The Canadians will be at it again, soon, no doubt. The British 

claim there will never be any more Neuve Chappelle’s as we have now an 

abundance of ammunition for the artillery, and with the big guns working the 

Germans will never be able to repeat that episode.  

The Snipers 

The snipers are the boys who are getting in their execution every day. There 

is a young fellow named Smith, from near Winnipeg, who had developed into one 

of our best snipers. The last time in the trenches he shot a Russian officer. 

The big fellow was out in front of the German trenches viewing the flight of 

an aeroplane. His shoulders and head were quite visible. He had all the 

insignia of a high official. Smith sighted him and took a shot, and the 

officer was seen to fall. These snipers shoot to kill and there is little 

doubt that the Hun was killed outright.  

Down the line from here, in one of the restaurants, is a young French lad. He 

is only twelve years of age, but speaks English fluently. He is the son of a 

French officer who was killed in trenches. It is said that his mother is also 

dead. The little fellow was adopted by a lady until some relatives can be 

found. The boy is being fathered by the Eighth, to which we belong. He has a 

suit, and carries the striped of a sergeant-major, and is quite popular with 

everyone.  

Amusement As Usual.  

Arriving at _____, one wouldn’t imagine a war was on at all. Advertised on a 

billboard for tonight is a prize fight, two of the contestants being Jimmy 

Britt and Jack Rodney. Both these men belong to New York. So you see that 

although the fighting is in progress only a mile away from that place, they 



are enjoying life. A vaudeville show is also in progress. There are some fine 

stores and buildings there. When we were there, a large number of refugees 

were coming in from the country. It is funny to see the devices they have for 

transportation. The most of them had carts. Under these are harnessed two 

dogs and these are mostly guided by women. It is a funny sight to see these 

dogs on their way for home. The animals set out on the run and the old lady 

is kept hopping along at a great rate. Sometimes her feet only touch the 

ground every other step and it looking exceedingly funny.  

At ____ there has evidently been some exciting times early in the war. Brick 

walls were shot through, windows were broken and many buildings were badly 

damaged. Germans at one time occupied this point.  

What do you think? Milne, McGovern and all those fellows who left for the 

front months before I did, have not arrived in France yet. It is not likely 

that they will be here for some time either. They are lucky. The men of the 

Seventh, who occupied the trenches we vacated, had another lot of casualties. 

The artillery opened up on them and inflicted serious damage.  

 

Gordon's time in the trenches became more dangerous over time. At one point when they were 

out in front of the trenches and the German's became aware of their position, they had to run to 

cover due to shots being fired. As soon as shots were fired all men were able to fall and make 

themselves as small as possible. It must have been an automatic response for all.  

Despite all running for cover, some people got hurt, and a man did. He was quite big but Gordon 

said he was able to carry him, getting covered in blood in the process, but saving the man's life. 

The man was unlucky to be shot but wasn't all unlucky with Gordon there to help him get to 

safety.  

There was a sniper duel between the German's and two of their best snipers, Paddy Reil and A. 

McDonald, both from Port Arthur. As soon as a Hun lifted their head the men shot at them from 

where they were kept hidden, waiting for one of them to show themselves. The Port Arthur men 

won. 

Port Arthur News Chronicle October 6, 1915 

We are back again in the trenches. After this I will be stationed right at 

the front. It is a little more dangerous, but I would sooner be there, as it 

is not so monotonous. There will be some real, live episodes to stir up 

things, at times.  

For instance, on ___ ___, we were out in front of the trenches, working a new 

position for our machine gun. There were about eight of us. The Germans 



became aware of our presence, as, suddenly zip, whizz, the bullets commenced 

to fly. There was some scampering for cover, as the bullets were flying on 

all sides. There is one thing that Colonel Hay needn’t teach his men—that is, 

to drop when fire is opened. Say, a man can make himself the size of a 

minute. One flops wherever he is.  

Carries Wounded Man Under Fire 

One of our fellows, however, was unlucky. Goater, a young fellow from 

Winnipeg, who was working with us, suddenly went down, crying “I am hit.” I 

ran over to him and he told me the bullet had struck him in the back. The 

firing was still going on as his yelling could be heard for some distance and 

there is no doubt the Germans heard him. I caught him up and carried him in 

to safety. He was quite a big fellow, weighing at least 175 pounds. A few 

months ago I would not have been able to do that, eh? I was covered with 

blood from his wound. I learned afterward that the bullet had struck him in 

the back, piercing his shoulder blade. Another inch lower and he would have 

been a dead man. He will be laid up for at least six months. He enlisted at 

Port Arthur. Almost won a V.C., eh?  

Snipers In Duel  

There was quite a duel on here this morning between snipers of the 8th and two 

German snipers. Paddy Reil (who, by the way, is a grandson of the late Louis 

Reil.), and A. McDonald were our snipers. Both enlisted at Port Arthur. They 

went out before daybreak and had hidden themselves in a position from which 

they could get a line on the German trenches. Soon as daylight came they saw 

a German bayonet. A little later a Hun stuck his head up. Zip, went a shot, 

but the target was not such as to suit even a sniper. There was a scurrying 

along the trench and soon two German sharpshooters were on the job. There was 

some stalking following. However, the 8th boys had a little better of the 

argument, as their position was not known. McDonald perceived a movement in 

the German trenches and he fired. His man went over. He was wearing a blue 

cap and blue suit, different from the ordinary solders. A few moments elapsed 

and Reil got the chance he was waiting for, and his man went down. He also 

had a distinctive uniform, and it is thought that he belonged to their 

snipers.  

Sending Messages 

When one is training for a soldier, one is taught how to send messages along 

the line. I wonder what people would think of a message being sent a distance 

of over fifteen miles—the same at the end as at the commencement? It happened 

one night the Germans were using gas cast of Ypres. The fact was made known 



to the soldiers along the whole front line of the Canadian Contingent. It was 

then passed to the French lines.  

What the big guns do was demonstrated here on Friday. The Germans had 

evidently become peeved over some action of the British and during the 

afternoon they started to bombard our lines. There is a place here called 

“Dead Cow” farm. They made the old buildings of that place their target. You 

could see things flying around the place, from our trenches. Soon the 

buildings were ablaze. Yesterday afternoon, while I was out after water, I 

saw a number of soldiers coming down the hill on the run. They said they were 

engaged in digging a well when the German artillery opened on them. Two large 

shells fell near them and they decided to beat it. No one was hurt.  

While out for rations a young fellow named Johnson had a very narrow escape. 

We were walking along together in Mud Lane. This is a place which is thought 

to be absolutely safe unless artillery fire opened up. However it is said 

German spies have broken through our lines and are sniping. At any rate the 

bullet passed right by his leg. One isn’t safe anywhere here.  

Other Incidents  

Last week I went to ____. Today you cannot enter the city. The Germans 

started to bombard the place and a large number of coal boxes were sent to 

the place. Capt. Andrews of Winnipeg has been promoted to Major. Eugene 

Houghton, also of Winnipeg, who was a lieutenant, is now a captain. He is in 

Charge of machine guns. 

For the first time newspaper correspondents have been allowed in the 

trenches. Two men, one from the Montreal Star and the other from the Winnipeg 

Telegram, went through on a tour of inspection. They saw everything worth 

seeing, which isn’t much. A big waterworks system in course of construction, 

piled up with sandbags, describes the trenches the best. You will soon be 

able to read all about the life of the Canadians in the trenches.  

A man named McLeod, who came over with the 52nd, was shot through the arm 

while out with a working party.  

 

They had a very close call with a German aeroplane. When a British aeroplane fought right back, 

the two of them came too close to the earth where shots from men on the ground were fired. The 

German's tried to shoot back with their machine gun, which would have killed many men, but it 

wasn't working, which worked in favour of the boys. But, the British were able to shoot and kill 

the two German men in the plane and it was captured.  



The Germans continued to be active towards the boys and they had to open up their big guns on 

them. They went to the front trenches of the Germans and were able to bombard them with open 

fire. Afterwards the men felt safe that night.  

There were two good men that many of the boys loved who were killed. "Paddy" Wilson, who 

was one of the men that went to France with them, was killed. It's not said how. Charles Cope, 

who was on the Eighth, had been shot in the shoulder and it ran right through him and out the 

groin. Sadly, before the boys knew of his death, they had thought to play a prank on him. He 

received a parcel that said if he was not to be found that the contents could be distributed to the 

boys and they had laughed and thought to distribute it to the boys and then show the letter to 

Cope when he came back. That was when they got the news that he wouldn't come back. They 

did think Cope would have enjoyed the prank if he had been there.  

When in civilization it was nice for them to be able to rest and feel free from the artillery. They 

loved to go listen to music when able to as it would bring a good feeling. They had gone to listen 

to "Lights out" and "Come to the cookhouse door, boys" in the city.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle October 8, 1915 

There was one thrilling feature here the other day that would have put a 

sensational movie stunt away in the background. A German aeroplane came over 

our lines to reconnoitre. A British aeroplane attacked. In manoeuvring for 

positions, the British airman secured the advantage and was soon above his 

opponent who thereupon dived, expecting to make his escape from a lower 

stratum, but something went wrong with his machinery and he kept on 

descending until he was quite close to earth. Near him were a company of 

King’s Rifles, out on a route march and while the German machanique attempted 

to fix the machinery, the other opened fire on the men of the King’s Rifles 

with the machine gun. His shots, however, were all directed at one mark, as 

his gun refused to traverse. This was fortunate for our boys, as the machine 

gun would have wrought awful havoc amongst them, had it been working 

properly. The poor fellow on whom their fire was concentrated was literally 

filled with bullets. Meanwhile the British aeroplane had approached and 

opened fire on the Germans, both of whom were killed. Their machine, a late 

model, was captured intact.  

How One of the Boys Died 

Charles Cope, of the 32nd draft, attached to the Eighth, was killed on the 

12th inst. He was one of a digging party and was working out near the fire 

trenches, when the Germans opened a heavy fire. The party made for cover and 

Cope was in the act of leaping into a trench when a bullet struck him. It 

went clean through him, entering near the shoulder and emerging at the groin. 

Cope was an old-timer and absolutely fearless. A parcel had arrived for him 



the same night he was killed. Some of the boys in the trench opened it, this 

being a general practice among the boys. In it was a note stating that if 

Cope could not be found, the contents were to be distributed amongst his 

comrades. The boys were laughing over this and were thinking of distributing 

the eatables among the group and then showing the letter to Cope, when the 

news came that the unfortunate lad had been killed. Cope would have enjoyed 

the joke, even though it would have been one on him.  

Geo. Berry’s Narrow Escape 

George Berry came within an ace of getting his this time. He was in a 

carrying party and the Germans were firing shrapnel into the reserve 

trenches. A shell burst overhead and one fragment went through George’s bag, 

and coat, cutting a slit down the back of his shoulder and just grazing the 

skin. George is thankful that it was a rid closer.  

Art Kirk, a corporal from Port Arthur, was out at the back of the trenches, 

spreading out his greatcoat on the grass to dry, when, suddenly, zip, zip, 

went some bullets. He had ducked into his dugout, where he heard them strike 

the earth. When he pulled his greatcoat in, it was perforated in four places.  

This German Traveled Some 

Our big guns opened up on the Huns in ____ this week. This place is right in 

front of the trenches occupied by us and we could see some of the results. 

Great holes were torn in the earth, buildings shattered, and debris thrown 

skywards to a great height. Then the front trenches of the Germans were 

bombarded. It must have been hell for the wretches in them. One German took a 

chance and got away by a dash in the open to the reserve trenches. You can 

bet that he traveled some. The evening previous the Germans had been very 

active in sniping our fellows, but they had nothing to say after the 

bombardment. Our fellows could go out in working parties that night with 

safety.  

Feels Good To Get Out 

We are now resting again. It feels good to be away from the boom of the guns, 

and free from German shells. As we marched into our billets a brass band was 

playing. Say, it was like getting back into civilization again. It cheered 

the boys up wonderfully and brought a feeling of home to us. “Lights out” and 

“Come to the cookhouse door, boys” also were sweet music to the boys, it 

having been weeks since we had heard a bugle.  

“Paddy” Wilson, who was drafted into the Third, was killed last night. He was 

one of the 52nd draft, and came to France after us. He was a great favourite 

with the boys.  



 

When a bombardment from the German's is to come it's almost like Gordon can feel it with a 

looming death-like gut feeling. It wafts throughout the air until shots fire and adrenaline kicks in 

and a feeling of fear starts instead. That feeling can only subside when both parties stop shooting 

and there's silence again.  

One of the men, Clarke, was caught in a lie to which the other boys were able to laugh at him for. 

He began telling a story of how he was just attacked by German's, even shooting one in the head, 

when one of the men on the listening posts came in and told the real story. Clarke had mistaken 

the men on the listening posts as German's and began shooting at them with a revolver, not 

wounding them in any way, but the men did fight back by throwing a bomb to which Clarke and 

his partner ran from, coming in to tell the story of the supposed German's. The men laughed at 

Clarke who was hot under the collar.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle October 14 1915 

From Somewhere In France 

We are now on the last lap of our occupation of the trenches for this time 

in. Yesterday it looked as though there would be some doings. The boys, with 

the exception of the machine gun men, were sent into the shell trenches. 

These are trenches that have been built for the protection of the men from 

shell fire, being much narrower than the fire trenches. It is a good thing 

for me that I have reduced my avoirdupois somewhat or I would not have been 

able to use them on account of the tight fit. The machine gun men started in 

to register and a number of shots were fired. The Germans replied, but not in 

our immediate neighborhood.  

When a bombardment is anticipation one can almost feel it in the air. 

Everything takes on a deathlike all-once. Even the birds seem to know, for 

they stop their singing. It is strange, the feeling that seems to be wafted 

through the air. Then a number of shots are fired. It is a great relief to 

the men who are in the parts of the line, at which the shells are not 

directed, and a few minutes' hell in the portion at which the shells and 

shrapnel are being hurled. The great relief comes after both sides have “put 

in the plug,” and the big fellows are silenced. Men come out of their narrow 

prisons with a look of elation on their faces. You can see a glow. In their 

countenance that easily betrays the fact that they were more than elated, 

that the much dreaded moment has passed. We have only witnessed a little 

duel. The big duels are the ones to get the nerve of the best men. They only 

want to experience one bombardment. They claim it is undesirable.  

A Letter From Home 



Last night I was in charge of the gun from 11 to 1 a.m. It was a beautiful 

night, not too chilly, and the moon at the "full." I read a letter by its 

light just before being relieved. The boys brought me in the letter. It was 

from Mr. McLean of the Prince Arthur and I gleaned the news of Port Arthur in 

the moonlight.  

There are some big engagements going on all along the line, and the allies 

are more than holding their own, a few trenches a day falling into their 

hands. When the general advance commences, Fritz is going to get a tremendous 

beating. However, they are a mighty foe, and before they are conquered, 

thousands of lives will be lost. Along our front alone, the Huns have 50,000 

machine guns, one for every twenty-five yards. It will be up to our parapet, 

and he just makes the bullets hum over the whole line. He has the range down 

fine, too. But he will get his--a couple of shells and up goes his machine.  

Port Arthur seems to have sent some exceptionally good men to the front. 

Capt. Knobel is spoken of here as being one of the best. He left Port Arthur 

a private, but received his promotion for special bravery. He makes his boys 

work but they all say he is a leader to follow. He never falters and his 

advice in tight corners is always the best.  

Preparing For Winter 

Just think when this letter arrives it will be October. It will soon be 

winter which will bring hardship. At present we have not much to complain of. 

We are getting plenty of plain food and with the present system of rest, no 

one should be overworked. Of course the anticipation of something awful about 

to occur at any moment, affects some, but these are in the minority. One 

never knows one's luck. I do not worry much or this would certainly be a 

trying place in which to reside. As I am writing this, the Germans have 

commenced to hurl over some of their big shots. These are going back of us, 

but you can bet they are dinting terra firma where they are landing. The 

front line is the safest as we are almost right up against the Germans, and 

it is not safe for them to fire their big ones at us. Some large trees were 

cut down during yesterday's bombardment. Some accidents which happen here are 

funny. For instance, only this week, some of our men became mixed up in a 

duel which very fortunately did not prove dangerous. The famous Clarke who 

had had more episodes during his career at the front than any other three men 

came in for another haring episode which he will remember for many a day. In 

company with an officer he went out to the front of take a look at things. 

Evidently the listening post had not been made aware of their existence in 

the danger zone. When Clarke and the officer came out the listening post men 

got up to challenge them. Clarke thought they were Germans. He opened up with 

his revolver. The listening post men retaliated by hurling back a bomb and 

Clarke and the other officer belt a hasty forted. Clarke, when he came in, 



told a story of an attack by Germans, and, how he had shot one through the 

head. He was just in his narrative telling the boys how he defeated the sons 

of Germany, when in comes one of the men on listening post. Say, wasn't he 

hot under the collar. He wanted to know what chump had been out front trying 

to shoot the listening post boys down. The laugh is on Clarke. 

 

Port Arthur News Chronicle October 16, 1915 

From somewhere in France 

Things were a little more exciting this morning. Our artillery opened up on 

the German trenches, and some big shells were hurled over. They were 

effective, apparently, for the Huns retaliated, and our corner of the line 

was the target. They peppered in the small ones very freely and for a short 

time things were quite interesting. From where I was standing, I could 

witness the effect of their fire. The shells burst not more than from twenty 

to fifty yards away. One big fellow came over and struck the ground. Just 

outside our gun position. Fortunately it did not explode. The impact could be 

felt for some distance. Another shot struck up amongst the dugouts. This was 

shrapnel. It flew all round. Bill Buchanan was in the way again. He was 

busily engaged in preparing dinner when the explosion occurred. A piece of 

shrapnel struck him in the face, but the injury was not a bad one. As the 

shelling continued for some time a number of the men were hurried into the 

shell trench. An aeroplane was brought down today, but could not see whether 

it was British or German. One thing quite noticeable now is that the German 

ammunition is very defective. A large number of shells are put over, but a 

big percentage of them do not explode. Had more of those that came over this 

morning exploded, a large number of casualties might have resulted. The 

artillery keep up the pecking work all the time. The Germans have plenty of 

ammunition and are firing shot for shot with our fellows and often they put 

over a few extra for interest. Fortunately for us we are stationed at about 

the quietest place along the whole front. We are too far advanced to make a 

move, and nothing will be done in the way of an offensive until men in the 

trenches on each flank move up. It would be almost suicidal to go further 

now, as if we did we would be at the mercy of an enfilading fire, even if we 

should be successful in making the advance. 

Some of the old boys of the Eighth tell a story of when the Little Black 

Devils were routed without a casualty. The boys were just coming into war 

zone, and they intended to make a showing before the English regiments. With 

a great flourish they were entering _____, where the pick of the British 

troops were stationed, when a transport mule got frisky and made a bolt. Its 

companion broke away also and away they went through the boys and the way 



they routed the western heroes was a joke. The soldiers just had to jump for 

it. There was not much danger from the animals, but the climbers were loaded 

with ammunition, and this was flying over. Say, the whole German army could 

not have demoralized the Canadians like that team of mules did. 

We are having the same autumn nights here as at home, and feel the cold just 

the same. We have to sleep with our clothes on in the trenches and our feet 

get very cold as we have only an overcoat for covering. The moon is full and 

the night’s fine, except for the cold.  

Lieut. Houston is away at present on a pass, and will not return until our 

next time in the trenches. Dr. Crozier was through this morning. He is always 

right up in the front when the Port Arthur boys come in, and certainly looks 

after the lads.  

 

The stores and businesses were using the war to make money off the soldiers. When they went to 

the city to get food and such, the food was much more expensive than before. They knew that 

was the only place the soldiers could get food and they had to eat so they made the prices on 

food much higher than it should have been. Despite five cents for an egg and sixty-five cents for 

a pound of butter being cheap now, in 1915 that was very expensive, and that's what they were 

being forced to pay. If there wasn't competition, the stores could make their own prices, and they 

did.  

The actual war was much more serious than the rising food prices. Gordon made many close 

calls when it came to his own life. The German’s were able to shoot right into their trenches, the 

place that was supposed to be safe from the war. They had to quickly move from one trench to 

another and hope they were quick enough to get out safely. He even witnessed a scrap between 

the British and German’s while on guard one night. There was rapid firing of all kinds of guns, 

big or small. The British took three lines of trenches and the German’s took it back for some 

time before the British had possession of their territory. The French even joined in going after 

the German’s.  

Gordon had to feel sympathy for the Belgium and French as they lost so much. Their houses and 

cities had been left in ruins. Despite the Belgium not treated the Port Arthur boys well so far, he 

felt for the people who had to live through the horrors of war.  

The weather was getting worse and they were getting colder and colder as the days past. Most of 

them had to drink rum to get their blood flowing to their feet as well as pull their greatcoats over 

them to keep warm. It could have ended badly if they got too cold.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle October 19 1915  

From Somewhere In France 



Just a line to show that I am still in the land of the living, and have not 

as yet fallen a victim to the Hun barian. Have had a few close calls, but 

always came out on top. Was the target of a sniper coming into the trenches 

this time but, fortunately for me, he had not set his compass just right and 

he was passing just a little wide. After three shots which were not just 

right for my comfort, I decided to move into another trench. There I was 

safe. You bet when the lead pellets shot around, we were not slow in moving.  

The Germans are much peeved these days as the result of the victories all 

along the line on either side of us. They show their lack of sportsmanship by 

giving of a fusillade from their artillery. The tenth, just to the left of 

us, suffered two killed and three wounded from a trench mortar last evening. 

Then they opened fire on a working party last night and two of the eighth 

were injured, a man named Chisholm being shot through the kidneys, and a 

fellow named Walker being shot in the leg.  

Hans Know The Eighth 

The Germans are again putting in a few artillery shots in the trenches to the 

right. As long as he keeps his direction there will do no kicking. The Huns 

seem to have a sneaking regard for the 8th, and they evidently do not want to 

rile us too much, as they fear for the future. The 8th have already displayed 

an amount of fighting spirit that is to be respected, and the Germans 

evidently do not forget the lessons that have been taught them.  

Well, we are now in the throes of a northern France Autumn. It is a corker, 

rain a-plenty, and very chilly. Our boots are on all the time and you can 

imagine the discomfort. The only thing that will warm you up right to your 

toes is the rum served up every morning about stand down. The temperance 

cranks might kick about this, but let them come to the front once and put up 

with the conditions here. Then they would have a much different tale to tell. 

We only get a little, but it sends the blood coursing through our veins, 

heating us up right to the tips of our tootsies. Then we get right into our 

dugouts, pull our greatcoats over us and we are warm and comfortable, for a 

little while at least.  

Now A Big Scrap 

I was on a guard last night, and I witnessed the big scrap being pulled off 

between the British and Germans near _____. This is some distance away but 

when the artillery opened up it sounded like a great thunder storm. The fire 

of the guns lighted up the sky like lightning does. Then came the sound of a 

rapid firing by the small guns. This means business and when one hears this 

sound after an artillery duel one can rest assured that the attack has 

commenced. It had, as we learned this morning. The British took three lines 



of trenches. Then the Germans came right back and retook them and then the 

British went right back after the enemy again, and they were soon in 

possession of the disputed territory. It was quite a decisive gain for the 

allies. On the other hand the French were moving against the Germans and they 

were moving against the Germans and they were certainly putting the fear of 

the Lord into them. They got the Huns on the move and then kept them going 

for some time.  

Good News 

When we first entered the trenches this time we brought the good news to the 

5th that the French were chasing the Germans out of France. You should have 

heard the cheering. The boys taunted the Germans about it for about an hour. 

The Huns hear very little about the war, except through us, and of course 

this class of news is not the least bit encouraging to them. You know 

continual defeats will soon get the goat of anyone, and with the British, 

French, and Russians hammering the deuce out of them they should soon want to 

call a halt. Wait until the fighting gets into Germany and their property is 

threatened. Then they will not be so generous with their opposition. The 

people will then commence to realize the horrors of war. As yet they have 

only realized these to the same extent as the Canadians. There had been loss 

of life in families, and there is a brain on the purse, but their property 

has not been damaged. In Belgium and France the people know the real horrors 

of this awful war. Their homes have been completely ruined. Families have 

been all but wiped out, and devastation is evidenced everywhere. You cannot 

help sympathizing with some of these people. There is one class, however, 

remaining in the country adjacent to the line held by the Canadians, for whom 

one can feel little sympathy.  

Bleeding The Soldiers 

They are using the war as a means to reap a little fortune. They take 

advantage of the Canadians in almost every conceivable manner. Think of 

paying five cents each for an egg, and in some cases as high as 65 cents for 

a pound of butter. But this is the way they go after us. They realize there 

is no competition, and they make their own prices. Then again one does not 

mind this so much, but in many cases they have through the fact of their 

special harvest, become so independent that they now consider they are doing 

us a favour to serve us all. Of course there must be some fine German people, 

but I have not met any as yet. All who are remaining in the vicinity of the 

British and Canadian lines are looked upon with suspicion and are believed to 

have German sympathies. In fact, it is said that in cases it has become 

necessary to take over the windmill flour mills, as the owners were using 

them for the purpose of signaling the Germans the location of the allies' 

troops. I am sure that I would like to meet the true Belgian as there must be 



lots of them, but the people whom I have met have certainly not impressed me. 

If it were not for the British interest in this scrap I certainly would want 

to be at home. This trench life certainly takes one back to ancient times, 

all right. Outside of jam we get nothing in the line of sweets. We get meat 

and potatoes and onions and can cook them up as we please. We can take out 

days at superintending the cookery and I am getting to be some chef. Last 

night I put up a fine pot roast. It was enjoyed by all. Then we took the 

gravy and made a mulligan, mixing in crackers, onions and potatoes. 

All the Port Arthur boys are doing fine.  

 

As he mentioned before, it was getting colder, winter was approaching, and they knew the war 

wasn’t going to end for some time. They had to prepare themselves to be able to survive through 

the winter. They had fire to heat themselves, but there was going to be snow soon, and that 

would be very uncomfortable to live in. They moved to France with the rumour they would 

move to Serbia going around, but it turned out to just be a rumour. They all hoped to move as 

both Belgium and France were too cold to spend the winter in. Serbia was much warmer, dryer, 

and favourable to the damp weather that France had. They also would have liked different 

scenery than France, but they didn’t get that.  

Before they left for France Gordon was almost killed by a German sniper. Most of the time 

German’s are quite good with their shot and don’t miss, but Gordon was lucky that day. It struck 

the tree behind him and he figured that rifle was trained as multiple shots hit the same spot 

before he moved out of the range of his firing line.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle October 23 1915 

Somewhere In France 

Every preparation is now being made for the winter campaign here, and as far 

as the outlook points, we are in for some months more of this war. I had a 

lot of news from Port Arthur through the newspapers. Doc. Crozier gave me 

some twenty copies. I saw all about the new draft marching through the old 

city with bayonets glistening in the sun. Say, when they get over here, they 

will not want any glistening bayonets; the less they glisten the better. We 

met the rest of the 52nd draft which came over from Canada with us. They 

arrived from England on Friday last. We had quite a start on them, eh? 

We are in a new position in the trenches, being at a point much nearer to the 

German lines. In some parts the Hun are only thirty yards distant. However, I 

have not been too close to them so far. I am just as near them now as I want 

to be for awhile. I have no wish to get into embracing quarters until it's 

absolutely necessary. I was out on sentry go all last night and early this 



morning I endeavoured to sight a German. His is a very elusive creature, as 

he is not to be seen. Like us, he does all his prowling at night.  

A sniper took a few shots at me this morning. A number of the boys were 

sunning themselves out at the rear of the fire trench and I went out to talk. 

Evidently there was no place exposed when a man is standing. Ping went a 

bullet. It struck a tree behind me, but the fellow was a little wide. I saw 

he could not hit me where I was and I remained there. He fired three more 

shots, after which I got out of his range. The Germans evidently have a 

trained rifle, as the shots all hit about the same place.  

 

After both the Canadian's and the Hun's were still for hours, nobody firing a single shot, one man 

ran across the field and was shot in the leg. Then, two other men were shot, both in the hand. The 

hand wounds were not serious, but the leg was because they had forgotten to take out the bullet.  

Having to stand around all night was getting harder as the days were shorter and the nights were 

longer. It was tiring having to be at work all night with how long the night was. 

Port Arthur News Chronicle November 16 1915 

In The Trenches 

At this present moment, I am sitting in the cookhouse, warming my feet. It is 

certainly some cold, all right, and the fire is to be appreciated. We are now 

getting into fall weather. In a sort time will come the snow, sleet, ect., 

and then for an uncomfortable time.  

We might not spend our winter here, however. Dr. Crozier told me yesterday 

that the word had gone around at the Canadian headquarters that the Canadians 

were to be moved to Serbia, where the new war is now on. The country there is 

hilly, and the climate dryer, and the conditions in every way more favourable 

to the Canadians. Here the weather is damp, and our boys feel it, many being 

hit with rheumatism. It does not seem to affect the English the same, as they 

are used to it. Of course, there would be more open fighting in Serbia, us, 

owning to the fact that Serbia did not intend to get right into the war, she 

was prepared on a big scale. There will, therefore, not be so many trenches. 

This trench warfare is certainly the limit. Neither side can gain a decisive 

victory. For instance, we made an attack. We take a number of trenches. But 

we are really just in the same position as we were, us the Germans would only 

have retired to other trenches that are all ready, just in the rear. It would 

be the same with us. Why we have support trench after support trench at our 

backs, and we can keep falling back for miles, if necessary, and still be in 

as strong a position as we are now. Therefore the taking of a few lines of 



trenches does not make a material gain. It is a moral gain, however, and it 

cheers on the men to know that they can beat the enemy, when they want to.  

But to get back. The boys would all like to get away to Serbia. You know you 

can be fed up on a place when you are stationed there all the time. There is 

practically nothing to see, and a change of scenery would be greatly 

appreciated. Evidently there is something doing, as English troops are now 

looking over some of our trenches. Also western Canadian troops are getting 

their initiation into the front line.  

The honor roll of the Eighth was again augmented this past week. Pte. 

Norquay, who enlisted with the Seventh and who had been at the front for some 

time, was killed. He was out on a fatigue party and a German bullet claimed 

its mark. Pte. Blade, an old Thirty-Second man, from Winnipeg, was badly 

injured. He was out in the same party. The German snipers evidently were 

aware of a party, as quite a hail of bullets were sent into the men at work. 

Blade was hit twice. One went through his leg and the other through his body.  

 

With the cold weather it would be expected that the boys would fall sick easily but it wasn't turning out 

that way. Only a few of the boys fell ill. It was also a time where the number of men getting injured or 

killed by the line of fire was low. Two men walked right through the line of fire and wasn't shot at all. 

One man was wounded when he accidently blew out his own hand, and then had a bayonet run through 

his leg, but he was back in the trenches a few days later.  

The only hardship they were dealing with at that time was the lack of daylight. As they had to stand all 

night standing too long could get hard. With days getting shorter and nights getting longer Gordon 

admitted to having a hard time standing all night long.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle November 17 1915 

In The Trenches 

The second day of our sojourn in our cavern home had passed away and we have 

been drinking our daily portion of rum, and we feel the stuff fairly tingling 

down to our toes. And we needed something to revive our spirits too. The 

morning is cold but bright. Have just crawled out of the dugout. Seven of us 

cave-dwellers occupy this breeder of filth. What I consider is the most 

remarkable of all is the fact that there are very few cases of sickness in 

the trenches. You would imagine that everyone would be subjects to colds. But 

only a few ever have such.  

To show you the irony of this war: Last night Jack Muirhead had his wiring 

part out in front. Thompson and McDonald were out of the work. Now, this is 

right between the two lines of fire. True, it is dark enough so that figures 



are not distinguishable, but the enemy is always firing across this opening. 

Well, they worked away for over an hour, twelve men in all. No one was shot. 

But a man named St. John decoded to get a jag on. He marched into the 

trenches with his followers. He has that tired feeling and lags behind in the 

march. To catch up, he decides to take a short cut overland. He was shot in 

the leg and had quite a "blightey.". Then Captain Smith and Sergeant-Major 

Townsend, the latter at one time a police officer of Fort William, met with 

painful accidents. They were fitting up a rifle in fire flares. They had cut 

off the barrel and were experimenting with a rifle grenade. They evidently 

forgot to take out the bullet. The grenade and bullet proved too big a charge 

for the gun and the instrument of torture bust. Townsend had a large piece 

blown out of his hand, and Smith was the recipient of a nasty wound, also in 

the hand. Smith has had an unlucky experience here. A short time ago he 

received a nasty wound in the leg. He was returning to the trench from a trip 

out in front. He jumped down from the parapet and a bayonet ran through his 

leg. A man had to pull it out. He was back on the scene a few days later.  

Well, old Fritz tried some more of his pranks yesterday. He sent over a 

number of coal boxes. They went over the trench next to us. A coal box is the 

biggest thing on Fritz's artillery bill of fare. When these shells burst they 

heave up whole bunch of ground. The earth was hoisted up into the air for a 

distance of more than thirty feet. Pieces of mud were thrown as far over as 

our trench. I went over to see the result of the work. Great holes were torn 

in the terra tirma. The shock was no great that great cracks were made in the 

ground these extending for many feet in each direction. It was the same 

result as a small earthquake.  

The days are now getting so short that we have to stand almost all the time. 

This means we have to keep on the job continually. There are only about five 

hours of daylight now.  

The Forty-Ninth, of Edmonton, are now in the trenches, being initiated onto 

the secrets of trench warfare. The eldest son of Mr. Harstone of Port Arthur 

is captain. I knew him quite well and he was surprised to see me out here. I 

had quite a talk with him. I also met a Mr. Windsor of the same place. He was 

formerly with the Grand Trunk Pacific and came down to Fort William quite 

often. He knew the O'Leary's and also the Dickensons of Fort William, quite 

well. He was also a friend of the Deacon boys and was interested to know they 

had enlisted.  

 

The German’s tried to drown the Port Arthur boys out, but they were too smart for that to 

happen. They had planned to dam the creek running between the lines so it would all build up 

and flow through the Canadian trenches. If the boys did not know of it their trench would have 



flood and many men could have drowned. That night a few men went out and blew the dam out, 

which resulted in the opposite of what the German’s wanted. The water rushed down and the 

German’s had to swim out of their trenches.  

Since then, Gordon noticed the German’s had been getting weaker with their attacks. They 

weren’t shooting very much and when the Canadian’s crawled out of their trenches in broad 

daylight and directly in front of the German trenches, no one was in danger.  Gordon felt it may 

have been a trap, but nothing happened. It seemed too good to be true.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle December 1 1915 

We are again in the fighting lines, and it is some lively, too. The British 

now have a preponderance of shells, and they are shooting them off at a great 

rate. Yesterday the British and Canadian artillery opened up the German lines 

and the horrors! What a bombardments it was! Shells of every description from 

every size of gun were hurried over towards the German lines, where it must 

have been hell. The big fellows were lighting in the front and reserve 

trenches, and you could see sand bags and earth flying into the air. There is 

no doubt but that they suffered heavy casualties. Fritz came back, but no one 

on our side was injured.  

An Old Friend 

Will wonders ever cease? Last night, while I was at the machine gun looking 

for Germans, and soliloquizing, a young fellow bumped into me. I perceived 

that he was a new officer by the awkward manner of his movements. It was 

apparent he had not got his mug legs as yet, for he was steering a rather 

uncertain course. We old fellows get around by instinct. This fellow was 

certainly travelling all round the compass. When he got to me I remarked on 

the bad navigating in that particular neighbourhood, and warned him to look 

for breakers ahead, and then he recognized me. It was a young Worden of the 

Dominion Bank. He was accountant during Manning's time. He was glad to see 

me. He is a lieutenant and is in charge of the old company I was in. Someone 

had told him about me and he had been looking for me since coming across. 

This morning he was exceedingly pleased. He was bobbing his head over the 

trenches, looking for Germans, and by gosh he saw one smoking a cigarette. 

Now it is only seldom one had an opportunity of seeing a real live Hun the 

first day or even the thirteenth day over. He also received his baptism of 

shell fire last night and this morning.  

British In Their Element  

The British are now in their element. They have more ammunition than the Huns 

and they are certainly giving the Germans some exciting moments. The shells 



are fairly sizzling over us towards the German lines. The big fellows make 

the earth tremble, and scatter mug and debris high into the air. 

Have just had an exciting half hour. I became suspicious that all was not 

well next to my pelt, and in as short time I had "September Morn" skinned to 

death. And I was not a minute too soon, either. Say, the old Scotch greybacks 

were commencing to dig their way into the wool underwear. It almost took a 

"whizz-bang" to remove some of them. However, after two or three flank 

movements, and a direct charge on the front lines of the enemy, I was able to 

place twenty-five of the biggest, fattest and most efficient diggers of the 

lice family hors de combat. It was a great victory. Fortunately, these 

insects of torture are easily captured as they are almost as big as flies. It 

takes a lot of a fellow’s claret to keep a family like that I can tell you. 

But you cannot help this. You can only get a bath once a month at the most, 

and sometimes it is six weeks ere you enjoy a ducking, and of course you only 

change your underwear when you bathe. We will be at the baths next time out.  

News Of The Boys 

George Berry went out of the trenches today. He was not feeling well. There 

is nothing serious, however. The weather is also getting to George Webb. He 

is not feeling up to much.  

The clouds have burst again and the trenches are wet and juicy. We have built 

up a good dugout with a fireplace, and we also have a good eating camp, so, 

altogether, it is not as bad as it might be. Last night was dreary and 

sloppy. Worden came along and we had quite a chat. We went into the kitchen 

for a while. There was a nice coke fire burning and life seemed really worth 

living.  

The Germans were given a wet reception the other night. The Hun gang had 

decided upon a novel idea--to drown us out of our trenches. There is a small 

creek running between the lines, and owing to the wet weather this has been 

increasing in size rapidly. The Germans decided that to dam this stream up at 

a certain point would cause the water to back up into the Canadians' 

trenches. If this should happen during the night, unobserved, it would 

certainly do a great deal of damage, as the water would flood the underground 

passages and the Canucks would be drowned out. But the Germans' efforts were 

soon observed, and when it was just about ripe for a bad time for us, Lieut. 

Muirhead, with a few men, went out and dynamited the dam. The result was that 

the water rushed towards the German trenches and into their front lines. The 

mine was set at night, and you can rest assured the Germans had to swim out.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle December 4 1915 



This is a rip-sporter of a day. Last night the wind howled, the rain fell in 

torrents, and the stars forgot to shine. It was the limit.  

And it was in this weather that Lieut. Penniman of Fort William was initiated 

into trench warfare. He, with Towers, came over from England with a company 

which had been spending its time in the Bermudas. The initial experiences 

must have given the boys the willies. The water is over a foot deep in 

places.  

I had just come in from a foraging expedition. We needed wood and I went over 

and tore down a piece of a barn. In the blackness I heard someone calling out 

"Silver-Top." That is the new name that they have christened me. On 

ascertaining the trouble I was told by one of our old Fifty-Second boys that 

Mr. Penniman was in the second trenches. Soon Warden came along and he said 

that Penniman would like to see me. I was well equipped for the weather and I 

followed Warden. It was so dark we couldn't see our hand in front of our 

face. And the trenches are in an awful state. Finally we located Penniman, 

and then all of us went back to the machine gun shack and had a meal. Towers 

is in charge of another platoon which will be in tonight.  

(Later). Again we have hidden goodbye to the trenches. We are back in the 

billets, and I just wish we were up again in the front lines. The old boys, 

who have been through Salisbury Plains, say that the camps there were a dream 

compared with, this. The mud is at least six inches deep.  

The Germans seem to be losing heart in this war game. Why, on our trip out, 

we just crawled out of the trenches in broad daylight and tramped back in 

plain view of their trenches--maybe we had a particular feeling running up 

and down our spines, but nothing alarming happened. True, a few sniped at us, 

but their shooting was erratic and no one was hurt. The only danger in this 

course is that the Germans may prepare a trap for us, and the old story of 

going to the well since too often we will be retold. 

I heard this morning that Dr. McDonald of Fort William was injured last 

night. He belongs to the wiring party and was out last night when a German 

sniper got a rap at him. I have been over to see George Berry and Alex Webb 

in the dressing station. They are getting better.  

 

The Canadian’s continued to come up with ideas on how they could attack the German’s. First it 

was drowning them out of the trenches, then it turned to gas, smoke, and, as always, artillery. 

The German’s had to keep a watch out for the different ways Canadian’s were attacking. They 

couldn’t let their guard down, especially without knowing what was coming to them.  



When the Canadian’s took over the German’s trenches they found it to be in perfect shape. It was 

well built and even dry despite the weather. They even had prisoners now. They found most of 

them to be young men and had only been in the trenches for a short period of time. They needed 

an interpreter to explain it to them, but they had the information. 

Muirhead took all the hazardous jobs so the young soldiers wouldn’t have to and because he was 

very qualified to do so.  He was in charge of the wiring department and had been put under the 

line of fire of the Huns numerous times. Out of all the times he was put through the firing line, he 

was only shot once. He survived, only being shot in the hand, and had his wound attended by a 

physician. Gordon believed he was a strong and brave man. 
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Somewhere in France 

I am sitting in my dugout here with my overcoat on and my feet covered with 

sacks. It is very cold. I would sooner have Canadian weather than this. 

However, I will get busy this afternoon, and do some trench work, to get my 

blood in circulation.  

By this time, doubtless, you will know that some of our boys have been in 

action again. When a coup is to be made and some unexpected and original 

effrontery is necessary, one has got to hand the laurel to the Canadians. The 

boys from the homeland are always ready to give the Hun a genuine surprise, 

and nothing tickles them more than to steal out into the night and deal old 

Fritz an unexpected blow. The motto of the officers is to keep old Frtiz on 

his mettle all the time and by sudden attacks the Canucks have made it 

necessary for the enemy to keep on his guard at all time. The Canadians are 

continually conceiving new ideas for the worrying of the culturists. One time 

it will be a faint attack with bum gas, then smoke, next the artillery will 

play a tattoo on their trenches, and finally the bombing party will pay them 

a visit. Thus the Huns have to keep their wits about them all the time. These 

feints, however, have been pulled off so often, and the Canadians have never 

pressed them, the Germans had lost some of their caution, so the Canadians 

decided to give them a little taste of high life, and a plan to enter the 

front lines of the enemy was decided upon.  

Attack German Trenches 

This week the brigade bombers wire men, scouts, and some of the infantry of 

the 5th and 7th stepped over their parapets and, under the cover of a fog, 

advanced to the German trenches. The attack was so well planned and carried 

out with such secrecy that the enemy was not aware that our boys were in the 

vicinity until the men of the 7th were practically in their trenches. The 

surprise was complete. The Huns were ordered to surrender and in practically 



every case they gave themselves up. One, however, fired and killed one of the 

10th men. The coup was a great success. Time was precious, so, with their 

prisoners, the Canucks retired, and got back to our lines just in time, and 

the Germans opened rapid fire from the hill.  

Alex McDonald of Fort William, who went to the front with the 52nd, received 

a bullet wound in his wrist. This means a blitey that will incapacitate him 

for some weeks. He was given a ticket for England. Another Port Arthur man to 

take part was Ewart Thompson. He also is with the wire party. He was one of 

the men to go into the trench, and he brought out a Gun at the point of his 

bayonet. 

Whilst the 5th were pulling of this coup, the 7th started in to attack in 

another quarter, but were not so fortunate. The Guns had deserted these 

trenches but before doing so they had wired them. An enthusiastic Canuck 

jumped into the trench, and, landing plump in the wire, had to be cut out. 

This took some time, and meanwhile the Germans began to return. The 7th 

bombed the Huns effectively until their comrade was liberated, when they 

retired without injury.  

Germans Kill Germans  

It is claimed that in the case of the 5th, a number of Germans were killed by 

their comrades in arms. It happened this wide. After the Canadians had 

retired, German bombers commenced to throw explosives into the trench, and 

any Germans who had not been captured were the victims. 

The enemy trenches were found to b in excellent shape, dry and well built. 

The yarns about there being no men in them were proven to be without 

foundation, as one of our men stated that the trenches were manned as 

strongly now as at any time, and the Germans were well clothed and fed.  

There has been a great deal of apprehension felt by the Germans as to the 

atrocities carried on by Canadians against prisoners. The Canadians are 

pictured as devils of the worst kind. Judge the surprise of our lien 

prisoners when they found out the true state of affairs. They were put in 

charge of Corporal Jack Cameron of Port Arthur. He told me afterwards that 

the prisoners were all young fellows and that they had only been in the 

trenches about a month. This news, was gleaned through an interpreter.  

After the 5th and 7th had returned to billets from the trenches, they were 

addressed by Brigadier-General Lipsett who praised the men in high terms for 

the valor and bravery displayed in the attack.  

Lieut. Muirhead's Wound 



Lieut. Muirhead of Fort William is the latest addition to the number of 

wounded. Since he had arrived at the front he had displayed unusual tact in 

the handling of his men, and bravery while in action on several occasions. He 

has proved himself to have possessed of the qualifications of a leader and 

has undertaken personally all hazardous jobs. He is in charge of the wiring 

department. The work of this body of men is all done in "Ne Man's Land" (the 

strip of territory between the trenches), and he had superintended the 

erecting of miles of barbed wire, coming under the fire of the Huns scores of 

times. Last night he and Lieut. Saunders went over to the German wire on a 

special trip. They had no sooner reached the wire than their bullets 

commenced to fly. Both officers flopped down and remained this way for a 

time, when, thinking the Germans had gone, they attempted to retire. A shot 

was sent over, however, striking Lieut. Muirhead in the arm, the bullet 

penetrating his back. Lieut. Saunders at once took Muirhead in hand and 

started in with him, being later assisted by a private belonging to the 

machine gun section, who was also out in front. Between the two of them they 

got the injured officer in and had his wound attended by a physician Lieut. 

Muirhead has a nice blighter.  

Another member of the 52nd to go to England with a blighter is Sergeant 

Higginbotham. He was in charge of a relieving party going into the trenches 

and was struck in the leg just above the ankle by a stray bullet. About four 

months is the time limit for his recovery.  

Not all the 52nd were drafted to the 8th. The 3rd and the 5th also have some 

of the lake port stalwarts in their ranks.  

 

The casualty list began to get larger and larger as the war continued through into 1916. A man in 

the Fifty-Second was shot twice, losing an eye and a finger. Another man was shot in the kidneys 

and would not be going back to the trenches for quite some time. A runner who was out on a 

message was shot in the leg. A more serious condition was a man from Winnipeg who was 

struck in the chest and through his lungs. Even Gordon was shot. He was talking to another one 

of the boys when he felt something strike him and thought it was one of the boys hitting him 

with mud. He then realized that it wasn’t one of his men, but was in fact a bullet from a German. 

It had just grazed his hip and ended up in a sandbag to which he decided to keep the bullet as a 

souvenir. 

Port Arthur News Chronicle December 18 1915  

The Third battalion of Canadians boast of a few good men from the head of the 

lakes. In the June draft of the Fifty-Second, the Third and Fifth secured 

some of the Port Arthur men. During the past few days this regiment has been 

the subject to those heavy artillery and rifle fire. The casualty list has 



been heavy. F. Welligichny was shot in the kidneys by a bullet. He has an 

injury that will keep him up for some days. S. Tary was wounded in the back 

by shrapnel. Michigan Dixon received two wounds. One bullet hit him in the 

eye and he will in all likelihood lose his sight. He was also shot in the 

hand and will lose a finger. The Third are bringing the lines near ______.  

Yesterday was Lieut. Haughton's birthday. He is in charge of the machine gun 

section of the Eighth. The officers and men all visited him and wished him 

many happy returns. He is a Winnipeg man. Since assuming the role of the 

section he has built up a strong unit that is recognized for their bravery 

all along the line.  

The Fourth last night got one of the German listening patrol. The fellow was 

right in front of the German lines when one of the Canucks spotted him and he 

made a holler that could be heard a mile. The Germans have a few lucky men 

among them. They indicted a quartet the other night, singing 'Silver Threads 

Among The Cold.' The music was good too.  

Lieut. Narrow Escape 

Lieut. had a rather narrow escape last night and you can bet my heart as in 

my mouth for a time. A fellow named Thompson and myself went through our 

section of wood. We located a tree that was good and started to cut it down 

for the wagons that are very easily built of wood to last a century, and of 

metal like iron. Well we chopped getting excellent results, in the shelter of 

the barn. We filled two bags with wood and then started for our walk back. A 

sniper saw us and took a shot so loudly that bullet sizzled along, struck the 

bark of a tree, and went stinging past our ears. We beat it for our trench, 

and barely escaped two other shots which sizzled over us as we ducked. 

Two of the Eighth boys were injured in the support trenches this time in. A 

young fellow named Tarmley, who is engaged as a runner for the brigade was 

out on a message when a shot struck him in the leg. First aid was called and 

Stretcher Bearer Hale of Winnipeg hustled to his assistance. To facilitate 

matters, it was decided to take the patient to the dressing station via the 

overland route. The Germans showed their utter contempt for anything humane 

by firing on the party, striking Hale, who fell into the trench. He had been 

shot in the chest, the bullet passing through both lungs. He is in a serious 

condition. It is acts such as this that have roused the ire of the Canadians. 

The Prussians were evidently feeling particularly peevish over the attack 

made by the Canucks. The Huns fired on the little party as long as they were 

in sight, and it was fortunate that the others escaped.  

 



George Clarke from Port Arthur, who was in charge of Gordon, was put into action, and this time 

it wasn’t war. During their rest period, he decided to participate in the Middleweight Fight 

Carnival. All the men were very good but Clarke won his class. Gordon enjoyed the matches 

during his time off and must have enjoyed seeing one of his fellow Port Arthur men winning.  
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We are out on our rest yet. Rest, did I say? We are just hardening up for 

another bunch of trouble in the trenches.  

We are going to have a lively time. At least, that was the gladsome news 

imparted to us by Brigadier-General Lipsett.  

You know that it is not all fight here at the front. That is with the rifle 

and bayonet. We have some fine fistic events and there is no bad smell about 

them, like some of those affairs pulled off in Port Arthur. The boys here box 

for the honor of the regiment and when the boys come together in the ring 

there is certainly some great milling. Some great contests are witnessed.  

Yesterday afternoon at Ballieul, the semi-finals in the 1st division was 

pulled off in the city hall. The boys of the 5th, 7th, 8th and 10th took 

part. The 8th pulled down the main events. Clarke, who was a volunteer of the 

1st from Port Arthur, was the winner of the middleweight. I had Clarke in 

charge, and he certainly is in great shape. In both his bouts he knocked out 

his men, both knock downs being in the first of the second rounds. Clarke had 

demonstrated that he is the best out and out boxer in his class in this 

decision. He has the speed and he had a punch that always brings in the 

bacon. In the 3 rounds he was in action he only received one blow, and that 

was a light tap on the nose.  The fellow who produced that punch escaped a 

wicked right swing by Clarke and to provoke the Port Arthur boy, he stuck his 

tongue out at him. Well, that was too much for our man, and he followed him 

up, and with a right swing he caught Corporal Edwards on the jaw and the 

referee counted ten before he came to. The following bouts were pulled off: 

Semi-Finals 

Lightweight 

Sgt. Hallam, 7th 

Pte. Wiley, 8th 

Wiley was an easy winner in this. He outpointed his man throughout.  

Pte. Landergon, 5th 

Pte. Pearson, 10th 



This was a nice match and Pearson had to extend himself to win. 

In the finals, Wiley and Pearson put up an interesting bout. At the end of 

the sixth round the judges decided that the bout was too close for a 

decision, so an extra round was staged. And it was some round. Wiley was the 

aggressor. He outweighed Pearson, who put up a beautiful exhibition of 

boxing. Pearson was given the decision.  

Middleweight 

Geo. Clarke, 8th 

Corporal Edwards, 7th 

This was a walk away for Clarke. From the outset he produced a punch that his 

adversary did not appreciate, and when the bout had gone a round and a half, 

Clarke produced a haymaker that floored his opponent for the event.  

Pte. Churn, 5th 

Pte. Lafey, 10th 

This was a very funny event. The men barged away every round, and when time 

was called the boys were tired to death. In the first half of the bout it 

looked as though Churn would be a very easy winner. He grew too confident and 

the French-man landed a wallop on his jaw which weakened him and for a round 

Lafey was the man on top.  He looked a winner, but Churn came back and won 

out in the last round.  

Clarke was pitted against Churn in the finals. In the first round Clarke just 

played with his man. In the opening of the second round he swung in a solar, 

plexus and then placed a nice mitt to the jaw. This brought in the 100 

francs.  

Heavyweight 

Mellen, 8th 

Allen, company sergeant-major, 7th 

Mellen is a well known Western Canada boxer, having boxed such men as the 

late Arthur Pelkey, Conolly and others, and had been given a decision on 

points over Pall of Port Arthur in a short bout. He had a kick in both hands 

and his experience counted greatly in his battles. In the first round Mellen 

put over a punch that floor his man. He was up on the count and Mellen was 

after him when the bell rang.  



Mellen got his man early in the second round. Allen had tried in wallop at 

Mellen's jaw and had dodged down, intending to clinch. Mellen struck him in 

the back of the neck and down went his man. He was out for the count.  

Marshall, 10th 

Brandon, 5th 

This was Marshall's event all the way and he won handily.  

In the finals Marshall and Mellen were the fighters. Mellen was his superior 

in every way, but Marshall had pluck. Although floored several times by 

wicked wallops, he came back for more every time.  

For some time there had been considerable discussion between two young 

English lads as to their prowess with the gloves, and they asked permission 

to fight it out at the carnival. They were given the chance and it was a 

splendid go.  

Then a challenge was issued by Travis, of the Lancashire regiment. He was 

willing to meet any man in the Canadian division up to eight stone and for 

any sum from 100 francs. He hardly got his challenge out when Pte. Fall of 

the 8th, and formerly of the 52nd, took him up. This event will be pulled off 

in a few days time.  

At the close of the events, the boys were addressed by Brigadier-General 

Lipsett. He presented the prizes to the boys. He also delivered a speech in 

which he informed the boys that they could look for action when they went 

into the trenches. There was work to be done, and the soldiers were to look 

forward to action, and this will be welcome too, as everyone in the division 

feel that they are ready for a fight and the sooner the better.  

 

For over a week the Canadians and German’s were not stopping their shell fire due to German’s 

finding out that one of their divisions were gone to rest. Without the first division the German’s 

got away with much more such as building a barrier less than four hundred yards from their 

trenches. If the first division had been there, the Germans would not have been able to do that 

and because they did it caused so many more casualties.  

The boys at the front were sad to hear the rumour that one of their men, Dr. Crozier, was to move 

his headquarters to the base as he was being promoted for all his wonderful work. He was the 

medical man of longest service in the Canadian army and was loved by all the boys at the front. 

He was a good friend and would surely be missed.  
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Things have not been just as rosy with the Canadians along the line as usual. 

For weeks only exceptional scraps took place along the front held by the 

First Canadian division. The Germans held the Canadians in the very highest 

respect, and no sham attacks were tried. But the Canadians pulled off many a 

bluff on the Germans. 

The Germans have been smarting under a number of these, and when the first 

division went back to rest and the C.M.R.'s and R.C.R.'s took over the 

trenches.  

And during the ten days the first division were out of the trenches the 

Canadians certainly got it. The Germans realized they had a new bunch to 

contend with, and they went right after them. For ten days it was shell and 

shot. The little graveyards on the hills tell the tale of the fortnight of 

carnage. Many new crosses have risen in sight to mark the last resting place 

of the Canadian boys. There were also a large number of boys injured. The 

trenches were knocked up pretty badly, and the boys had to work hard to get 

them fixed. 

A German Stunt 

During this time the Germans pulled off a stunt that the first division would 

not have allowed. This was the building of a barrier over the Messines road, 

not a hundred yards from our trenches. Machine guns were mounted and when the 

C.M.R.'s endeavored to retake the lost ground they were given a lively 

reception and there were many casualties.  

Then the C.M.R. bombers went out again to take the barrier. They got out to 

the barrier but were met by the German bombers and three killed and many 

injured resulted.  

Last night the first division again went into the trenches and the first work 

was to clear out the Germans. They always went after it in the style that has 

always gained them fame and at an early hour this morning the news was 

brought in that the Fifth battalion had cleared out the Huns. One man was 

killed on our side and two wounded. Ten Germans were killed and two were made 

prisoners. That the Germans are well provisioned can fine condition and well 

clad. They belonged to the Prussian Guard and said they had been fighting 

thirteen months, seven months on the Russian front, and six on the western 

front. They say that the German soldiers are well fed and that they are still 

well prepared for a continuation of the war. The prisoners were taken away to 

the base.  

Artillery Duel 



The past few days had witnessed a great artillery duel along the western 

front and judging from the reply of the Huns, they still have plenty of 

ammunition for their big guns. The German guns have been roaring all day, and 

the coal boxes have been bursting at intervals of about every couple of 

minutes at a point not a quarter of a mile from where we are billeted. We can 

hear the whizz of the big shells some minutes before they arrive, and then we 

get the terrific explosion when up goes earth, ect., for yards in the air. 

Everybody is watching the result of the explosion and just as I am writing a 

big German shell has come tearing over; it went into the ground without 

exploding. This is what is called a "dud." You should hear the boys cheer 

when the big fellows fail to explode. There was a general retreat of our 

fellows from the billets, at which the Hun artillery is aimed. The men do not 

appreciate these love tokens and you can bet they scamper. They are so close 

to the explosions that it is necessary for them to flop down in the mud to 

escape being killed by the concussion. It is a wonder indeed that the 

casualties did not range up into the scores. The men not range up into the 

fields in large numbers making a run for a place of shelter.  

The Wounded 

The Seventh were in the trenches this week and on Sunday night the Huns 

turned their artillery on their lines. A big shell came over and exploded in 

a dugout. Five men were killed outright, and two others who were outside were 

killed by concussion.  

The Seventh had many casualties this week. In one instance a young lad was 

badly wounded. He had an injury in the leg and also in the arm, and was 

suffering from a big wound in the side. The young fellow, despite his painful 

injuries, walked out of the trenches. In another instance, a big powerful man 

was shot through the calf of the leg. It was a clean wound, and no doubt 

painful, but this fellow would not move and the stretcher bearers had to go 

into the trenches and carry him out.  

Right out in front of our billet the nannies brigade of England are working 

and a shell feel among them and one man's leg was lacerated. The member will 

have to be amputated.  

Dr. Crozier 

Dr. Crozier, who is now the medical man of longest service in the Canadian 

army at the front is to have his services recognized and word has been 

received that the genial doctor us to be promoted to the position of chief 

surgeon of the Canadian army, with headquarters at the base. And when the 

news was spread through the ranks, there was not a soldier but who was glad 



to hear that the Doc was getting something better although the boys realize 

that they will be losing a good friend at the front.  

The Doctor is one of the most beloved officers at the front. He has won his 

way into the honors of the boys because of his generality, and also because 

he has always displayed pluck and bravery in every scrap that has been pulled 

off.  

Field Punishment 

I am writing this in the guard room. Owing to the large amount of fatigue 

work now placed on the companies consequensed by the weather, the machine gun 

artists have to do guard work. We have charge of prisoners, and do you know 

that for the first time I have witnessed field punishment number one imposed. 

This is the punishment of tying a man up by the wrists to a high bar. He 

stands there with his arms extended over his head for two hours at a time. 

Judging by the speech of the men, this is not breaking their spirits, but is 

making them worse than ever. They now bear a grudge and they swear every kind 

of revenge.  

 

Despite being at war, the men were able to make time for Christmas dinner. Although they 

weren’t able to go home and spend time with their family during the holidays, it was nice that 

they could have a dinner together with excellent food and even a band.  
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This is boxing day and, judging by the way the boys of the Eighth battalion 

have spent Christmas, you would not realize that only a few miles distant was 

the firing line of the great war. On Christmas the Y.M.C.A. tent was filled 

with the members of No. 4 company, and today No. 2 company and the machine 

gun section gathered together to partake of a Christmas festival, which had 

been donated to the boys by the officers of Capt. Benson's command. It was a 

most pleasant occasion. The spread was one to which the boys responded 

bravely and after the last course was dispensed the soldiers were all of the 

opinion, and that was that the officers had surpassed themselves in their 

hospitality. During the dinner the Tenth band rendered an excellent program 

of music.  

But the event of the whole afternoon was when Col. Matthews, the commander of 

the Eighth, addressed the diners. He rehearsed the great disadvantages the 

boys were up against. The wet trenches, the wet grounds, ect. But he was 

pleased to see the fortitude of the men. They were standing the winter 

weather well and without very much complaint. They were to be complimented 



upon their work, and when the war was over, the men in the trenches would be 

the ones to whom the best part of the credit would be due.  

He alluded to the efficient work of the machine gun section, and how this 

badly had helped to hold the lines.  

Col. Matthews also conveyed to the men the best wishes of Brigadier-General 

Currie and all other officers. 

Old No. 2 company is the unit of which Port Arthur men formed the large part.  

 

There was a concern for the cleanliness and healthiness of all the men living in the trenches, 

especially in the weather they were enduring. To keep everything going well the men had to 

change their socks on cold, wet days and massage their feet to prevent frostbite. They were also 

not allowed to keep copious amounts of trash; the trenches always had to be clean. The food and 

water is also assured to be safe. They were not going to allow themselves to get their own men 

sick and contaminated.  
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Just a few lines from the trenches which I hope will be interesting to your 

readers. 

The following is a list of casualties of the Eighth during the last time in: 

Killed: Sergeant Henderson, Private Murray. 

Wounded—Pte. Singleton, Tim Corigal, S. Galbraith, Pte. Thornisten, Winnipeg.  

Tim Corrigal, of the machine gun section, whose home is in Winnipeg, was 

struck in the foot with a piece of shrapnel and the last seen of him by his 

companions, was him disappearing over the top of the hill. He had his foot in 

a bag and was holding it up. And old Tim was hopping on one foot. You would 

imagine Tim would be tickled to death to get away with this injury, and 

escape the rotten weather. But not so with him. He was just a-cussin’ the Hun 

to beat the band for putting him out of the war business.  

Private Galbraith of the Fifty-Second, was also a recipient of a token from 

Fritz at the same time. The Huns’ piece of shrapnel just penetrated his 

shoulder and that part of his anatomy will have to be treated at some 

hospital for some time, as the shell was surely travelling some when it 

exploded and the piece hit Galbraith.  

Private Murray was killed whilst occupying the billets out at the reserve 

camp. A German shell was thrown over and his went right through the roof of 



the billet, killing Murray instantly and injuring Thornsten. The killing of 

Murray is doubly sad as only a few days ago he had received a bullet wound in 

the leg, and he could have gone away to the hospital but he refused to go, 

and had been attending to his duties. 

Sergt. Henderson was one of the unfortunates of the war. Many are killed and 

wounded, whilst not just actively engaged in battle with the Hun, and this 

was one of the cases. Henderson went to a well for water and became a mark 

for a German sharpshooter. He fell with a bullet in the stomach, and died 

shortly afterwards.  

The Germans have a pastime of shooting promiscuous-like, and they do not mind 

just waiting a little ammunition in hopes that they may land a mark and thus 

place another of our troops on the casualty list. Pte. Singleton therefore 

was the victim of one of these shots. He was away back in the billets and was 

taken unawares. When a German bullet sped across the fields, its billet was 

Singleton’s leg. Many a man would pay a few hundred francs for the few 

enjoyable holidays that this little pellet brought to Singleton. It is 

certainly a fine Christmas present. Mind you, this is not because the boys 

want to give up, but one cannot realize what joys can be found in a short 

respite at some hospital in England, where the Canadian wounded are treated 

like kings. Say, for this the boys are tickled to death to get a blitey once 

in a while.  

Well, the trenches are now in a sickly state, but the men of the Eighth are 

never downhearted, and they go into their work of keeping their underground 

barricades in shape with a spirit that is wonderful, and which is commended 

by all the officers.  

By this time you will have read of the big bombardment that took place along 

the western front, from Messines to Ypres, and the repulse of a German attack 

in such a decided manner by the Canadians and allies.  

We are stationed at the end of the line and we could hear and watch the fun 

without any discomfort to ourselves. And say, the way those guns worked, day 

and night! The nights are long and the boys were entertained by a spectacle 

of fireworks, combined with booms, screeching, ect., such as they will never 

forget. In the night you could see the big shells hurling through the air, 

the bursting of the shrapnel. Both the Allies and German batteries were 

working at full speed, and the air was full of fire, and it became one great 

war. The Germans evidently wanted to give their people a Christmas cheer, and 

they started in on an attack, which failed to come off. After some hours of 

bombarding of the fiercest kind, the Germans tried an attack. They evidently 

were of the opinion that the gas had again done its deadly work and that they 

would walk over and take our trenches. But the Allies were prepared for any 



deviltry that the Germans had up their sleeves and instead of finding a body 

of men in a comatose state, they found soldiers prepared to wreak vengeance 

for similar hellish deeds pulled off in earlier battles. When the Huns 

appeared over their parapets, they were met by a rapid fire from infantry and 

machine gun and not a man was able to pass their wire. The German losses 

repulsed and with quite heavy losses. No more will the Germans be able to 

pull off one of their gas attacks. That is, if the soldier will only obey the 

orders of the officers, as the allied troops are certainly well prepared now 

for it. It was one of the greatest trials of the men of the Eighth to stand 

and witness such a bombardment as was put on by the British and Canadian 

batteries. It was not as in the days of Neuve Chappelle, when the enemy was 

superior in the big gun fire. Now the British were returning shell for shell 

and adding interest in large amounts as well. And the boys who had battles in 

the early stages of the war, against great odds, felt justly elated, and when 

the news arrived in the trenches the following morning that we had repulsed 

the Hun, you could easily read the glow of satisfaction that this information 

meant to them. This great battle is really the turning point. It is the real 

issue of the day. The German had tried his great power again against his 

opponent and this time he has failed, although he tried everything in his 

power to pull a victory. The moral effect of this failure on the part of the 

German will be sure to have a most disheartening effect, whilst the news has 

put an exceptionally good cheer into the men of the Allies. This reverse of 

the Germans now demonstrates for all time the fighting qualities of the 

English and French, and it demonstrates that the old slogan that old England 

never knows when he is beaten is truer today than ever before.  

There is one great pointy that had to be recognized in this war, and that is 

the small percentage of sickness that is to be found amongst the men at the 

front. Speaking one day, Brigadier-General Lipsett pointed out that at the 

time in the first division there were only about 80 men on the list for 

sickness, and the second division had a like small percentage.  

When it is considered that the men are living in trenches which could by 

carelessness be made uninhabitable and unhealthy, the record is remarkable. 

Sanitary conditions, however, are insisted upon by the officers. During these 

cold, wet days, the men are compelled to change their socks daily, and to 

massage their feet with anti-frostbite, a preparation that saves the men from 

trench feet.  

Then again, no garbage is allowed to accumulate. The trenches are always 

clean. Only water that will pass the inspection of Dr. Crozier is allowed to 

be used by the men. The living is simple, the food dispensed by the war 

department being such as anyone can digest. The life therefore—outside of the 

shells and bullets—is healthy.  



I was informed that hen the German bombardment was going on the Canadian 

battalions outside were all standing to, and that an order was issued that 

should there be a determined attack by the Huns, every preparation was made 

for the C.M.R.’s to take the places of the Eighth and Fifth, and these two 

regiments were to go to Ypres as reinforcements for the Canadians.  

We are receiving our Christmas parcels all right, now, and the people of Port 

Arthur will never know the joy of the boys at the front who receive these 

gifts from home. It is just like the kiddies at a Christmas tree. They enjoy 

the treat.  

The man who boxed for Port Arthur, “Nobby” Clarke, was the pride of the Eighth Battalion. He 

was a brave man, tasking life-risking journeys for the boys. He ran straight into the line of fire, 

almost asking for death, just to aid the wounded and steal back a machine gun. He also went into 

what they called “No Man’s Land” without a care for his own safety. This time though, this life-

risking situation was over food.  

He, being a part of the machine gun section, was waiting for a German to pop their head up so he 

could shoot, but instead saw a hare come into his shooting range. He then shot the hare, killing it 

immediately, and ran straight for it. Keep in mind, the Hun’s could easily shoot him at any point 

during his run for the hare. He was lucky that no one shot and he was alive with the hare in his 

hands.  

This hare was extremely large, about fifteen pounds, and they were able to feed the company 

lads with it. Despite “Nobby” not liking Captain Orquay, he was delighted to eat the excellently 

made stew by him. The aroma that the pot filled the air with may have stunk but they did enjoy 

the meal.  
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“Nobby” Clarke, the pride of Eighth battalion machine gun section is never 

satisfied unless he is pulling off some stunt. For nerve he has few equals, 

and some of the stunts he has pulled off will go down in the canals as 

special features of the war. It was “Nobby” who sailed forth out to the 

German trenches, practically right into the jaws of death, to aid the wounded 

and to bring in a machine gun that had been left, it was “Nobby” who went out 

to “No Man’s Land” and settled a quarrel with a fellow soldier by the fistic 

route. It was “Nobby” who decided that the machine gun section required an 

aspirant in the boxing competitions of the division and who carried the 

colors to the top. But this new one of his was a thriller, and if he is not 

picked up a movie concern to screen this act of bravado then I miss my guess. 

The hero of this tale was observing over the parapet this day, just wanting 

to pop a German for luck, when lo and behold a great big Belgian hare bobbed 

up in sight. Now Clarke had hunted the wilds of New Ontario for moose, ect., 



and his sporting instincts were immediately aroused. No more attention did he 

pay to the bigger game. The Hun was a back number. In his mild’s eye he saw a 

sumptuous New Year’s repast for the boys of No. 4 gun. He mounted the parapet 

and drew in a bead on the hare. There was but one shot. And then throwing all 

discretion to the winds he jumped to the ground and ran out to the place of 

slaughter, some fifty yards away and secured his prize. And it was a beauty, 

weighing at least fifteen pounds. “Nobby” brought his game in with a whoop. 

What cared he for the Hun. And there was not a shot. The men in the trench 

were almost dumbfounded, as at this particular point it is most dangerous 

because of German snipers. All day long they keep pegging away when there is 

the least movement. But here a man goes out in broad daylight, taking no 

precaution whatever and comes back safely and without a shot being fired. 

There is no one but believes he has a charmed life.  

But to get past this nerve wracking part. We now get down to the part where 

all the boys played the hero roll. That was the banquet. This is New Year’s 

Eve and it was a time for celebrating. It is astonishing what you can hunt up 

in the trenches in the cooking line, and soon we had that hare dressed and 

cooking. The norms just about caused a small mutiny. The company lads could 

hardly stand the strain. The aroma of the pot, consisting of hare, potatoes, 

onions, turnips, and sage floated around and it was almost worse than a gas 

attack.  

Captain Orquay, of the Fifty-Second of Port Arthur, was the second chief. 

“Nobby” was the first. He was so jealous of his captain that he did not let 

it away from his sight until it had been turned into that most delicious dish 

called stew. Holly, but it was grand, and not a man of us thought of turkey.  

Men that Gordon seemed to look up to as good, hard working soldiers were not making it 

through the war. Captain Bingay, who he met the same time as Dr. Crozier and previously 

mentioned in letters, was shot and the injuries proved to be fatal. It was sad to lose another Port 

Arthur man.  
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From Somewhere in France 

The name of another Port Arthur man appeared on the casualty list of the 

Eighth battalion today, when Captain Bingay was taken out of the trenches 

suffering with shrapnel wounds in the back.  

Early this afternoon there was a warm exchange of shots by the Canadian and 

German batteries, and the Huns showed once more that if they were running out 

of ammunition for their big guns that they still had sufficient stored along 

the western front to give the Canadians a warm reception. The list of 



explosives ranged from whizz-bangs to high explosives and these were hurled 

into the reserve trenches.  

I was quite an exciting bombardment for a short time. That our fire was 

effective was evidenced by the manner of Fritz’s return of fire. Many of his 

batteries were brought into play and the shelling was general along our 

front. The big fellows tore of the earth around us.  

The Casualties  

The first casualty in our ranks occurred when Sergt. Webber, Of North 

Battleford, was struck by shrapnel. He had three distinct wounds and was 

suffering considerably. It is not believed, however, that the injuries will 

prove fatal. Captain Bingay, who always has the interests of his men at 

heart, heard of his sergeant’s injury and he was hastening to the scene when 

another shell broke overhead and a piece of shrapnel hurled through the air 

at great velocity, struck him in the back and inflicted a dangerous injury. 

Going through the back it also went through the lung. However, the doctor is 

of the opinion that the injury will not prove fatal.  

In the loss of Captain Bingay (for a time at least) the Canadian military 

miss an able officer. Under fire he has proved to be a man of exceptional 

courage, and every man who has served under the Port Arthur officer state 

that he was a man amongst many when it came to the withstanding of the great 

strain necessary under shell fire.  

Captain Bingay was greatly esteemed by his men, and the news of his injury 

was received with regret amongst the boys.  

Bomber still was injured by concussion when one of the shells exploded. He 

will be away at least three weeks.  

The Roll of Honor 

Only one officer remains at the front representing the Port Arthur officers 

who went from the Lake City with the Eighth battalion, and he is Lieut. 

Dinsdale.  

The following officers have been incapacitated: 

Captain Bingay, injured by shrapnel. 

Captain Dean, injured by horse falling on him. 

Lieutenant Owen, prisoner in Germany. 

The following men of the Lake City have risen from the ranks: 



Captain Knobel. 

Lieutenant Messieures, now in hospital in England.  

 

The German’s were attacked by more; a horrific bombing destroyed their land from miles away 

that left a thick cloud in the air.  
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Somewhere in France 

The birds of the air of the British air fleet made an attack just opposite 

our lines on some German stronghold this week and this feature of the war was 

an event long to be remembered by the trench boys.  

The attention of the soldiers was attracted skywards by a great whirring 

sound, just like the noise of a great flock of geese. And there was a flock 

of big birds, too. Seventeen in all, they flew over us, and the Hun was 

driven to panic. Air guns, machine guns and rifle tire were directed towards 

the fleet, but the aviators, by great command of their birds, averted this 

carnage and sailed on. At a point some miles inland, they dropped bombs and 

we could hear the explosion of shrapnel. Many shells were exploded ere the 

fleet many set for home, and they all came back. The sky was clouded with 

white puffs, the discharges of the air craft, and it was marvellous how the 

machines escaped. It is said that the place besieged was a big German camp 

and that the destruction was appalling. 

 

“Captain” Crozier was and never would be known as Captain. It was always “Doc” Crozier, 

Gordon said. The boys all had a tightly wound connection with the Doc. He was a father figure 

to them all. It was sad when he had to leave them and go back to Canada so they were all looking 

forward to see the Doc again, even if it is only for a short period of time. He was much more to 

them than just a doctor, not only did they go to him for aid but they also went to him for 

someone to talk to.  

The boys were lucky to have such a short list of sick men but they did not think that. Dr. Crozier 

was sending some men home with “medicine and no duty” and afterwards many of the men were 

hoping for the same diagnosis. Many of the men wanted to go home and would hope to make it 

on the sick list.  
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Somewhere in France  



“Doc Crozier is returning to Canada” is the message that went flying down the 

lines of the Canadians. No message could have possibly caused more comment 

from the soldiers of the Dominion now doing service in the First Division 

than this.  

“Doc,” as he is familiarly called, is one of the most popular officers at the 

present time serving at the front. Here in the war zone, the general officer, 

through his splendid personality, his great interest in the boys at all 

times, and by pluck and bravery displayed in actions, has become one of the 

best known of our soldiers.  

Just Plain Doc 

There is no “Captain” Crozier among the rank and file; it is always “Doc.” 

And the boys would laugh if you should call him "Captain" Crozier. And he is 

the boy’s “Doc.” too. Why he just dotes on those fellows of the Eighth 

battalion, and the loss of their favourite specialist of body and spiritual 

alignments will be greatly felt. He is like a father to the lads, and they 

know it. He humoured them always, recognising the fact that they were 

performing a great duty to their country; men who would put up with the 

conditions experienced by them with hardly a murmur. There is no “Captain” 

applied to the Port Arthur physician by the boys. He is just plain “Doc.” He 

is the daddy of them all and in spiritual and bodily ailments they go to him 

for advice and aid. He is always ready to listen to their tales and his 

council had been of great benefit.  

It is interesting to witness the doctor’s work of ministering to the ailments 

of his fellows. In the army there are many “soldiers,” and to hear the doctor 

prescribing for them is fun indeed. “Medicine and duty” is the prescription 

and the boys go away just doting on the medicine man. They know they cannot 

put anything over on him, but it is not for lack of trying. Again and again 

they appear with some excuse or other, hoping some day in the hope that they 

may get away with “medicine and no duty.” 

Few On The Sick List 

But under the special attention of Dr. Crozier it is to be noted that the 

percentage on the sick list is small—so small indeed that when Brigadier 

General Lipsett spoke of the morale of the boys of the Eighth, he was more 

than pleased to remark on the small percentage of the men who were on the 

sick list. The doctor now holds the record of having the longest service of 

any physician of the First contingent. Besides being a great favourite with 

the men, he is also highly thought of by the officers and his opinion is 

considered of great value. And every one of these are loath to see him leave.  



The doctor returns to Canada for a short time only. Urgent business 

necessities his presence in the Dominion and just as soon as this has been 

cleared up, he again will sail for France to resume his good work.  

 

Gordon witnessed three more Winnipeg men suffer fatal injuries near the trenches.  

Canadian and British men continued to get injured or sick, having to go home due to their 

illnesses. One of the men, sergeant major Jack Blurton, famous for the “Black Devils”, even had 

to return to England for health related issues. He was an old soldier who was liked by many. By 

the time he comes back the men may be in places like Egypt, if rumours are true that is.  
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Phillip McDonald, Winnipeg, killed.  

Pte. Jameison, North Battleford, killed. 

Sergt. Rochon, Winnipeg, killed. 

Corp. Edwards, Winnipeg, wounded. 

Capt. J. E. Barnes, Winnipeg, wounded. 

Sergt. Rochon, Winnipeg, was the victim of a German sniper. He had just come 

into the trenches with his men and was placing his men on sentry. In doing so 

he stood up on the firing board. He had just risen above the parapet when a 

shot came from the German trenches. The sergeant remarked that he was hit, 

and got down in the trench. He walked a few feet, when he stumbled and fell. 

He had been shot through the heart and died immediately.  

Corporal Edwards of Winnipeg had his arm broken by shrapnel. He was with 

Phillip McDonald when he was killed.  

Private Jamieson of Winnipeg, one of the old Eighth, was killed by a sniper 

late in the afternoon. He was packing up to leave the trench when a sniper 

got in a shot. He was hit in the neck and only lived a short time. He was a 

most popular fellow. The deceased was to have gone on his leave to England 

last week, but had asked that his time be extended for a few days.  

Jack Blurton 

Jack Blurton, sergeant-major of the Eighth battalion, is another officer of 

the famous “Black Devils” who will not be seen at the front again. He hails 

from Winnipeg and was one of the regiment which has become famous along the 

front ever since the first. Since the inception of the Eighth battalion has 

been an active figure in the training of the regiment for the great struggle 



and come of the praise of raising the Eighth to its excellent state is due to 

him. He was an old soldier and had served in several engagements for his 

motherland. As a sergeant-major he had but few equals. He could take a 

company of men and in a short time place them in a state of efficiency which 

was almost beyond belief. And the boys liked him. Away out in France he is 

one of this battalion. He has always upheld the boys and many a time has 

intervened on their behalf, averting punishment. Therefore, the news that he 

intended to leave the battalion and return to England was not heralded with 

joy. The men would have liked him to remain. However it could not be. Illness 

had crept in and undermined an iron constitution. He will return to England 

for his health, after which he will become an instructor of Canadians at 

Shorncliffe. 

Boys Hear Rumors 

We hear all kinds of rumours as to the future possibilities of the Canadians 

of the second division. 

There are places on this front where activity is just a little brisker than 

where the division at present is located. True, the wastage, even in these 

parts are large, and many Canucks have been incapacitated both my injury and 

sickness. It is believed that the services of the second division will be of 

the greater value in other sections. Here it is recognized that both sides 

are about as thoroughly entrenched as is possible. It would entail a great 

sacrifice of life for the British to attempt a general advance against the 

Germans. Should the Germans try to come across to break through our lines the 

result would be the same—for them. A number of small stunts are pulled off, 

mostly by Canadians with certain successes, but in almost every case it would 

have been impossible to have held the positions captured. The artillery is 

now playing a most important part, both sides being well equipped.  

No more current are to the effect that we may be sent to Egypt, or up around 

Lobs. In either case we will find our surroundings more dangerous than at 

present, and the boys who have been looking forward to something doing will 

get all the battle they want.  

 

Gordon witnessed an incredible artillery battle. Canadian’s opened fire on the German’s, hitting 

on point almost every shot. The trenches were a mess but when the German’s fired back, the 

Huns were only able to get a few hits compared to Canada. All the men killed were from British 

Columbia.  

When killed, men are buried with a cross on their grave accompanied by their name. 
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The shells are coming over our way much oftener now. The present system of 

strafing the enemy at every opportunity has peeved him considerably until old 

Fritz is now just about as sore as can be. It only takes a little to get him 

going now, whilst a few weeks ago you could pull of a stunt often without 

hardly any retaliation.  

Our batteries now nag away, and this means that the enemy is coming back. 

Sometimes he tries to get over artillery, but often he throws over his big 

stuff into the first lines and the reserves, and when he does there is sure 

to be somebody hurt. This week alone we have had eleven causalities through 

shell fire.  

But the Huns do not get away without an argument, and the way our artillery 

hurls in the shells there are sure to be many casualties.  

The Canadian Batteries 

This week I witnessed one of the finest pieces of artillery fire that I have 

seen since coming to France and it just demonstrates the fact that the 

Canadian batteries are manned by men who know their business.  

There is a barrier along our front lines held by the Germans and this has 

been a source of annoyance to our officers for some time. Well, our guns 

opened up on this barrier and it was a pleasure to witness the accuracy of 

the hits. Every shell went right to the mark, and soon the German line was 

being made almost a sieve. Sand bags went hurling in the air, many feet high, 

and big holes appeared in the parapet in many places. There is no doubt but 

that many Germans suffered as a cause of this bombardment. 

The batteries also opened up on the Germans along the whole Canadian front, 

and they created havoc with the trenches. It was certainly some sight to 

witness.  

The Huns came back but fortunately they secured only a few hits. In one 

trench however they threw over some big shells and four casualties resulted. 

The men belonged to a new draft which recently came from British Columbia to 

fill the gaps of the 8th, the 61st. They were: 

The Casualties  

Pte. Stewert. He was injured about the body with shrapnel. His injuries are 

not serious.  

Pte. McDonald, suffering from shrapnel wounds of a painful but not serious 

character.  



Pte. Plaxton. He was the most seriously injured. He suffered wounds in the 

head, arm and leg. But he will recover.  

Pte. Scott was also badly hurt. His arm is broken and he had several shrapnel 

wounds in the body.  

The two latter men were injured whilst in their dugout sleeping, the pieces 

of shell being hurled in through the front opening.  

“The Last Post” was blown for some of the heroes of the Canadian contingents 

last night, and this sound of the bugle which foretells the last rites of 

comrade was heard by the boys in the front line.  

Their Last Resting Places 

Back of the trenches about a mile on Messines road, can be seen several 

little plots, the last resting places of the boys of different regiments of 

the Canadians who die for their country. The hill side is fairly dotted with 

these little plots, filled with crosses bearing the names of the dead. It was 

at one of these that the services were being held for a son of Canada, and 

the sound of the bugle just announced the fact that another of the Dominion’s 

sons had spent his life that he might help the nations avenge the great 

atrocities of the enemy against Belgium. 

Many have received burial but the boys at the front seldom know, but last 

night the clear tones of the bugle were wafted towards the trenches on a high 

wind. The “Last Post” told its own mournful story. There was a certain 

sadness amongst the men, but all felt that some good on of the Maple Leaf had 

gone to his glory fighting for a just cause. The notes stirred the men as 

none other and all along the lines you could see a look of determination 

settle down upon the countenances of the soldiers.  

 

Firing on the German lines became a regular routine for the Canadian’s. They began firing once 

night set and it continued throughout the night. All they could hear was shots in the course of the 

night.  
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The Sifton machine gun battery had been a great adjunct to the Canadians for 

some weeks back, and the way they strafe the Germans shows that this 

organization is greatly felt by the enemy. Situated in a strategic position, 

the guns open up at night along the German lines, and they must keep the Hun 

a-humping. That they do not relish the dose of lead that goes over is 

evidenced by the great desire of the Huns to silence these guns. Several 



times the artillery has swept the hills back of our front lines in an 

endeavor to locate the guns, but fortunately, so far, without success. 

Therefore these guns must be meeting with exceptional success. All night long 

you can hear the bullets flying over the front lines from these guns and 

working parties must be kept on the qui vive all the time.  

Kenneth Malcolm, formerly of the Molsons Bank, is sergeant of the Sifton 

guns. 
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The wastage of the rank and file in the Eighth has been considered large, but 

it is amongst the officers where the largest proportion of casualties is 

noticed.  

It is started that up to date 102 of the officers of the Eighth have been 

either killed or wounded. 

In every engagement the officers have proven their ability, both as offensive 

and defensive warfare.  

 

One of the best men that ever served duty for Canada, “Paddy” Reil, was killed by shrapnel 

when a piece struck him in the neck and cut his jugular. During his time in service, he worked in 

the machine-gun section as a sniper. His father, Louis Reil, was hanged by the British, and he 

served to clear the Riel name. He did that and much more. He was one of the men that made the 

German’s fear Canadian snipers.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle February 9 1916 (2) 

“Paddy” Riel, the sniper, had been killed—such was the report that was 

dispatched down the lines of the Canadians this week. And that message 

conveyed to the boys at the front more sadness than had been witnessed for 

many a day. Paddy was one of the greatest favourites amongst the men of the 

Eighth. He was always happy and always had time to spend a few minutes in 

chat with his fellows. And farther up to brigadier-general and every one of 

them would on every occasion possible to sop him just to enjoy a talk. Paddy 

does to his last resting place assured that he had done his duty by his 

country.  

Deceased was a grandson of Louis Riel, the half-breed rebel, who raised such 

a fuss in western Canada on two occasions, and who was hanged by the British 

for the last uprising, and it was the aim of Paddy to clear up the name of 

Riel. He showed his allegiance to the British flag in a way that few do. And 

in great work he had carried on, on the western front against the Germans he 



has certainly reclaimed the name of Riel. Never has a man shown such heroism. 

In every engagement his bravery has been put to the test and he had never 

been found wanting.  

When the Canadians first arrived in France it was decided that snipers were a 

necessary adjunct. These men had a roving commission along the front times. 

They would be on the qui vive at all times, looking for Germans, and should 

one show himself, one of these snipers would be almost sure to get him. 

Almost two hundred of the foe have been put out of commission by these men. 

Among those first chosen were Paddy Riel, G. McDonald, G. Valentine and G. 

Smith. The first three were half-breeds from Winnipeg. McDonald and Riel have 

been killed by shrapnel.  

Sniping has proven its worth, and one reason why Canadians are feared by the 

enemy is because of our snipers. When no better target offered, our marksmen 

shot up periscopes, and worried the foe at all times. 

Only a few days prior to his death Riel's chum, McDonald, had been killed by 

a shell and Paddy then expressed a wish that is he were killed, his body 

should be buried beside that of his chum. Yesterday, (Sunday) his request was 

carried out.  

Of late there had been considerable shelling along the front lines, and the 

day Paddy was killed the Huns were particularly active. Shells poured over 

our trenches and many penetrated the first line parapet. At one point a shell 

came over, struck a rail in the trench and burst. A fragment struck Riel in 

the throat, cutting in the jugular vein, and killing him instantly.  

Canada loses a great soldier. The deceased was one of the first to volunteer 

for active service in Port Arthur, where he was well known, having spent some 

years working for Greer brothers 

 

A new record of how many men a single bullet can hit was three. The German bullet hit one man 

in the head, went through someone’s arm, then through another’s hand. Luckily none of the men 

were seriously injured.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle February 12 1916 

There are all kinds of rumors about the Eighth these days. 

We are just out of the trenches after six very strenuous days. The British 

and Canadian artillery have a tendency these days of worrying the Hall, and 

scores of bog shells are poured into the lines of the enemy daily. And they 

do come here too, and consequently we are having a hot time in our trenches. 



The shells just sizzled over us and on two occasions we were covered with 

earth, ect., from these.  

The parapet was blown in and officer Windgood's dugout was blown in. Five 

causalities were caused by the exploding shells, the new 61st draft suffering 

considerably.  

However, the rumors are to the effect that the Eighth is to be made into a 

flying column, and we will be turned into anything that stirs up.  

And some big engagements are anticipated too. The Canadians are to do their 

share of the fighting, and it is anticipated that some big battles will be 

pulled off soon.  

Three Casualties From One Bullet 

Three casualties with one bullet is certainly some record, and very seldom 

recorded, but this week a stray German bullet, flew over our parapet and 

before it ended its flight three men of the Eighth were injured.  

The men were engaged in a working party. The bullet came along. It first 

caught Pte. Muglow in the forehead, just grazing the head. It then cut 

through Pte. Nicholson's arm, after which it caught Corp. Malin in the hand. 

The injuries are painful, but not serious.  

 

“Nobby” Clarke, who was previously mentioned as one of the best men to ever serve in war, was 

recognized for his bravery. He was given a D.C. Medal for the heroism that he pulled off. Clarke 

ran into fire, not for the first time, and carried an injured man out. He also ran back to get a 

machine gun that was forgotten, and was also lucky to make it out alive for the second time. It 

seemed impossible with the amount of shots fired at him that he managed to escape death that 

day. He wanted to go back for a third time to get a tripod forgotten, but the men wouldn’t allow 

it as they thought he would never survive a third run. They thought they’d rather have him alive 

than have a tripod.  

He was very humble when getting the award. It wasn’t something he thought he needed as he 

believed he was just doing his duty to his country. He didn’t need any special attention for what 

he did due to the fact he thought that it was just what he was supposed to do, and not anything he 

went out of his way to do. He was an honourable man 

Port Arthur News Chronicle February 15 1916 

A Port Arthur boy has pulled down the D.C.M. "Nobby" Clarke, who enlisted 

under Captain Bingay, received this distinguished honor yesterday.  



The news came out in orders last night. Clarke, who is a member of the 8t 

battalion machine gun section, is a member of the same shack as myself. 

Corporal Buckly came in announced was the honor bestowed upon "Nobby." Cheers 

were given for the Port Arthur hero and he was the recipient of the 

congratulations from everyone. It was at the battle of Givenchy that Clarke 

pulled off a stunt that will always be recognized as one of the heroic deeds 

of the war.  

It was one of the hottest days of the engagement. Many of our men had been 

injured and many more were suffering out in front. Clarke mounted the 

parapet, fairly flouting the Germans, and ran out to the aid of a wounded 

comrade. He carried the man into the trenches. How he escaped death is a 

mystery, as the enemy opened fire on him and many shots came tearing over 

meant for him. Clarke must have realized his danger, but with a coolness that 

is seldom seen, he picked the man up and carried him to a place of safety.  

Not satisfied with this deed of heroism, Clarke decided that a machine gun 

that had been abandoned by another battalion should be brought in. Again he 

mounted the parapet and again he made his plunge through a hall of lead. He 

went to about thirty yards of the enemy's lines, picked up the gun and 

returned to our trenches and he was about to return for the tripod, but the 

officers would not allow him. They felt a third attempt would be fatal to the 

Port Arthur hero and they did not want to sacrifice the life of a man for 

such a trifle, who had accomplished such wonderful feats. His deeds were 

those of a hero and "Nobby" takes his laurels in a manner befitting a hero. 

There is no bombast about him. True, he is proud of the possession of such a 

medal, but to the boys he says he but did his duty.  

But this is not the only deed that "Nobby" has pulled off. Why, he is known 

all along the lines for the special exploits he has been responsible for. 

A man without fear, he does not consider any of his deeds as anything worthy 

of special attention. They are daily routine to him.  

But if "Nobby" ever returns to Port Arthur he is one man whom the city should 

honor.  

 

Captain Barnes, a man Gordon felt was an incredible soldier like “Nobby”, was back at war with 

the boys along with other recruitments. He left for England for the first time he had ever taken 

off since he enlisted. He had been given months of time off, but came back early stating he was 

pleased to be back.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle March 1 1916 



"If I had a company of men of the stamp of Capt. Barnes, I would not be 

afraid to attack the Germans at any time," was the remark made to an officer 

of the Eighth, by Lieutenant ____, one night, as the two officers were making 

a tour through the trenches.  

"And who is Capt. Barnes?" was the query.  

This remark almost flabbergasted the Winnipeg officer. "Why, do you not know 

Capt. Barnes? I thought everybody knew him. He is the finest soldier in the 

First Division of the Canadian army. He is a man who you can put at a post, 

and you can rely on his keeping his trust to the last." 

At this moment the officers were passing the machine gun section, and there, 

silhouetted shoulder-high above in parapet, was a soldier. "There is the man 

I mean," said Mr. ____. 

Has Made Good 

And Mr. ____ was only voicing the sentiments of every officer and man who 

knew the captain. He was one of the many Canadian volunteers who had been 

tried in action, and who had passed through the most thrilling experiences, 

with the highest credit. The word "fear" is unknown by this big good-natured 

son of the English Isles. When the war clouds commented to roll, and it was 

evident that England and Germany were about to clash, and when the Canadians 

showed their patriotism by offering aid in the way of mounted troops, there 

was one man who became keenly interested, and that was Captain Barnes. The 

thrill of the battle leaped into his veins and the captain wanted to be away 

to fight for his country. He wanted to be one of the men who would help to 

crush the Hun. One day sergeant of a recruiting station in Winnipeg, Mr. 

____, (now the lieutenant of the trenches) was surprised. When a giant, clad 

in homespun, long boots, and wearing a large sombrero and a handkerchief 

around his neck entered the office.  

A Unique Figure 

Under his arm was a pair of blankets. He had come some distance to enlist and 

was ready to go at once. It needed little examination to discover that Canada 

had enlisted one man who would be a credit to her new army. The captain took 

his place right at the door of the barracks and from that moment he was one 

of the busiest of men. He assisted in the barracks with the recruiting. Then 

came Salisbury Plains. There was one thing that this fellow loathed, and that 

was the monotony of drilling day by day. So he attached himself to the cook 

wagons. On the Plains the captain became a most familiar figure, and the name 

of Barnes was heard on every tongue. Then came the voyage to France, and the 

thrilling days of Neuve Chappelle. The stories that are told of the coolness 

and bravery of this man during that battle would fill a book. Quite cheerful 



under the heaviest fire, when shells were bursting around the wagons and men 

and horses being killed and maimed, the captain was always sure to remark 

that it might be worse. At the same time he was always helping to alleviate 

some unfortunate's misery. It was this exceptionally humane attitude that won 

for the captain a place in the hearts of all. 

Gets Machine Gun 

The thrills of the cook wagon were not sufficient for the captain, so he 

transferred to the machine gun section. He wanted to be right in the front 

rank, where he could battle face to face with the Hun. And many the hot hole 

has the captain been in, and he has always demonstrated that he is the 

material of which heroes are made. He bears a charmed life, for hardly every 

does he endeavor to take cover from the Huns. He defies their bullets, and 

when he is ordered to get in a shell trench when the artillery is roaring, 

there is a hurt expression immediately noticeable on his face, but, being a 

good soldier, he always obeys.  

Capt. Barnes has returned from his leave to England, and this was the first 

time that he had taken a day off since he had enlisted. He had been offered 

to leave months before but he preferred to stay. "I might miss something," 

was his remark, "and I would rue it." 

He went this time, however, and says he enjoyed himself, but none of the boys 

believed he did. Why he came back a day before his leave expired and you 

could tell that he was pleased to return. He had read the papers regularly, 

dreading that an action might take place, and he would not be there. And the 

captain slid into his hard bunk on the stable floor with the greatest of 

contentment. Feather beds no more for him. "Why" he said, "I tried to sleep 

in one of those beds and I lay awake for hours. Finally, I dressed and lay 

down on the floor, using my haversack for a pillow--I was soon in the land of 

Nod." 

And the boys were all glad that he was back. The few days he was away he was 

greatly missed. 

 

Native American men were serving their country right alongside the white men. It seemed there 

were a lot more white men serving as Gordon stated that only three Native American’s were 

serving in the Eighth when he came into service with them, but he also stated that they were 

treated just as well as the white men, if not better. A lot of them had a great shot and were put 

onto the machine-gun section, getting a hit almost every shot.  



One of the three Native American’s was “Paddy” Reil, who, as mentioned before, had an 

incredible shot in the machine gun section. He was killed by shrapnel over a month before. All 

the men were just as talented as “Paddy” which is why Gordon believed they were treated so 

well. They worked hard to serve their country and did well doing so.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle March 4 1916 

Private Walter Gordon to Mr. W. Russel Brown, Indian Agent, Port Arthur 

What do you think of a name like this, Hartmannsweilerkopff. It almost beats 

that Indian lingo of yours. And these are the places that will have to be 

taken over by the Allies some day. Just think what an elastic jaw some of the 

boys in Port Arthur will require to chew over some of the names of these 

places.  

Well, Russell, getting down to Indian, I may say that the article that you 

forwarded to me a few days ago came to my attention some days prior. Some of 

the papers had been forwarded to me, and this article struck me at once, and 

I then wrote to Frank Young intimidating the facts as regards the treatment 

of Indians at the front, at least so far as came under my personal attention. 

But as letters sometimes do not carry, I will give you some information that 

may prove valuable to you.  

When I came to the Eighth there were three Indians doing active service, 

namely: 

McDonald, of Winnipeg, who was an Iroquois. 

"Paddy" Reil, of Port Arthur, a grandson of Louis Reil. 

"Ballantyne," also of Winnipeg. 

These men enlisted as privates and worked their companies as such for some 

time after they came to France.  

Indians As Snipers 

Then it suddenly dawned on some official that a snipers' detachments to the 

battalion might be a good idea, and such was formed. And these three Indians 

were detached as part of this scheme, and I can say without fear of any 

denial that they far outclassed the white men at this class of work. They 

were imbued with the Indian patience, and for hours they would stalk an 

enemy, until finally the man would fall victim to their unerring aim, and 

another notch would be cut in the stalk of their rifle. When "Paddy" Reil 

gave up his life for his country, some 38 notches were counted on the rifle 

butt. On McDonald's there were over forty. Ballantyne still remains to avenge 

the death of his companions and, should he be spared, many of the enemy will 



be placed hors de combat as by his unerring aim he became known the battalion 

over as one of the greatest foes that the Kaiser has along the whole Canadian 

lines. He had accounted for over 50 of the enemy since he was assigned to the 

position of the sniper.  

"Paddy" Riel was killed by a shell in the trenches and McDonald met his death 

while going out of the trenches on the ______ road, also by shell fire.  

No Distinctions  

And when these two Indians departed this life like true soldiers of their 

King, perhaps never was such a genuine regret noticed amongst the men of the 

Eighth. Here at the front the Indian and the white man are on the same plane, 

no distinction being made. In fact if any favouritism was noticed, the Indian 

lads seemed to get the shade the better of it. The officers everywhere 

realized the great work these boys were carrying on and consequently the red 

men were given just a little more freedom than their white brethren. And no 

one of the Eighth felt any reason to complain, as all were certain that the 

men craned their special favours. By their diligence they kept the German 

sniper down and therefore saved our men many anxious moments. It is claimed 

that these men helped demoralize the whole German sniping system by their 

method of attack. They were free agents, and their manner of baffling the 

Germans was effective. By means of sandbags they would build up a position 

for their concealment and behind these they would remain some times for over 

an hour, awaiting the time when the Hun would arrive at his sniping post. And 

even then the red man's rifle would not bark out. He would await the time 

when the German, out of too much confidence, would show a little more of his 

body, so as to make a better mark. And then the Indian would be all action, 

and ere the German scented danger a bullet would have pierced him.  

Were Of Great Value 

And you could realize that this work by the Indians proved of enormous value 

to the army. It was not long until these men came to be known throughout the 

whole division. Officers of every rank were proud to talk to them and only a 

few days before the death of these Canadian heroes, Brigadier-General Lipsett 

went through the trenches, and in almost every trench he asked after their 

men and when finally he came across them he stopped to chat. And for over 

half an hour he talked to these red men of western Canada on general topics, 

and the boys were proud. And to demonstrate just what familiarity existed 

between the officers and men, one had to be close at hand to witness. "Paddy" 

was stroking the general on the shoulder one moment, and the next he was 

hitting the leader on the back and saying "good fellow." 



When the news of the death of these men was conveyed to the officer he was 

greatly concerned, and he evidenced the fact that Canada had lost two great 

men. He attended the funerals of both men, as did also Col. Matthews and 

other officers of the 8th. These men were honored to be able to do homage to 

such men. 

Russell, I may state in closing, that is all Indians prove to be the fighting 

men these three have, that Western Canada need well be proud of her red sons.  

As for their treatment, the boys here are treated even better than are their 

white brethren. This is their game, this fighting game, and they have made 

good and are appreciated.  

So far as I know any report of cruelty to Indians as a fabrication, and 

cannot be proven.  

 

Gordon witnessed the beginning of the western movement while in Belgium. For months they 

had heard about something starting in spring, which they were starting to see in Belgium with the 

grass, and were surprised for it to be true. The civilians were ordered to stay away from the 

“danger zone” as many of them were getting hurt.  

Dr. Crozier, much to their dismay, was back in Canada. They did like their new doctor, but no 

one would be able to replace Dr. Crozier. 

Port Arthur News Chronicle March 9 1916 

Pte. Walter Gordon writes to The News-Chronicle under date of Feb 2 Somewhere 

in Belgium 

Here we are again back where the whirr of the bullets and the boom of the 

artillery relived you of that monotonous and homesick feeling. Do you know 

there is a much better feeling prevails amongst the boys when they are right 

where the bullets drop like hell over the parapets and the boom of the big 

guns fills the bars?  

A Beautiful Night 

Tonight is a beautiful night. The noon makes it almost as light as day. On 

the left of us there is a bombardment going on which has been in progress for 

many hours. The sky is inflamed from the flash of the guns and the bursting 

of the shrapnel. Some poor beggars are being killed or maimed in that region. 

It is believed to be the first of the big western movement. When the active 

operations will get this far down the line few know, but from the feeling 

that prevails it will not be long. For months we have heard about the big 

spring drive. Well, spring here is not the same season as in Port Arthur. Why 



the fields are now green and the trees are budding out. Just a little wet and 

the wind has a kind of sting, but that is all, but as to the winter weather 

we experience, it is altogether different. As I was saying, the big spring 

campaign is now about to open. Evidence of this is to be seen on every hand. 

The civilians being near the firing line have been given orders to get away 

out of the danger zone, and they are going too, and if you ask me, I think 

that they should have been given their ticket long ago. They are too much 

like Germans to suit me, and they were too blooming inquisitive too.  

A Flying Raid 

There was quite a sight here this week. The flying men went away on a raid. 

It just looked like a flock of birds coming back. But almost in the midst of 

them was a whopper bird with an iron cross. It came right through our lines 

and dropped a number of bombs. But fortunately he made an error in his 

judgement, and the bombs fell in a field, and the indents a certain farmer 

will have to iron out before he puts in his crop will make his heart ache.  

Major Don Hogarth is now getting close up to the firing lines. The major was 

not satisfied to stay away back where the dangers were nil. He wanted to be 

where the scent of the hunt was the strongest, and his desire has been 

satisfied. He now gets right up to the lines. We met him riding his nag 

towards headquarters when we were coming up the front line. 

I see Dr. Crozier is back in Canada and will address recruiting meetings. 

Well I do not know of any man who is better qualified, although the doctor 

had what might have been called a bomb proof job. Still the doctor did not 

stick to his medical duties alone, but he went right into the fighting line 

and on many occasions he has displayed nerve such as makes a splendid 

officer.  

Today I met a young fellow named McArthur. He used to work on the street 

railway, and is well known In Port Arthur. He is with the artillery and is 

looking fine.  

First Snow Storm 

Well we have just experienced our first real snow storm in the trenches. The 

beautiful fell freely last night and for several hours there was quite a 

flurry. Flanders was enveloped in a white mantle. Here the snow falls in 

those big flakes about the size of a saucer and every time one of these smote 

you on the cheek you were assured of a free bath. The snow was that clinging 

stuff and it was not long ere we were looking like snow men. But it put you 

in mind of home anyway, as by noon nothing remained--but the wet-- to remind 

you that a Canadian winter day had visited you.  



 

The sound of the artillery flooded the air. This time, though, it was grenades. They were 

becoming more popular in the war. Gordon was very empirical about the situation and was 

preparing himself for death as any of the missiles could kill him. It was surprising to him that not 

everyone felt the same as him, and they were acting as if a war wasn’t going on around them. He 

felt they should be just as realistic as him.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle March 23, 1916 

Somewhere In France 

We are breathing free air again. Here at least the constraint is not as 

strained in the front lines. Fritz just dotes on our company and whilst we 

are his visitors across the No Man's land he shows his appreciation by 

throwing over shells from the whizz-bang family to the coal-box. He likes to 

keep us entertained about all the time, and although we do not altogether 

appreciate the variety of his acts, yet it helps pass the time of day away. 

And the past few days has been no exception of the rule. There have been some 

hot artillery engagements. And you can bet our fellows topped off the Hun. We 

are now beating him at his favourite game, and it is certainly fine to see 

the work of our artillery. Although every shot is destructive, yet we are 

tickled to see the bricks or sand bags fly in the air. It is some sight. But 

this time we have had a much bigger variety of destruction to serve up to the 

Hun than ever.  

Use of The Grenade 

The grenade is now becoming a feature of the war, and these weapons certainly 

have their demoralizing effect. For instance you will hear a pop of gun and 

almost instantly you hear a whizzing sound in the air. You do not know where 

in the deuce the thing will alight until you hear a report like the explosion 

of a powder house. The thing has arrived, but fortunately the distance 

between the lines is just too far to work these weapons to the best of 

advantage. Our fellows also shoot these things. They are front line 

destruction weapons. Then along comes a trench mortar, and holy gee what a 

sound and right in the midst of this interesting program the machine guns 

open up and you duck your head out of sight in a hustle. Then a sniper tries 

his luck at you. You think that the program has about finished when an 

aeroplane drops a bomb down your way. And even with all this hair raising 

stuff you do not seem to realize that a war is on. The men go about their 

work as though nothing was happening. They do not seem to realize the death 

is lurking around and that many of these missiles might have his number on 

it.  



Spring Drive Soon 

There is a feeling in the air that the spring campaign is now only a few 

weeks off at the latest. In fact when we came out yesterday, the real opening 

of negotiations for a peace had commenced. Our artillery opened up and scores 

of love tokens were thrown into the German lines. It was a continuous 

thunder, and the Hun received a reception that evidently made him realize 

that a war was on. It was the heaviest bombardment that we have witnessed for 

some time. And the Germans returned. We were coming out of the trenches at 

the time, and the whizz-bangs were just jumping across our way. They seemed 

to be hitting all around us. The mud was flying all over us. Just as we were 

rounding a traverse, a shell burst in the next bay to us, and when two of the 

boys of the 52nd draft had been injured. Kincade, of Fort William was the 

most serious. A large piece of shrapnel had struck him, penetrating both 

legs. He will get a lengthy sojourn from the trenches. The other boy was 

named Wade. Shrapnel made a nasty wound in his hand. You can just bet that we 

kept hustling along our way, as the Hun was still anxious to kill a few 

Canadians.  

Aeroplane Comes Over 

But even when we got back to our billets, we found the Hun was anxious to 

renew our acquaintance. A big aeroplane came over and he dropped a bomb which 

dug up quite a hole in a field close by. This was the program for Sunday, and 

it was a real active one.  

The greatest feat of the artillery duel was the superb work of the 2nd 

divisional artillery, 21st howitzer batter, and the 16th battery field guns, 

which are relieving our batteries here. These batteries have only had a 

month's experience. Coming here from Kennel, where they had a short try-out. 

The ground here is all new to the men. There is a farm across the Canadian 

lines known as the Avenue Farm. It has been known for some time that the 

Germans have been carrying on some kind of work there, and the farm has been 

shelled frequently. The other day a derrick was noticed on the property and 

the artillery was advised. Evidently the Huns are mining under our lines. The 

artillery opened up a nice little bombardment. Three shots were sent over to 

register, and after that every shot went to the mark. It was certainly a 

remarkable display of artillery work. The bricks and wood went flying in the 

air, and in the course of an hour, not a vistage of the building was left. It 

was a grand display and was equal and if not better than any regular 

artillery work that has been pulled off along this front.  

 



Now in France, they began to see spring again as green showed and trees began to sprout. As it is 

warmer the men wouldn’t be getting sick as easily and they were all doing well physically. 

Sadly, there was an accident.  

For the first time in the Eighth, they had a fire. They were lucky to escape with all the candles, 

cigarettes, straw on the ground, and other flammable objects. It was a small fire that was put out 

right away, but it was still dangerous.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle April 29, 1916 

We are now billeted in as picturesque a spot as I have seen since coming to 

France. This is the farming section of France. The fields are now becoming 

green, the trees are sprouting out, and with the quaint old homes and 

buildings, with their roofs of red tile, and it certainly looks pretty. The 

weather is fine. Old Sol is out in all his glory and it is just like a 

summer's day in Canada.  

Division Moves 

The division is moving to a new piece of line along the western front and it 

is at a place where there is something doing all the time. You will hear of 

the Canadians oftener in action from now on. But the boys do not mind. They 

are all in excellent shape physically, as was evidenced by a forced march 

made by the Eighth battalion recently. Only three men fell out, and they were 

fit.  

Yesterday the division was inspected by Brigadier-General Alderson and he 

expressed himself as being well satisfied with the appearance of the boys.  

There is not the least doubt but that the section to be taken over by the 

division is a hot one, as daily Red Cross trains pass through from that 

section with the wounded. But this will not affect the courage of the lads. 

They were ready for the fray and they want to meet the Hun face to face 

again. There is no doubt that the Canadian's will again make history for the 

land of the maple. I hear that the 28th and 52nd will be with us on our new 

front.  

For the first time in the history of the Eighth in the war zone, that 

battalion had hat the mishap of a fire. With candles for the production of 

artificial lights in the billets, and the boys all smoking cigarettes, it is 

a wonder indeed that we have escaped so fortunately, and as the battalions 

are almost always billeted in barns, with the floors strewn with straw, you 

wonder indeed that we have been so fortunate. This was only a small blaze the 

boys extinguishing it before it had made much headway. The village fire 

brigade came to the rescue some time after the flames were under control.  



Their Fire Brigades 

You know those antiquated affairs they show in the movies, displaying a Negro 

brigade? Well, they are just about the same here. The boys came puffing up, 

hauling their small hand engine, and they were tickled to death when they 

learned the fire was out. Oh for a Kodak! 

Things had begun to look pretty blue for Germany on the western front, but 

the sudden arrival of a Russian army was a bolt from the blue. 

 

Although they were still in France they had moved to a different part and it was much different 

than where they were last. Gordon compared the older site as a resort compared to the new place.  

It was all artillery and it began wearing the boys out with how much action they were receiving. 

The Huns were overusing their machine guns anywhere they possibly could and no matter where 

they went the Canadian’s had to live in fear of the Hun’s seeing them. There were even mine 

explosions meaning they had to also watch where they step. It was more dangerous than anything 

they had to endure so far. 

Port Arthur News Chronicle May 6, 1916 

Well, here we are somewhere else in France, and you can bet it is a much more 

sporty spot than the old Ploegstreet woods. Say, that old stamping ground of 

ours was just a health resort, compared with this place. There is more 

artillery action here in a day than would occur in our old home in a week. 

Both sides are strafing all the time. The machine gun is in evidence quite 

prominently too. And when you just take time to consider the fact that there 

is barely forty yards of unclaimed territory separating the two lines, you 

will realize just what an unhealthy place this is. And the Hun at the point 

we are occupying just has about a point and a half advantage. He is on higher 

ground and the boys in our trench have the knees worn out of their trousers. 

They just want to get as near the bottom of the trench as possible.  

Cultivate The Crouch 

If we stay here very long we will all cultivate a stoop which will have to 

become the height of fashion for Canada if any of our boys get back to just 

demonstrate that curvature of the spine waddle.  

Well, I have now a new job with this army, and it had a commissioner's job 

beaten a mile. I am now on the company roll as guide and runner. This gives 

me jobs to do, as at times I am gamboling around, the highways in the wee 

sma' hours, guiding companies either into their trenches or out to their 

billets. And this job is some ding-donger for excitement.  



Fire from the Huns 

The Hun have a nasty habit of opening up a bunch of fire just as long as you 

are promenading down some road and the pellets tear around like hail. But it 

takes a lot of lead to "get" a man. Hundreds of men move around nightly on 

both sides and the guns are popping all the time, but the casualties are 

comparatively few. Of course, some get hit. The bullet with one's name on it 

will surely find a place in one's carcass when the time comes.  

Machine Guns 

Talking of machine guns, say, the Hun has a weapon that simply talks. It 

shoots so fast that an expert could not traverse it fast enough, and as a 

result a score of bullets will occupy a space of less than a yard. For 

instance, one of the Canadians was in the trenches, and was looking over the 

parapet when a machine gun opened up. Five bullets passed through his head 

before he fell. The weapon is therefore quite demoralizing, but is no more 

effective than a slower gun.  

This is certainly some battle field. Of course I do not mean the hand-to-hand 

business. There had been little of this, outside of Verdun, for some time. 

But it is where the artillery duels are daily—I should say hourly 

demonstrations. The fields are all torn up, and you can find unexploded 

shells and noise caps of all sizes lying all over. You could easily pick up a 

sandbag of these in an hour. And Dr. Crozier was paying the boys five francs 

each for specimens at our other battle ground. The Huns here use artillery 

like machine guns, and they just traverse with the big guns about the same. 

The other day I was guiding a party to a point when the Hun's observation 

balloon caught sight of me and sixteen choice shrapnel shells came over out 

way. These shells are some sight to watch bursting at a safe distance, but 

when they explode over your head all the thrill has departed. Pieces of 

shrapnel fly everywhere, and lucky you are if you escape without injury. 

Ditches are a favourite spot for dodging and no matter how muddy they are, 

into them you go. On this occasion two of the men were injured, and have gone 

to blightley. But they are lucky at that, because from all the accounts the 

big things are about due. The Canadians will be out to win more time.  

The Desolation  

You should see the desolation that has been wrought in this country as a 

result of this war. Whole cities, towns, and villages have been practically 

wiped out. There is a large city near here, where scores of handsome edifices 

one stood. Only shattered walls remain to demonstrate the great havoc the war 

has caused. Chateaux of early design, and erected so solidly that you can 

hardly realize that they could be destroyed, have been ruined. And grounds, 



which must have taken years to cultivate to their perfection are now bare 

waste.  

Huns Bombarding 

Just as I was getting this effusion off the Huns started to bombard the 

parapet in front with whizz-bangs and some of the flow of language was scared 

out of me.  

To rebuild and restore this country to its former beauty is going to take 

billions of dollars. Whole cities the size of Port Arthur have been razed to 

the ground. Farm buildings for miles around have been wrecked and out here 

the buildings are built to stand forever. All are of solid brick or stone, 

and the smallest residence has at least an eight-inch wall, and many men will 

be required to erect new buildings. Big manufacturing plants have been 

destroyed, the machinery ruined beyond repair-it is awful and, judging by the 

Verdun affair, this is just a starter. If the war is carried to the Germans, 

and our armies invade the country now held by them, why the destruction will 

be even more widespread.  

The Fifty-Second 

The Fifty-Second is also in this sector, and has been in action. I met 

Colonel Hay and the other officers. The past week, I ran across Bradbury. He 

is looking fine. You know, he was invalided to England because of injuries. 

He had a position there, but would not stay. He came to fight and he wanted 

to be at the front. Dad Stewart, our former hockey placer, is also with 

Bradbury. Dad is wearing three stripes and is making good. He will likely get 

commission.  

Another Port Arthurite I met up this way was Baker, of the city office. He 

and Malcolm are with the motor machine gun. They are also in the line with 

us.  

I hear the 28th had a cutting-up. They are not far from us, but we are so 

long out in the front lines that we do not meet them often.  

Exploding A Mine 

There is one experience that kind of gives you the willies in a scrap. That 

is the exploding of a mine. A big one was exploded the other night by the 

British. I was in our dugout at the time, at least three-quarters of a mile 

from the scene. Say, when the explosion took place, it was like an 

earthquake. The ground simply rocked. It must have been like a volcano on the 

spot. The Germans were driving a mine just over the British and just when 



theirs was about completed ours was exploded. I guess they get all was coming 

to them, all right.  

The weather is commencing to feel spring-like, in fact, the sun is so bright 

that the boys are taking advantage of the fact to have a lousing. If they get 

rid of even half of their families they will give some relief anyway. 

 

Very few of the 150 men who originally enlisted are still there alive and well. Not all have 

passed, some are at home due to illness or resignation, but there are too many on the casualty list. 

The men who are still there are very brave.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle May 16, 1916 

If a roll call of the original 150 men who enlisted in Port Arthur under the 

late Captain Bingay as a unit of the Eighth battalion was ordered at the 

trenches at the front, very few would answer their names. The men could be 

almost counted on the fingers of your two bands. True, all have not been put 

out of commission through casualties. Many of our men have displayed merit in 

directions where their services were of more value than in the front lines, 

and they were commissioned off to such appointments as would be of most 

benefit to the Canadian army.  

In Positions of Trust 

Some of the men who have done their bit and were invalided back to England 

are occupying important positions of trust for the Canadian government in the 

mother country.  

Then there are the boys who are prisoners in Germany. Quite a number of our 

lads are being held in the enemy's country. 

The following are lasts that are now on the firing line at the front: 

Still in the Trenches 

Sergt. Higgins. Corporal Grundy, Corporal James Gallagher, Corporal Edgar, 

Privates Proudfoot, James Wilson, Jos. Miloch, James Stephens, Kimberly, 

McKay and Frank Johnson.  

The following men have never missed their turn in the trenches through 

illness or injuries: Sergt. Higgins, Corporal Grundy, Private Proudfoot and 

Wilson and Private Joseph Miloch, of the Red Cross, who was with the Captain 

Crozier until he departed for Canada. The following Port Arthurites have won 

their spurts on the field of action and for work performed have received 

deserved promotions.  



Captain Knobel, who was raised from a private, is now on the brigade in 

charge of the intelligence deserved promotions.  

Sergt. Higgins, now sergeant of the scouts.  

Joseph Gallagher, sergeant of patrol.  

James Edgar, corporal, recently appointed representative of the Eighth at the 

baths.  

Of the five officers who left the head of the lakes not one remains on active 

service with the Eighth.  

Captain Bingay was killed.  

Lieut. Owen is a prisoner in Germany.  

Lieut. Dinsdale is ill. 

Lieut. Muirhead was shot in the arm and is still in England.  

Captain Dear was also invalided to England as the result of serious injuries.  

Sergt. "Nick" Clarke, who remained with the battalion on active service until 

only recently, was placed in charge of men to take out timber in the Argonne 

forests in the south of France. Rumour states he will soon be back again.  

Two Port Arthur men who became especially well known along the whole Canadian 

front were "Nobby" Clarke. D. S. M., and Paddy Reil, the snipers.  

The following men were injured and sent to England for treatment, but who 

have since returned to duty on the firing line: Privates Stephans, Edgar, 

Kimberly, McKay, Gallagher and Sergt. Frank Johnson 

 

Two of the Port Arthur men were sent to the hospital due to injuries. The first was Murphy, who 

was struck in the face by shrapnel when a cartridge exploded. He didn’t want to leave the 

trenches but he had to go to the hospital. The second, Private “Mac” McLeod was thrown against 

a tree, breaking a shoulder blade in the process, when a Hun threw over a shell close to him. 

With two men gone to the hospital the Eighth is not as strong. 

Port Arthur News Chronicle May 27, 1916 

Murphy has gone to the hospital for repairs. Now Murphy comes from Port 

Arthur and he was one of the Lieut. Owen's men and has been through all the 

engagements and was recognized as a good man. But when Murphy went away for 

repairs he went away swearing. The nights are cold now and Murphy went into 



the dug-out to replenish his fire and was watching the blaze, when whizz a 

cartridge exploded. A piece of the shell flew and struck Murphy on the bridge 

of the nose near the eye, and it stuck there. When the accident occurred 

about two yards of that special profanity Dr. Crozier has told you of floated 

through the air. Murphy was clear mad. But he had to go out of the trenches.  

Private McLeod Hurt 

Another of the old Port Arthur boys who has been sent to the hospital for a 

rest is Private McLeod. "Mac" was not looking for trouble at all. But you can 

never tell your luck here. The Huns threw over a shell and it flew close past 

McLeod. He was thrown down and struck his shoulder against a tree. The 

shoulder blade was broken and the strength of the Eighth is down again.  

Lieut. Richardson 

It is learned that Lieut. Richardson who came over to England with the Fifty-

Second has been transferred to the Eighth and will go into the trenches with 

our loyal boys the next time in. He had a practical experience in the 

trenches with the Fifth.  

Lieut. Kiltson has gone to the Second brigade machine gun section. 

 

The transport is the part of the war that gets the most excitement- or so that’s what Gordon feels. 

With the roads that are almost impossible to go through, they have to maneuver their way on the 

road. They also have to worry for shrapnel and try and deflect any pieces that may strike the 

transport. They put themselves and the horses in danger. It seems more scary than exciting.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle May 29, 1916 

There is one department of an army that certainly at times get all the 

excitement that it wants, and that is the transport. Old Fritz has a special 

liking for the transports and nightly he shells all the roads leading up to 

the front lines in an attempt to catch some of our outfits, and there are 

some remarkable escapes too. A trip over some of these roads would be an eye-

opener to the people of Canada. All roads out here are lines with shade trees 

planted years ago. These have almost all been cut down by the shells. The 

cobble roads are simply filled with big shell holes, making the traffic 

almost impossible. To take a transport down these roads requires some 

engineering indeed, and many an outfit has been wrecked.  

The other night the 52nd transport had an exciting time. Sergeant Boucher and 

Corporal Sandson were in charge. They had hardly arrived in the war zone when 

zipp, zipp, came a battery of shrapnel. The transport just escaped, the 



shells exploding at the rear of the outfit. The sergeant gave the order to 

gallop and the outfit went ahead at a run. The guards endeavored to stop the 

transport but the sergeant rushed through the danger zone. But on all sides 

were rigs and horses. The horses were without drivers and were rushing along 

the road. At times it looked as though a collision would be inevitable. 

Transports of other battalions were being held up, but not so the 52nd. Right 

through the whole excitement they went and they proceeded right through to 

the dumping ground without the loss of a man or a horse. Many men were 

injured and horses killed that night.  

Sergeant Boucher said that it was one of the worst nights he has experienced. 

The shells were bursting on all sides of the outfit, and the guns seemed to 

follow along the road as the outfit galloped along.  

 

It was a year since the battle of Ypres when many Canadian’s were captured and brought to 

German Prisoner of War Camps. Out of 311 men only 240 answered roll call that day. Even a 

year later many men would still be in a German Prisoner of War Camp on the anniversary.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle June 5 1916 

As I sit in my dugout today Frank Johnston, who was a member of the first 

draft of the Eighth Battalion to leave Port Arthur, has brought to my 

attention the fact that it was just one year ago today that the Eighth 

Battalion took over the line from the French Ypres. The boys had been in the 

trenches prior to that, but it was only for 24 hours, the Buffs relieving 

them. But a year ago on the 19th of April the Canucks really started in on 

their active campaign. They then occupied the salient which has been a point 

of contention ever silence. That twelve months has demonstrated to the world 

that Canadians as fighters are equal to any soldiers in the world. Without 

the advantage of the years of military training of their British comrades 

they showed that they were of the right material for soldiering and in the 

months of battle they have proved to the mother country that they were sons 

to be proud of.  

On the muster roll of the Eighth, when they went into the Ypres line were 311 

of all ranks from the twin cities. When the Eighth came out after that six 

days of battle only 240 in all out of the whole battalion answered the roll 

call, and of these eight were officers.  

The list of men on active service in the trenches has dwindles down, until 

now only a fraction are doing duty in the front lines. The following is the 

list:  

Officers—Nil.  



Non-Commissioned Officers-F. Johnston. 

Privates-G. Kimberly, Jas. Stevens, Jas. Edgar, S. Brundy, G. Boyce, J. 

LaSalle, G. A. Higgins, Jas. Wilson, J. McKay, Crowder, T. Proudfoot, Jas. 

Gallagher, Geo. Amos, Jack McKaye, Jos. Maloche, Nobby Clarke, Geo. Henry.  

A large number of the Port Arthur and For William men will spend the 

anniversary in prison camps in Germany; others have been detailed to work 

back of the lines.  

Those who are now in actions and who have been given promotion are: Sergt. 

Higgins and Boyce. Corps. Edgar and Grundy.  

 

On the anniversary of the second battle of Ypres Gordon was sent into Ypres and was hit with a 

shell explosion for the first time. It was mostly smoke and dust more than it was painful. With 

how much artillery they had to pass through it was surprising that he was only hit with a shell 

explosion and wasn’t hurt. 

They were ready for more of a fight. Not many men were sick and they were in great physical 

shape. And, with Brigadier-General Lipsett coming back to be the head of their divisions, they 

would be ready for any action to come.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle Jun 17 1916 

Somewhere in Belgium, April 30. 

Well, ere the letter reaches you, you will have knowledge of the whereabouts 

of the Canadians and know the part of the line we hold. The battle of Ypres 

(the second, I mean, when the Canadians took active part), was just a year 

today, and in my new position on the army staff as scout, I was send into 

Ypres the day of the anniversary. You could hardly realize what destruction 

could take place in one of these modern bombardments. Ypres was a large city 

with buildings constructed entirely of solid stone and brick. There were 

scores of these of beautiful architecture, and these have proved to be the 

target for the Hun artillery, and they are almost heaps of ruins.  

Remains of Fine Buildings 

In some cases a part of wall remains to indicate the side of what had once 

been one of the handsomest buildings in the city. Edifices costing thousands 

of dollars were also piled of stones. I could not describe the devastation 

that was to be witnessed in that city. Some of the buildings had been erected 

over a century ago and they certainly were a monument to the craft of the 

artizans of the earlier days.  



The heaviest bombardment that has ever been witnessed along this western 

front took place here this week. The guns opened up yesterday afternoon, and 

for hours we could hear the boom of the artillery and at night the flash of 

the guns on the sky line made the heavens look like a lake of fire.  

When Artillery is Busy 

Yesterday a man named George Williams, formerly a contractor, of Kenora, who 

has been in the war zone since the commencement of the war without the look 

of a day in action, excepting the few days leave in England, and I were sent 

up to the front line on business, our battalion being out now in reserve for 

a few days, and we arrived there just as the fun was starting. When we were 

about a mile from our destination the Hun guns opened up. Oh! But it was a 

war! It was a beautiful clear day-like a July day in Canada-but in a few 

minutes the whole line was one dense cloud of smoke. It extended for miles. 

Shells were bursting everywhere. At one point which was on very high ground, 

we witnessed some of the destruction. The big shells would tear through the 

air, seemingly only a few yards over our heads, to explode over out trenches 

only a quarter of a mile distant. Sandbags and earth filled the air. Shrapnel 

was bursting all over, the lyddite leaving yellow clouds. Shells of all 

descriptions were bursting.  

Destruction in the Trenches 

We kept on going up the communication trench and we found evidence of the 

word of the Hun artillery. Part of the trench had been blown in, but no great 

material damage was done as a fatigue part could put the piece of the line in 

shape in a few hours. Then we filed into the support trenches. The Hun had 

been hunting for victims as all along were souvenirs of the artillery. But 

fortunately the shots had either been too far are too short and all the 

damage resulting was big holes torn into the terra firms on all sides. It is 

a marvel indeed how the trenches escaped.  

On the front line we found that they had experienced a similar experience, 

but of course the bombardment was only in its infancy by this time, and as 

this was no our particular little battle we readily beat a hasty retreat 

after we had finished our business.  

Making a Getaway 

We had to return through quite a dangerous zone as the Hun was by no means 

paying all his attention to the front and support trenches. Guns were also 

playing on the communicating trenches, and we were making our getaway through 

these avenues. By the time we had made that run my old heard was a thumping 

along at its best gait. But, to cap it all, we were just getting out of the 

hell of fire, and were complimenting ourselves upon another remarkable 



escape, when bang when a shell ahead of us, not more than a hundred yards. It 

was one of our own artillery. But what got my goat was the fact that there 

was a premature explosion of a shell in progress. All you could see was a 

cloud of dirt and debris flying toward us. Well I gave myself up right then. 

I could see no way to clear myself out of that mess. And do you know it is a 

funny feeling that you get. I did not think so much about the consequences as 

about what must have happened to the gun, as I never had one of those stunts 

pulled off on me before.  

How It Feels To Get Hit 

Then the stuff hit us. But there was no kick to it at all. It was just a 

cloud of dust and stuff. The explosion of the shell so close to the muzzle of 

the gun had taken away all the force. Well, we were tickled! When we got back 

to our billets the boys were standing to. And do you know that on that little 

joy trip we only covered twenty miles—in a blazing hot sun, too.  

The Lucky Eighth Battalion 

You have to ask yourself again and again "is the little Black devil badge a 

good luck omen?" Never has a battalion met with such good luck as the Eighth 

during this war. During the past year they have passed through a campaign of 

the most remarkable luck. True, the wastage has been heavy, and many men have 

been practically struck off the strength for reasons of blighties, illness, 

ect., but it is man months since the Eight has suffered heavy losses in the 

trenches.  

Take for instance the night that the Eighth was relieved. We had been in the 

trenches for the better part of a month, and during that time we only had 

some forty casualties in all. These included the sick. But the battalion 

relieving us! Why we had hardly left the trenches when the Hun opened up with 

the trench mortars and six men were killed and eight wounded. The following 

day other injuries were reported and they would be lucky indeed if they 

escaped without loss of men during the terrific bombardment. Another 

battalion relieving about the same night as us, had about 150 casualties, and 

another Canadian battalion in the lines at the same time had 240. The Eighth 

have occupied the trenches as often as any other Canadian battalion, but the 

good luck has followed them throughout. Let's hope that it continues.  

Warfare Is Changing 

But it is a different war here than in our old lines. There is action all the 

time and the boom of guns fills the air continually.  

The chief topic of conversation is about when the big drive will take place. 

The weather is favourable. We now have the men, ammunition, and artillery, 



and we also have a foe who is to be figured with. The Huns have amassed a 

huge army opposite this front and daily troops are being hurried against 

different points of our line in an attempt to break through and make their 

dash for Calais. If brains were ever required for the Allies, it is now, 

because the Huns will use every subterfuge to gain his point. This is his 

last blow and if he is not successful the Allies will have gained a victory 

that will mean the breaking of that wonderful fighting machine of the Kaiser.  

Troops Are Ready 

The troops are all ready. Perhaps never in the history of the armies has the 

morale of the troops been better. Very little sickness exists amongst the 

Canadians especially, and miles of repute marches have demonstrated that they 

are especially fit. Of course, there are many new men, but nevertheless, 

there are scored of the old battle-scarred warriors of the earlier 

engagements whose advice in the present crisis will be of the greatest 

advantage to these recruits. This will make the Canadians stronger than ever 

for the great struggle that is coming.  

And another thing that will help to put heart in the boys of the second 

division is the fact that Brigadier-General Lipsett will again be the man who 

will control the fortunes of the lads of the Fifth, Seventh, Eighth and 

Tenth. It was generally conceded that he was lost to our brigade and that he 

would be at the head of the Third division, but it is evident that when the 

time arrived when the Canadians would again go into action, on an even larger 

scale, that the gallant brigadier, who made his name but of course the boys 

all know that a man of his stamp requires no making, as he is already made, 

and the men will perform miracles for an officer like him.  

Pleased the Boys 

The joy of the men when it was reported that Brigadier-General Lipsett would 

again be looking after the welfare of the boys, was remarkable. They seemed 

to be a new set of men. A great weight seemed to be lifted off their 

shoulders, and you could see that do or die spirit illuminate their 

countenances and this is to in any way belittling the other officers. But the 

Brigadier-General has become a father to the boys and he is beloved and 

respected as is none other. This is the reason that the fellows thought good 

fortune was again theirs. The men recognized an officer who has willing to 

undergo the same suffering as themselves, to achieve the great goal of 

success.  

Both the Huns and the Canadians should have learned to keep their heads down, especially our 

men who lost the best snipers such as “Paddy” Reil and Phillip McDonald. Without those men 

the Huns had an advantage against the Canadians.  
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The soldiers at this point have more to fear from grenade and whizz bang 

warfare than any other. The lines are so close together that the opposing 

forces just glory in keeping the other in the highest nervous tension all the 

time. 

The old song of "Keep Your Head Down" applies to our boys as well as to the 

Huns. When peace and quietness reigns and the soldiers of both sides are 

enjoying a short period of nerve rest, something is sure to happen. A little 

hell will be let loose by one of the contending parties, and then there will 

be some great things doing for a period. The whizz band is about the fastest 

article of satanic destruction that has been incented and these guns will 

play merrily on both sides for a period, and they just traverse along the 

parapet and bags, ect., go flying. Everything in their way suffers. You are 

always tickled to death when the "cease fire" order is given. But you are 

safe from these if you are down in the trench. It is usually the first ones 

that do the damage.  

The Roar of Grenades 

At nights it is the roar of the grenades and from dusk to dawn these 

implements of torture are hurled around promiscuously. The shrapnel is flying 

all over and you are lucky indeed if you do not be the recipient of a piece 

of this stuff. But our men age just as active as this game as theirs and the 

Hun therefore has equally as much pleasure at this class of warfare as our 

soldiers.  

The Eighth have been unfortunate in losing the services of such valuable men 

as "Paddy" Reil. Phillip McDonald and now G. Ballantyne, who is recognized as 

the greatest enemy to the Hun in the Eighth, is incapacitated. On a march he 

had the misfortune to injure his knee. Recently a brother of his came over to 

France and transferred to the Eighth. He was soon recognised as a good man 

but his labours on behalf of his empire was short, as the past week a big 

shrapnel shell hurled from Fritz’s lines burst over a billet where Ballantyne 

stayed and he received serious injury. With the Indians dead and out of 

commission the Eighth snipers are demoralized for a short time, and in our 

present battling ground snipers are badly required. The Huns have just a 

little the advantage in positions here and consequently snipers are at work 

all the time, and our boys have to hug the parapet. But if we had our old 

snipers on the job the Huns would soon have to stop their work. In the ______ 

district our boys were certainly in command of the situation and very little 

was to be feared from the Hun marksman. He was too busily engaged in looking 

after his own scalp to endanger many of our lads. If any more of these lads 



are joining the colours there is one battalion that would be more than 

pleased to get their services and that is the Eighth.  

To demonstrate the great tact of the Indian in this special work it might be 

said that not one of them received an injury through a bullet from a Hun 

rifle. It was the artillery that got them and there is not the least doubt 

but that the snipers of the enemy put forth every endeavor to "get" our men, 

as they certainly have been a menace to the Germans and helped to a certain 

extent to demoralize the troops.  

These lines are particularly adapted for the German snipers. We are exposed—

that is, if we do not take a precautionary measure on three sides and if a 

soldier shows at all bullets will whizz at you from these different points. 

Fortunately at the point where exposure is very open the Huns are quite a 

distance away, and so far none of our boys have differed. But these bullets 

come uncomfortably close at times. They will bang into a sandbag at your head 

and give you a startle.  

Fought like Demons 

London, June 23 

Soldiers returning to Courtral from the front on Wednesday said the Canadians 

fought like demons until they recovered the trenches lost the previous week, 

write a correspondent of the Amsterdam Telegraaf, who adds: "German losses 

were heavy during the British bombardment preliminary to the recovery of the 

ground. The Correspondent said people from Courtral, who described scenes 

there after train and a long succession of motor ambulances brought the 

wounded back in Rue de Lillie, and on the market places cards stood dripping 

with blood. Inhabitants of Courtral rejoiced at the German setback as on the 

pervious Saturday they were angrily forbidden to cheer when 20 Canadian 

prisoners were marched in through the Porte de Menin.  

"After being given food in the big schoolroom the prisoners were taken to 

Ghent. Cheered occasionally when Belgium women caught sight of the men, not 

even the brutal punishment of the Huns could prevent them from cheering. On 

Monday 57 more Canadians came through, but neither part had any officers, and 

no general was seen." 

 

Not only did the Huns have an advantage with their snipers, they also had an artillery advantage. 

They had obtained gas, liquid fire, saw edged bayonets, and much more artillery. They also got a 

new bullet that was much different than the older bullets. These bullets had a special casing that 

peeled off when in contact with something. When the bullet pierces through the skin the shell 

casing comes out and disperses small pieces throughout the wound making it much harder to find 



all the pieces and prevent an infection. This new casing could make it almost impossible to 

recover.  

 Port Arthur News Chronicle June 24, 1916 (2) 

You have to give it to the Hun when it comes to the manufacture of nefarious 

tools of war. Gas, liquid fire, saw edged bayonets, ect., have been 

instituted into the war, all contrary to the principles of modern warfare as 

laid down by The Hague.  

But the enemy had another little surprise in store for us, and it is an ugly 

proposition, too. In previous letters I have contended that the German had 

many dirty stunts up his sleeve, which would be pulled off ere they were 

decisively defeated in this war. The dum dum bullet was said to have been a 

fact, thus showing the cowardly means used to obtain an end. But this new 

bullet, which is being used on the Canadian front it claimed is the most 

cowardly implement of all. It is manufactured for the purpose not of 

injuring, but to maim or kill the victim. If hit on any part of the body 

excepting the limbs, by this bullet, a man can hardly survive. It is of the 

same nature as the soft-nosed bullet, but is more deadly.  

New German Bullets 

The first seen of these new German bullets was this week when a few were 

picked up in our trenches. There was speculation at first as to what they 

were. The first one picked up was void of all casing, only the steel bullet 

remaining. Later, however, another the bullets was discovered and it was 

found that over this bullet was a casing and that this peeled off when the 

bullet came into contact with an object. If the bullet would pass through a 

man it would, besides wounding, distribute pieces of casing all through the 

wound which would be almost impossible to treat successfully.  

Old soldiers whom I have discussed the bullet with state that it is one of 

the most dastardly inventions that the Huns have perpetrated upon the Allies 

to date and that it is far more dangerous than the dum dum.  

Terrible Missile 

"If you were struck n the limb with this new bullet," stated one old soldier, 

to me, "you would be maimed for life. And if it struck you in the body I 

cannot see how you would live. The wound, even if the bullet, by its peculiar 

manufacture, did not expand, would be filled with small splinters of steel, 

which in itself would be such an injury as few men would fully recover." 



And the penetration of these bullets is unusual. They will easily blow their 

way through a sand bag. In fact those that have been found have penetrated 

the parapet.  

Shows Huns Desperate 

The adoption of such methods of destruction just goes to show the desperate 

state the Huns are in. They foresee defeat but they are in their last hours 

of despair are endeavoring to use every means of torture possible in an 

attempt to break down the morale of British troops. But these brutal methods 

will not have the desired effect. The Hun has proved to the world that the 

British solder is the man of iron of the old days when in the face of every 

contingent of an enemy he fought on to victory. This applies to the men of 

today and despite armor piercing bullets, gas, electric fire, ect., the men 

feel that victory is in the hands of the Allies, and all are ready to battle 

to the death for old Britain. 

Morale Still Good 

Despite unfavourable weather conditions now extending over the battle ground 

of Europe, the spirits of the Canadian soldiers keep up remarkably. And you 

would wonder at the contentment, too. Working parties are digging in all the 

time and the men retiring to their dugouts with wet clothes turn out in an 

uncomfortable hole. It takes a lot to warm a man up whilst in that condition, 

but they do not seem to worry. The people of Canada who just read the 

conditions in the papers will never be able to realize just what the men 

representing the Dominion at the front are putting up with. And if it were 

not for that tot of rum, which is agitating the people of Canada, there would 

be many more men on the sick list than there are.  

 

Walter Gordon was wounded and had to be put into the hospital to recover. There was no letter 

from him at that time, but the Port Arthur News Chronicle wrote a letter with the information on 

his condition. He had two gunshot wounds in the lower extremities and they were very serious. 

They had more letters that he had written but decided to wait to publish it for a few days.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle June 26, 1916 - not written by Walter Gordon.  

Private Walter Gordon is wounded with gunshot wounds about the lower 

extremities. Information to this effect was received in Port Arthur Saturday. 

It is believed the description given of Private Gordon's wounds indicated 

that they are serious. Walter Gordon was as well known in Port Arthur as any 

man who went from this city to the scene of war. He was born n this city and 

had lived here all his life, being engaged for several years as reporter for 

the Evening Chronicle and latterly devoting his whole time to his insurance 



and real estate business. He was an alderman for two years. He enlisted early 

in 1915 and left for the front a little more than a year ago, spending nearly 

nine months in the trenches before being wounded. During his time at the 

front Private Gordon wrote frequent letters for publication in this paper, 

all of which have been highly interesting. A series of letters has just been 

received for publication and will be printed in the course of a few days 

after which they will, doubtless, be suspended for a time at least for it 

seems probable that Private Gordon will be out of the firing line for some 

time. Mrs. Gordon is at present visiting relatives in Philadelphia.  

The Daily News Chronicle greatly appreciates the privilege of publishing 

letters or parts of letters received by citizens from relatives or friends at 

the front. Just now it would especially welcome details concerning the fate 

of Lieut-Colonel Hay or other Port Arthur officers, which cannot be obtained 

from official sources but which may be given in letters from boys who were 

with them at the front.  

 

Written before Gordon was hospitalized, but published days later, Gordon speaks of an underage 

boy serving with him. It happened quite often in the first war as it was easy to say you were 18 

when you weren’t considering most people didn’t have birth certificates, but the young boy was 

only 16 when he enlisted. They only found out when he was supposed to be punished but the 

officer decided against it when he questioned his age and found out it was 16. He continued to 

work just as hard as any other man despite his age. Due to legally having to be 18 to serve he 

was given papers for release and was sent back to Canada.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle June 29, 1916 

In the Eighth battalion there is one soldier who is the anxiety of both 

officers and men, and his name is Bedge. He enlisted in Winnipeg.  

The young fellow came to France with the 44th draft. He is a fine looking 

young fellow of splendid physique and on a guess one would say his age was 

about 18.  

But the O.C. was certainly given a stunner recently when the boy was brought 

up by a non-com officer for some trivial offence.  

The youthful appearance of Bedge was at once noticed by the officer.  

"How old are you?" was the first question. 

"Sixteen-years, sir," answered the youth. 

"How did you get here, then?" asked the officer. 



"I gave my age as eighteen."  

"I cannot punish you," was the reply, "You are under age." 

And that one sentence spelt ruin to the non-coms. He rules the roost. 

But although only a lad, he never shirks work and has always taken his place 

with the men in all fatigues. In any dangerous corner he had proved to all 

that he is made of the stuff that makes a soldier. But he is only a lad, full 

of mischief and in his present position he takes a delight in teasing the 

non-coms. And there is no come-back.  

Steps are on foot, however, to have the lad return to Canada. And for a boy 

he certainly has had some experience. The papers are expected to arrive any 

day for his release.  

Yesterday, however, he had a close call. A whizz-bang flew over from a Fritz 

gun and struck a tree. The tree was cut down and fell on Hedge. His face was 

cut and bruised about the body, but his injuries are slight.  

 

On his wounds Gordon reported them back as not serious in his first and second letter back since 

getting wounded. It turns out that he was struck in the hip with shrapnel. It made him jump about 

eight feet away and was lucky it was a big piece so it hadn’t stuck inside him. His hip did swell 

up about twice the size as usual, but was not broken. His hip was reported to be black and cut up 

due to not being able to get immediate medical attention. He believed he could be back in the 

firing line by two weeks time.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle July 4, 1916 

I suppose you have heard about our little “do” in the Ypres salient and how 

the boys of the Eighth took a prominent part. Well, I was in the affray and 

just enjoying the bombardment when a piece of shell struck me and in 

consequence I am now domiciling in a hospital in Hardelot, France, (25th 

general hospital). Fortunately my wounds are not serious, and I will be in 

the game again in a few days.  

Well, it certainly was some humdinger with all the frills on and no company 

for the front line. On the road up old Fritz set up a shelling and three of 

the lads were injured, Holder, the fellow who used to take such an interest 

in hockey, and who I believe was on the Times Journal being one of them. He 

was shot in the arm. 

Shells on all Sides 



Well, when I got out to the headquarters I was told our company had gone to 

Leicester Square and a way I went. It was raining and the mud was awful. When 

I arrived on the scene the support trenches were full of men, but number 2 

company was away from there altogether. Number 1 company was there and I 

attached myself to them, and one of the greatest bombardments of the war was 

on. I went in overland through mud up to my knees and finally got a place of 

some shelter. The shells were dropping on all sides of me. I was practically 

lying in the mud and was wet through to the neck. The shell covered me up but 

I got out.  

Struck in the Hip 

Then the word came that the boys were going over and I went to Capt. Smith 

and offered my services for any work. Ammunition for the stokes guns was 

required and I started out with some men. We had to go out on the top and the 

Germans saw us. The way the shells flew around was not pleasant. They seemed 

to be coming from all directions. Some of the men went, all but two of us, to 

the trenches. A young fellow and I then went up and delivered the box of 

ammunition. We went back for another and I was stooping down to pick it up 

when smack, a piece of shrapnel struck me in the hip. It sent me about eight 

feet. I thought my hip was broken. Fortunately it was a big piece, as had it 

been a small one it would have gone into me. It just left a big flesh wound. 

But my hip! Say it became twice the size.  

Helped Others While Wounded 

There were a number of injured men around and I started out with them to a 

dressing station. I went back again and took out others. By this time my leg 

was about useless, and I was told to get away. I landed up at the Fifty-

Second dressing station, and was fixed up and sent away and here I am. How 

far will I go? I do not know. Well, I will write later if I change my 

boarding house.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle July 10, 1916 

Hartelot, France, No. 25 Gen. Hospital 

Well, I have a new address now, as you can see. You have read about the 

fight. Say, it was one of the greatest achievements that the Canadians have 

ever taken part in. The Germans could not stand the onslaught and they went 

down to defeat. The attack started about ten o’clock at night. The Eighth 

were for supports and we went up at night. It had rained all day, making the 

roads almost impassable, but what was mud? The Third brigade Canadians had 

lost these trenches and they were to be retaken at all costs. On the way up 

three men were injured, one chap named Holder, of Fort William. I took charge 

of these fellows, the boys hanging on to me until I got them to a dressing 



station. Then I had to make my way to my company a mile and a half away. It 

was dark and raining but I made headquarters and asked where No. 2 was 

stationed.  

A Memorable Trip 

They told me a place and, being a guide, I knew the spot. Well, the trip to 

that destination was a memorable one. The biggest bombardment the world had 

ever experienced, had started, and the air was filled with shells and 

breaking shrapnel. It was simply awful, but I went out on until I came to the 

old communication trench. It was simply blown down. It was filled with the 

supports, and I had to wade up through it as the mud was deep, taking me away 

up over the knees. As I passed along I had to walk over dead and wounded men. 

They were sitting up in their trenches with their bags to sit on. You know 

our big causalities occurred in the supports. The men who made the charge and 

who were stationed in the front line escaped with very few casualties. When I 

got to the place where my company was supposed to be, I found they were not 

there at all, but No. 1 Company was supposed to be, I found that they were 

not there at all, but No. 1 Company under Captain Smith was at that point. I 

reported to him and attached myself to his company. He wanted someone to 

guide a party to the front line with ammunition for the trench mortars and I 

offered my services. We had to go overland. There were eight in the part. 

Fritz saw us and the big guns were trained on us. A young lad and myself kept 

going, the others remaining to the trench. Finally, after several periods of 

taking cover, when the shrapnel was flying too promiscuous-like, we made the 

trench. Then out we went again and procured another box and started for the 

front line. This time it was broad daylight.  

Fritz Picks Him Out 

We had taken a little cover in a ditch, but the shells seemed to have 

discovered our hiding place, so out we went again. I was just in the act of 

stooping down to pick up the box when whack came a big piece of shell and 

caught me a band on the left hip and when I picked myself up I was five feet 

away. My entrenching tool had softened the blow or else I would not have been 

writing this epistle today. Well, I was so badly wracked for a period that I 

crawled into an old trench, accompanies by the young lad, who, by this time, 

was losing some of his nerve. We were practically covered with mud when 

another shell came and about blew us out of the ditch. I never had such a 

feeling before, just as though a load had been heaved on my chest, and my 

eyes seemed to bulge out. I was all right shortly after and got out to walk, 

but felt in a stupor, I took the young fellow to his company, how, I did not 

know, and then reported to Lieut. Kitson that my hip was hurt. I took reserve 

fellows out and went to a dressing hospital. As luck would have it, I struck 

the Fifty-Second. Then away we went, by train, to this place. My hip is cut 



and all black, not having had attention as soon as it should, but I should be 

back in the firing line again in two weeks time.  

Scores of the Eighth were wounded, and I met one Port Arthur chap in this 

hospital. But say I would take almost any injury just to have witnessed that 

attack. It was wonderful. The Canadians displayed a spirit of heroism which 

will place them in history. All day long you could see men exposing 

themselves to enemy fire, either to help comrades or to assist in the 

rebuilding of the trenches. In the front lines the Germans were shown no 

quarter, and the killed and wounded were in the hundreds.  

 

Gordon continued to go through many more physical hardships. He wasn’t crippled like some of 

the men who will be for life now, but he was being blown out of the trenches over and over 

again. And considering there are so many men who need medical attention, a lot are left in the 

trenches for hours before someone can come and get them out, Gordon wasn’t one of those men. 

He did have to wait for a surgery that he was expecting for a while.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle August 9, 1916 

I am writing this on board the steamer bound for England. This life had 

brought on a complication of aliments that had practically put me on the 

hummer. My wounds have healed but the after results have been worse than the 

shell wounds. My nerves are broken down and I am unable to do very much. If I 

was called upon to carry a pack now I would go right in. It is the worst 

feeling a man could have. Your strength all gone and you are a nervous wreck. 

I have used my will power at all times so as not to let this feeling overcome 

me, and I am thankful I can do this. Men who have allowed this feeling to get 

the better of them have gone almost nutty. When you realize that I have put 

in more time in the firing line than any other men in the Eighth battalion, 

you can realize the great strain that I have been up against. 

Limit to Nerve Strain 

You know you cannot stand being buried alive, blown out of a dugout, and 

being right in the thick of a hellish shell fire time and time again without 

a holiday, without losing some of your nerves, and thank heaven that my 

nerves were all right at the start. On this boat alone are hundreds of men 

going to England and almost every case is a stretcher. Scores of the men will 

be cripples for life. Say if this war continues a year more what a terrible 

tribute Canada will have paid. Every town and city will have its quota of 

cripples and invalids as a memory of the great Hun plague. It makes me almost 

sick to think about it.  



The hospitals are all full. Why you do not half realize what takes place. The 

night we went into the attack it is estimated the casualties were over 17,000 

all Canadians. Port Arthur will be cast in gloom for years. Think of poor 

McGovern, who proved to be one of the finest officers ever sent out. He was 

extremely popular with the others. I used to walk 15 or 17 miles to see the 

boys, and we had a time of it too.  

Two Memorable Days 

The 13th and 14th of June will ever remain vivid in my memory. Those were the 

days that our Canadians went over the top to take back trenches that a few 

days previous, and we made the Hun back up as he never retreated before. It 

was a night of nights. The rain came down in torments and we marched in mud 

to our knees. Up at the trenches everything was in a terrible mess. Just 

imagine trying to walk down one of our newly dugouts, which had been half 

filled with water, and the sides were falling in everywhere, and additional 

to this were the hundreds of dead and dying men huddles up all along the 

line. You tried to crowd past fellows who had been killed where they sat. 

There they were just as though living. We had to take man after man overland 

to the dressing stations, and this work throughout a shrapnel fire which was 

more wicked than I have ever witnessed before. How we made our way at times 

will always remain a marvel to me. Truly, we were bearing a charmed life.  

A Terrific Scene 

But you know you cannot go to the well too often, and man after man was 

injured. It was getting well-on in the afternoon when I got my crack. But the 

sight of the attack was one of the greatest as man will ever witness. The 

time of the attack was arranged for about eleven o’clock, and at that hour 

the guns commenced to jump, and those hundreds of artillery that had been 

brought up to the ____ salient opened up. The air was full of thunder and 

over our heads you could hear the whirr of the passing shells, and then the 

explosion. The sky over the German lines was soon a sea of fire and smoke of 

all colours. Then the mind of the Hun was up for sure. Up from the trenches 

for hundreds of yards back went the flare lights. These were of all colours 

and were similar to our Dominion Day fireworks, only here the supply was not 

limited and hundreds were in the air at all times. Intermingled with these 

were the dull red lights of the exploding shrapnel. The whole sky was a huge 

fire mixed with smoke of all colours. There was the lyddle from the shrapnel 

and when this hell broke loose over the German shells we knew that these 

fellows were the receiving end of a shell fire through which few would ever 

survive.  

The German Return Fire 



But you know you cannot give without receiving out here and the Hun came back 

with a vigor. Thousands of shells came sailing over towards our lines. The 

shrapnel burst in the air and the time and percussion shells blew up our 

parapets and trenches. What had once been eight foot trenches were soon 

reduces to two or three feet, and in many cases leveled to the ground. The 

men who were taking shelter there in many cases were smashes to atoms, and in 

one case one of our company was completely wiped out, and all that could be 

found of him was a piece of his coast with a pocked in which was his pay 

book. Almost all our company was wiped out. Then came the attack. Over the 

top went the bomiters and bayonet men. But the Hun was no foe by that time. 

There was only the big guns and machine guns to fear. One or two Hun machine 

guns had not been put out of action, and these swept over the no man’s land, 

and many of our lads were put hors de combat. But with that true Canadians 

pluck they kept on and soon entered the Hun trenches, and from all direction 

where a German liver you could hear the cry “mercy comrade.” But there were 

other lines to take and you cannot hamper yourselves with prisoners when you 

are advancing. It is then you realize the great strain of warfare, and away 

went out lads over to the other two lines which had to be taken.  

A Lieutenant’s Bravery 

Lieut. Mitchell of Winnipeg, was in charge of our men of 2 company and if a 

leader was ever respected and loved by men he is one of them. They would 

almost go to the hell doors if he asked them. Although wounded he kept right 

on and was most successful in the work placed in his charge. If would do you 

heart good to see a good old Canadian charge. Men who never could be induced 

to seek a scrap in Canada go into this life and death struggle as though it 

were a game of hockey. Results: why they never think of the consequences. You 

would imagine that they would be thinking of being killed or badly injured, 

but there is not a single thought of the results to themselves. What is 

prominent in the mind of to win the day and when the Canadians go after a 

victory now you can rest assured that they were going to put up a battle to 

achieve their ends or the Germans will know the reason. And the Gun respects 

us too. There are other fighting units he would sooner meet than our boys. 

The men admit that. The Canadians ask no quarter nor do they seek any 

quarter.  

Stats of the Trenches 

You would imagine that the taking of the trenches meant the knockout blow to 

the enemy. But it is then you are right up against the real proposition. To a 

trench is a parapet and a parados. The latter is at your rear and it is lower 

than your front. It is usually the only loose earth, and your shelling has 

reduced the trenches to a state or almost uselessness as a place of safety. 

It is the word of the consolidating party to get these trenches into shape 



again. Hundreds of men with shovels and sand bags work like trojans. And they 

are the subject of hellish attack from the enemy. Shrapnel breaks over the 

trenches all times and it comes down like hail cutting off many a poor fellow 

from his heroic work. But you never see a man quail. He seems to disdain the 

danger and he works with a vigor that is surprising indeed from men who in 

civil life would be judged. Incompetent to do such work had been completed 

and up comes our men and take over the trenches. Sometimes the artillery keep 

going for some times after this, but usually he sees he had had enough for 

the time being and then comes peace.  

When Nerves Break 

The whole thunder and pat-pat of bullets seems to just stop at once and then 

there is a stillness as of death. Not a noise is heard, and the stillness 

after such a bombardment is almost appalling, and it is then that most of the 

men break down. They have been kept up to the highest key by the continued 

excitement and soon as this stops their nerves seem to break and many a man 

who would walk right in to the teeth of death just seem to crumple away. But 

the work is by no means over. There are scored of wounded yet to receive 

attention, and these are fixed up and hurried to the dressing stations. The 

dead are buried and soon the trenches are restored to a condition when it 

would be hard to believe that only a few hours prior they had been the scene 

of an artillery duel the like of which had never been witnessed before.  

Fortitude of Canadians 

There is one characteristic that I have to speak of in Canadians. That is 

their great fortitude when wounded. Many men lay for hours unattended, 

awaiting their turn to be taken from the trenches. They realize that they 

will have to wait and in consequence, although suffering great pain, you 

seldom hear a complaint. They will smile and tell you to go on with the more 

serious cases. Although war is hell yet it cements men into a fellowship that 

no loge or order will ever equal. Men of all classes become pals at the front 

and they stick like brothers, and then you get back and if you are fortunate 

you are at the roll call. It makes your heart ache to see the gaps in the 

ranks. You go in say a thousand strong and you come out with a bare 150. Your 

best friends are gone. Finally you hear from some of them. They have been 

taken to hospitals. When I heard from our company I learned it was almost 

wiped out. I almost lose heart. I was anxious to get back until I received 

this word. But it was so appalling to hear of so many gone in almost made me 

sick.  

Must Undergo Operation 



In England I will also have to undergo an operation, and it will be some time 

before I I’ll be fit to go back, but if the way is still on I intend to go 

out again.  

Harry Mills, who is acting adjutant of the Canadian base camp, gave me this 

paper and pencil. He is the man for the position in the camp, but he wants to 

go up the line, and he will never stop until he gets there.  

This is a later note and my message is being written from a clearing hospital 

in England. With some 500 other wounded soldiers we crossed the channel last 

night, and once again I am on English soil. To see those poor fellows on the 

boat maimed for life it just makes your blood boil, avid you can bet that 

just as soon as I am fit I will be across the water again to do my bit. 

Suppose you heard Gordon Paul was killed.  

 

While in London, Gordon lived fairly well for some time. He had cheap housing and the wives 

of his fellow soldiers were treating them like gold. Everything was clean and he was fed 

excellent food. He was grateful for all the ladies did for him.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle September 21, 1916 

God bless the ladies of Canada who are making strenuous efforts to give the 

boys from across the seas such comforts, is a remark that is common amongst 

the Canadian soldiers billeted in England. 

Many wives of Canadian officers have accompanies their husbands to England, 

and whilst residing on this side they have interested themselves in a work 

for the benefit of the soldiers which will never be forgotten.  

At Shorncliffe my attention was first aroused to the work being carried on by 

these ladies. At that place is centered the casually assembling station of 

the wounded Canadians who have been returned from the different hospitals of 

England and Scotland as fit for duty, or who are to be returned to Canada as 

being unfit for further service. Owing to the great push that has been 

instituted all along the western front the Canadians have been in many of the 

big engagements and consequently the casualty list has been larger than 

usual. Many men pass through this station daily, and whilst there they are 

the recipients of many kindnesses at the hand of the wives of the officers. 

Cigarettes, writing paper, and in fact anything that is required by the 

soldier is attended to. And the soldiers certainly appreciate the work of the 

ladies. Many a lad has been heard to say that the unprecedented kindnesses of 

these ladies have almost overwhelmed him. Nothing is too troublesome for 

these ladies to undertake.  



In the hospitals the ladies are also carrying on an excellent work. Wherever 

Canadians are taken there is always some kind Canadian woman who wants to 

interest herself in the boy away from home. Every comfort is seen to.  

Good Work of Y.M.C.A’s 

It is in London, though, where the soldier boy finds the Canadian lady 

performing a duty which has made her the angel of the fighting lads. All over 

the big cities are Canadian Y.M.C.A.’s. These institutions are a Godsend to 

the boys. At any one of these places the boys can secure accommodation. 

Everything is clean and the food savors of home cooking; and everything is so 

cheap. Think of a bed and breakfast for a shilling and two pence. Why, you 

would wonder that the amount covered the cost of the food alone. And it is 

some meal, too. At a restaurant this meal would cost you at least 35 cents in 

Canada, and your bed would be another 25 cents. But it is not altogether the 

cheapness, it is the cleanliness. Clean sheets cover the cots and the 

blankets are always fumigated. A man can rest in one of these beds feeling 

sure that he will always be free of vermin. 

The Ladies Great Work 

And this heaven is only provided because of the fact that the ladies of 

Canada have set themselves a duty which should bring them to a vote of thanks 

from every city of the Dominion. They work in the kitchen, they wait on the 

tables, they look after the linen, and although it is arduous and tiresome 

work, they go about it with a cheerfulness that is good to see. The 

Canadians, therefore, should be proud of the women who will take up such a 

task for the boys. The Y.M.C.A.’s are open day and night, and the ladies work 

in relays. Many a tiresome night is spent in kitchens and in the other duties 

pertaining to the setting up of a meal. But it is because the labor of 

producing this meal costs nothing that the boys are able to purchase a most 

substantial breakfast, dinner or supper a fee that is astonishing in its 

smallness. 

Again the Canadian soldiers have to say “God bless the Canadian women.” 

Brave Port Arthur Officer 

On the Strand yesterday I met Lieut. Kitson, who came to England with the 

draft of the Fifty-Second. He with the lade Lieut. Richardson worked hard to 

get out with the first draft to France, and eventually was successful. Lieut. 

Kitson was wounded in Ypres on June 14, and yesterday I met him on the 

street, this being his first trip out from the hospital. He has fully 

recovered. I remember the last time I met the lieutenant in France. He was in 

charge of a section of men who were at work taking in material for the 

construction of machine gun emplacements. This was after the successful 



attack on the Germans and the trenches had been retaken. The Huns were 

shelling us unmercifully. The shrapnel was falling like rain, and the big 

shells were tearing up the ground in every direction. But despite this 

avalanche of shells the Port Arthur lieutenant was marching through the 

hailstorm of iron. I wondered how he would be able to get through it all. It 

was a miracle indeed. I had received mine and was then en route for the 

dressing station. The trip to the trenches was made overland, and over a mile 

had to be travelled right through a curtain of fire. But he achieved his end 

and it was only on the return troop that he was wounded.  

Lieut. Kitson is now attached to the Eighth battalion, and he is one of the 

men who is proud indeed to belong to such a fighting battalion.  

 

Gordon was still in London for some time when he was able to meet Gerrie Burke and two other 

men. Gerrie Burke was a Port Arthur man who was captured during the second battle of Ypres. 

He was put into a Prisoner of War camp and was one of the men who were able to escape and 

make it back home. He was a war hero. 

Speaking of war hero's, "Paddy" Reil, one of the best snipers who was killed in battle, had his 

rifle displayed in the British Columbia exhibit. Gordon did not agree with the placement of the 

rifle. "Paddy" was a Port Arthur man and his rifle wasn't even displayed in the Ontario window. 

The few boys left that were in battle with "Paddy" would all agree that his legacy should have 

been displayed in the Ontario window 

Port Arthur News Chronicle October 25, 1916 

Writing on October 7th from London, Lieut. Gordon Walter says: 

“You can get a start even here in old London, the city where retiring is new. 

But certainly I had to rub my eyes a few times to see if I was awake when a 

fellow pinches my arm and asked if I was not Walter Gordon. It was Gerrie 

Burk. I pictured Gerrie in an old suit of clothes tolling hour by hour in 

some German prison. You know Gerrie was one of the Port Arthur fellows who 

had been captured at Ypres. But there he was, looking fine but just a little 

thin. His voice had changed some. Gerrie had outwitted the Huns and here he 

was in London in flesh and blood. He was accompanied by two other chaps who 

had made the dash for liberty with him.  

Walking up to Waterloo street today I was given a decided start when in 

looking in a window of a British Columbia exhibit I saw an exhibition tite 

Ross sniping rifle of “Paddy” Reil, of the Eighth battalion. The first that 

was why should this relic of one of the finest soldiers of the Eighth 

battalion Canadians be in that window? Why was it not in the Canadian window? 



“Paddy” was a Port Arthur boy and he carried himself in this war as few men 

have. He was a great warrior and a fellow whom the Huns greatly respected. Do 

you know that men of the Eighth battalion would walk miles to look at that 

rifle, just out of respect for old “Paddy”? But there are few of the boys 

left now in the western battalion who were associated with “Paddy.” The sight 

of that rifle with its thirty odd notches brought forth pleasant memories, in 

my mind’s eye I pictured “Paddy” in the trenches, a man without a worry ways, 

but a soldier every inch of him, cheery and pale fellow well met at. He died 

a hero and his memory will always remain green to his comrades who survive 

him.  

But why this rifle is not on exhibition in either an Ontario or Manitoba 

window struck me as odd. The men of the Eighth would naturally be attracted 

by exhibits of their own province and the sight of that weapon would bring 

back old associations. 

 

During his stay at the hospital in Shortcliffe, Gordon received a lot of news on the boys from the 

trenches. Both Rory Kineaid and George Berry were hurt. Kineaid's condition was more serious 

as he lost a leg and Berry was only shot, but both were in great spirits.  

Gordon believed that the old warriors should not have been sent back to the front. He thought 

that it should be up to the warrior to decide if they want to get back in the trenches. The boys in 

the trenches agreed with his thoughts.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle December 27, 1916 

In a letter from a hospital at Shorncliffe, Lieut. Walter Gordon states that 

he had just heard from Rory Kincaid, whom although he had lost a leg, is very 

cheerful. George Berry is still confined to a hospital but is not in a 

serious condition. A few days prior to writing he met Sergeant Higginbotham, 

who is put on permanent duty in England. These and a few other old warriors 

he believed should not be sent back to the front. The action or the Militia 

department in announcing some time ago that in future all promotions would 

take place on the field, it’s believed would have beneficial effects. It 

certainly made a great hit with the boys in the trenches. When a man is 

convalescing his great desire is to get back in the front line, according to 

Lieut. Gordon. He would like to do so himself. Lieut. Roberts of the Fifty-

Second, who is on permanent duty in England, also desires to get back.  

 

By October Gordon was back at war. He wrote to Bandmaster W. Hoskins-Sara to talk about his 

time back. He felt that he lost his stamina and was working much harder than usual. The 36 Co. 



gang was ran by him and they were the hobby in power. Despite being the leader, he wanted to 

go home and believed he would have been soon.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle November 6, 1917 

France, October 5, 1917 

Dear Bill,-I see by the Chronicle that you are back again in the old burg. I 

was wondering what had become of you. I enquired of one of your band boys, 

and he told me that you had received a message from your old Port Arthur band 

to come home and take charge again, so I suppose you are in your old element 

again. I also see that you are a real veteran now and doing good work in 

looking after the derelicts as they return to their homes. More power to your 

elbow, old scout, as the fellows certainly require attention, and anything 

you can achieve therein will never be too much for the great good these 

fellows have done. The boys from our district certainly have done their part 

in this great fight, and when I look back again to the days of the trenches 

and remember the achievements of the lads, not only of the Eighth battalion, 

but also of all other battalions leaving Port Arthur, it fills me with pride. 

Are there any of the old Eighth back in Port Arthur? How about Jimmy 

Gallagher, James Everard, Proudfoot, Sid Pringle, or any of them? There must 

be some. How I should like to hear from some of the fellows. I supposed old 

Doc. Crozier is one of the gang. Good old Doc. He was one of the boys in 

France.  

It looks as though I would remain here for some time. I am working like a 

n*****, but it does not faze me as long as I can stand up to the gaff, but it 

is hard, William. I am not nearly as good a man as I was before I left 

Canada. My stamina is about all gone. I almost pray for Saturday night. I 

flop into my bunk no later than 9 p.m. and 7 a.m. comes hours too soon.  

As you likely know, Bill, I am at the head of this gang, 36 Co. and I have a 

bunch of casualties who just tear their heads off for me. Last week our 

little mill showed the bigger mills its tail. We are the hobby in power, 

speed, ect., but when we had passed over the last lap and the re-count was 

taken, our plant stood second in the list of service, and we were only 100 

feet behind the high fellows, and the other outfits and lumbermen.  

The weather is excellent, but we need some rain, as the water is low. 

Well, Bill, I guess you remember the little chats we used to have along the 

old Ourdourdam-Ypres road when things were humming. There have been an awful 

lot of changes since then. Now, Bill, just you write and give me a bunch of 

information about the old gang of scrappers. Also keep home fires burning, 

hoping in due time I will be returning.  



If you have a charitable institution which would like to spread itself, a few 

comforts for the boys would not come amiss.  

 

It wasn't until August of 1918 that there was any news of Walter Gordon returning to Port 

Arthur. He was still at war but he said that it would not be long until he would be back home. He 

thought he spent the necessary time at war and they would want him home from France.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle August 24 1918 

France, Aout, 30, 1918 

Just a line to let you know that the lumberjack is still kicking his heels in 

glee. In the present occupation the fear of a blesse is so remote that a 

fellow never thinks of it. Why we are safer in our present haven of rest then 

we would be in any other part of the world. We seldom hear anything about the 

war now. But really it does get trying at times, I can assure you. A fellow 

just hankers for the life of the front line. There plenty of excitement is 

dished up. True, there are hardships, but the aftermath is such that you 

forget the trials of the days spent in watching old Fritz. When you are out 

in billets you feel like a new man, and you enjoy life to the utmost.  

A Big Enterprise 

You will be surprised to learn that I m now the O.C. of the biggest milling 

enterprise that the Canadians have constructed across the port. It is the 

last thing in milling. Such outfits as the Pigeon River Co. are small 

compared with this. We have a circular saw with a capacity of 60,000 feet per 

day. We have a band mill for the manufacture of the aeroplane material. Then 

we have gang saws for the cutting up of the small logs. So that there will be 

no waste we also have a resaw. Our engine capacity is 175 horse power. It is 

a large marine engine and it works to perfection. Our fuel is the saw dust. 

The logs are all barked, the French taking this from us. The cost of fuel in 

this section is very high, wood bringing in the neighbourhood of thirty-five 

dollars a cord. After we get through with a log there is just as much left of 

it as there would be from a pig after it has passed through the Armour plant. 

The timber is excellent. We are working entirely in spruce. It runs about ten 

per cent, clear. You talk about visitors. We have scores here every day. The 

people the country over are more than interested. It is certainly a fine 

operation.  

Is Coming Home 

I hope that you are well and that it will not be very long before I again 

visit Port Arthur. The powers that be have decided that I have spent about 



all the time that is necessary in France and they want me to go home. And I 

believe I shall go. I have been away from the commercial world for some time 

now. This war is going to close out and I believe that this winter will see 

the thing through. Well, then, there will be some 300,000 Canadians on the 

move home.  

A Beautiful Spot 

This is a beautiful spot. We are situated right close to Swiss boundary. It 

is one of the summer resorts of the Parisians. However, this year there are 

not so many here. This is in consequence of the war. There is good fishing, 

tennis, ect. I have a fine horse and I enjoy the excursions out into the 

country.  

Then there is the car and I have had some very enjoyable trips to the big 

cities. You have doubtless heard of Besancon. Well, we made fortnightly trips 

to that city. It is one of the oldest cities in France. It is of Spanish 

design. A great mary of the old buildings still remain. One day whilst 

tramping around I came across the ruins of an old amphitheatre. It was very 

old and historic. The underground portion of the building still remained. 

There were dark tunnels with large vaults cut out of the stone. One was a 

prison. And it must have been an uncomfortable one. The floor of the room 

slope all down to the centre. The large stone colonnades still remain. True, 

they have been patched up, but the work it still apparent. The stone cutter 

of the early days certainly knew his business. These were all carved with 

Masonle emblems.  

You will be surprised to hear that I am some orator now. A big lumberjack 

banquet took place in the city of Arbois—a city famous for the champagne and 

wine manufacture. It was attended by all the officers commanding of the 

district. As the officer having the longest service in France, I was called 

upon for a special speech.  

 

The very last letter posted in  the Port Arthur News Chronicle from Walter Gordon was 

published in September of 1918. Officers met in France for a banquet. They decided to show 

appreciation for the retiring officer, Col. Strong. The young man was being appreciated for his 

hard work and honour to Canada.  

Port Arthur News Chronicle September 14 1918 

Somewhere in France 

At a very charming little hotel in one of those quaint and attractive 

villages of France there assembled one evening this month a gathering of 



officers representing the companies of No. 5 District of the Canadian 

Forestry Corps. The assembly was called together hurriedly and it was to do 

honor to a young Canadian who has climbed rapidly to the top in the important 

branch of the Canadian army, namely, Forestry. This hustler of the overseas 

colony is Lieut. Col. Strong, of Montreal.  

Colonel at Less Than Thirty 

Coming to No. 5 district a little over a year ago as one of the pioneers of 

the lumbering enterprise with Col. White and Col. Johnstone the business 

capabilities of the Colonel were soon evident. He rose rapidly as the scope 

of the forestry corps extended. When Col. Johnstone stepped out as O.C. of 

No. 5 District to take charge of the larger district, Col. Strong was given 

charge of the work. He had risen in less than a year from a Captain to a 

Colonel. Having as yet to attain the age of thirty years he is one of the 

young men who has forced himself to the front. A true Canadian with all the 

men he carries this spirit right into his district and at the completion of 

his period as Officer Commanding No. 5 District he had brought this district 

up to a standard that easily places it at the head of all milling and logging 

operations now operating across the waters. During his regime all records for 

lumber production have been broken. In No. 5 the record has been made for one 

days cut, Major Handbury’s plant cutting out 175,000 feet for a day. The 

biggest week was also made here as was also the big cut for any one month.  

Everybody Helped 

To attain such a high standard it was necessary that Col. Strong procure the 

support of every officer and man working under him. And this was one of the 

features of his promotion. He moulded the companies into one big going 

concern. During his term as “Boss” he was given the undivided support of all. 

Every company was out to make Col. Strong. There was always a happy feeling 

between O.C. officers and men. Not only was this word appreciated by the 

Headquarters of the Forestry Corps, but farther up, as when the list of 

decorations were handed down Col. Strong was one of the Canadians do be 

handed a D.C.M. 

Therefore, when the news was learned that Col. Strong was to be transferred 

to another district it did not bring about the very greatest of elation 

amongst either officers and men. Everyone admired his straight forward manner 

of dealing with affairs of business and also of private matters. There was 

not a man who did not regret that he was to go. Everyone recognized that he 

was the one man for the job.  

The officers commanding the different companies decided that they would like 

to show some appreciation to the retiring officer and consequently the 



banquet. A band of coloured boys from New Brunswick supplied the music. It 

was a real good program.  

The Attendance 

The following officers were in attendance: 

No. 2 Construction, Major Sutherland, Lieut. Hayes, New Brunswick; 21 

Company, Jas. Breechin, Major, Vancouver, Capt. Gallant, New Brunswick; 22 

Company, Major Lang, D. Lougheed, Sault Ste. Marie, 36 Company, Capt. W. H. 

S. Gordon, Port Arthur, H Brandon, Winnipeg; 40 Company, Capt. Grant, Ottawa, 

Lieut. Jackson, Saskatoon; 50 Company, Major Mahoney, Vancouver, Capt. Logan, 

Winnipeg; 52 Company, Major Webster, Vancouver, Capt. Robertson, Vancouver; 

70 Company, Capt. Hillard, Vancouver, Capt. Lawrence, Vancouver; 39 Company, 

Major Legre, Capt. Lacaire, New Brunswick; Paymaster; Capt. Forwards, Lieut. 

Pearce, Calgary; Chaplin, Capt. Church, Toronto; Machine Shops, Lieut. 

McLachian, Arnprior; Fransport, Capt. Livingstone and Lieut. McLean, St. John 

N.B.; Medical, Major Merritt, Hamilton; Vetrinary, Capt. Stubbs, Orangeville; 

57 Company, Capt. McDonald, Calgary, Capt. McDonald, Saskatoon; 47 Company, 

Major McDougal, Ottawa, Capt. Poison, Ottawa, Lieut. Johnstone, Arnprior; 

Roads Department, Capt. Anderson, St. John. Headquarters, Major Grace, 

Ottawa, Capt. Wallace Vancouver. 

Speeches were made by Major Merritt and Capt. Gordon setting out the 

excellent work of the Forestry Corps and the great adjunct that such a corps 

has been to the fighting men at the front. Capt. Gordon mentioned the fact 

that the first forestry corps had been taken out of the trenches, and that a 

number of the men of the 8th battalion were amongst those representing the 

Canadians in the work. The lade Sgt. N. Clarke was one of the N.C.O’s in 

charge of the work. Pte. A. St. Louis of Port Arthur was another to go from 

our town and also F. Wallace. And this Company of Canadians certainly 

displayed to the lumbermen the world over that they could deliver the goods, 

as in the competitions they captured two prizes out of three, the Australians 

getting the other prize.  

 

Gordon spent four years of his life enlisted in the army. Despite the fact his last letter was written 

in September of 1918, he didn't return to Port Arthur until 1919. It was only five years later that 

he passed away. He was a war hero and his legacy will be lived on through his own words.  


