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In the Army Now
From a Nova Scotia farm kid now at
a Recruit Training Depot.  Likes to
write with large print. 
Dear Ma and Pa:

I am well. Hope you are. Tell
Brother Walt and Brother Elmer the
Army beats working for old man Minch
by a mile.Tell them to join up quick
before maybe all of the places are filled.

I was restless at first because you got
to stay in bed till nearly 6 a.m., but am
getting so I like to sleep late.

Tell Walt and Elmer all you do
before breakfast is smooth your cot and
shine some things. No hogs to slop, feed
to pitch, mash to mix, wood to split, fire
to lay. Men got to shave but it is not so
bad, there's warm water.

Breakfast is strong on trimmings like
fruit juice, cereal, eggs, bacon, etc, but
kind of weak on chops, potatoes, ham,
steak, fried eggplant, pie and other regu-
lar food, but tell Walt and Elmer you can

always sit by the two city boys from
Halifax that live on coffee. Their food
plus yours holds you till noon when you
get fed again.

It's no wonder these city boys can't
walk much. We go on "route marches",
which the platoon sergeant says are long
walks to harden us. If he thinks so, it's
not my place to tell him different. A
"route march" is about as far as it is to
our mailbox at home.
Then the city guys get sore feet and we
all ride back in trucks. 
The sergeant is like a school teacher. He
nags a lot.
The Capt. is like the school board.
Majors and colonels just ride around and
frown. They don't bother you none.
This next will kill Walt and Elmer with
laughing. I got a medal for shooting. I
don't know why the bulls-eye is near as
big as a chipmunk head and don't move,
and it ain't shooting at you like the
Higgett boys at home. All you got to do
is lie there all comfortable and hit it. You

don't even load your own cartridges.
They come in boxes.

Then we have what they call hand-to
hand combat training.

You get to wrestle with them two
city boys. I have to be real careful
though, they break real easy. It ain't like
fighting with that ole bull at home. I'm
about the best they got in this except for
that Tug MacDonald from over
Lawrencetown way.  I only beat him
once. He joined up the same time as me,
but I'm only 5'6" and 130 pounds, and
he's 6'8" and weighs near 300 pounds
dry.

Be sure to tell Walt and Elmer to
hurry and join before other fellers get
onto this setup and come stampeding in.
Your loving daughter, Gail. 

____________________

PADRE JOCK ANDERSON
LaSalle resident Ed Stilson, as a member
of the Highland Light Infantry, landed in
Normandy on D-Day plus one and as a
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Bren gun carrier driver, fought his way
into Holland where he was wounded.  Ed
has returned three times to the
Netherlands since the war and he often
told of the padre in his unit whom he
knew during the war and traveled back
with to Holland and France after the
war.  The Padre Jock Anderson passed
away a few years ago in his late 80’s but
his story will live on for a long time as
summarized below. 

MISSING THOSE
... HE LAID TO REST

On the morning after Remembrance
Day….bugles are silent, poppies discard-
ed and our world returns to the now.
Still, Jock Anderson remembers; today
and every day.  Jock cannot forget all the
lads.  Especially those golden haired
boys he laid to rest in all those graves.
Gazing out over the blue-grey chop of
Lake  Ontario from his Oakville home
he sees them still, a half century later.
“Time is nothing,” he reflects.  “Nights I
can’t sleep, I see them all so clearly.”
Names, faces, laughter, tears, death.
“Take us with you, Jock.  We want to

see and hear the stories behind the
names and faces in your album of mem-
ories…Who’s that first one, Jock?  The
blond, handsome fellow who resembles
a young Bob Hope without the funny
nose? “
“Why, that’s me.  They used to call me
Bob Hope’s brother, and a lot of other
things, too.”

Yes, you were a comedian, Jock.  At
least, that’s what they thought at the
University Avenue Armouries that fall
day in 1939 , when you rushed down
from Knox College to enlist with the
48th Highlanders.

“ A theology student!” the recruiters
hooted.  “Go back to school, lad.  If it’s
a long war, we’ll need you later.” 

Well, it was a long war.  So when
you left your church in Port Elgin to join
up after the debacle at Dieppe, they were
glad to have you.  And, being a Scottish
born Presbyterian, they knew just where
to send you – to the Highland Light
Infantry of Canada.

Oh, it was a grand outfit, the HLI.
Lots of Scottish and Old Ontario her-

itage there from
Waterloo County.
The cream of
youth from
Kitchener and
Galt with a fight-
ing tradition going
back to the War of
1812 and the
bloody WW I bat-
tles of the Somme,
Ypres and
Passchendaele.

Tell us about
Doug and Peter,
Padre, the
Kennedy brothers
from Galt.  
“Doug Kennedy
was a company
commander.  A
fine young man
with sensitivity
and a lively sense
of humour.  He
and Peter were

very close.”
Boulogne, Sept. 17, 1944; the HLI is

on the attack.  But Major Douglas
Kennedy is not with them.  He’s enjoy-
ing a brief leave in the liberated town of
Deaville.

WHUMP!  Near Boulogne, fragments
from a German 88mm shell find a vic-
tim.  Major Peter Kennedy from brigade
headquarters is killed instantly.  Padre
Jock, as he has so many times before,
retrieves the body and wraps it in a blan-
ket.  He will hold off the burial until
Peter’s brother can be found.  That night,
Jock spots Doug Kennedy approaching
his front line aid station. 
“I’m so sorry about Peter,” I said. 
“What do you mean?” asks Doug.  

He had returned early from leave to be
with his men, unaware of his brother’s
death.  Within hours they bury Peter.  
“Now I want you to go back to Deaville
and finish your leave,” I tell Doug.
“Don’t do anything foolish.  Think of
Patricia back home, and your parents.”

Next day, while giving comfort to the
wounded in the thick of house-to-house
fighting in Boulogne, the Padre sees an
officer lying in the street, shot through
the chest by a sniper.  Douglas Kennedy. 
“Oh Doug!” I said.  “How could you?”
He was still alive.  We carried him into a
shop.  He and I said a little prayer
together, and he was gone.

Gone like so many others.  The
McDonald brothers from Crief.  Big
husky farm boys, they were…Dixie and
Johnny.  Both company sergeant-majors.
And the three Francis boys from Galt.
After Bert and Benny were killed, the
seriously wounded Roy was determined
to pay back the Jerries, single handedly.
Jock went to headquarters, pleaded with
the colonel – and Roy was ordered back
to England.
Strange how some of them seemed to
know.
“Vin Stark, one of our finest officers.
We were out for a walk one day when he
told me, “You know, Padre, I’m not
coming out of this alive.  But I don’t
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mind.  I’m not married.  I know my fam-
ily will be upset, but they’ll get over it.
A few days later, he led an attack on
Buron and the Jerries got him.” 

It’s 56 years now, but Jock still feels
an emotional jolt when he thinks of Vin.
and Bruce.

Bruce Zimmerman was one of many
from Kitchener with Germanic names
who fought so well for Canada.
Enlisting as a trooper, he was sent to
officer training school and returned as a
lieutenant—perhaps the most dangerous
rank in combat.  After crossing the
Rhine, Bruce and Jock find themselves
in adjacent slit trenches.  Their conversa-
tion:  
“Padre, did I tell you I got married when
I was home?”  
“Why, that’s wonderful, Bruce.
Congratulations.”  
“Thank you.  Now there’s something
else.”
“What is it Bruce?”  
“This is my first battle.  And I believe it
will be my last.  If I don’t make it, I
want you to take my wedding ring and
get it back to my wife.”

A few hours later, a grim-faced Jock
Anderson gently removes a gold band
from a dead man’s stiff finger.  In time,
he would return it to a heart-broken
Juliana Zimmerman in Kitchener.  Bruce
died on March 26, 1945.  Six weeks

later, the war in Europe would be over.
Terrible, these memories.  And none
worse for Jock than his recollections of
Gordon Sim.
“He was a school teacher from Galt.  A
fine gentleman, well respected.  Gordie
had this squeeze box, you know, an
accordion?  When we had a break, he
would lead us in sing-songs.” 
One day, after he’d become Adjutant,
Gordie takes the padre aside:  
“Jock,” he says, “I want you to get a
piper for the burial.  And I want him to
play my favourite tune:  “Mist  Covered
Mountain.”

Days later, near Boulogne, Major G.
D. Sim is cut down by enemy fire.  Jock
retrieves the body and organizes a slow-
march procession and burial in an open
field during a lull.  Only later does he
learn that he and the other members of
Gordie’s company were all in the
enemy’s gunsights as the piper major
played “Mist Covered  Mountain.”

“Och! They could have mowed us
down.”  He smiles.  “But they didn’t.
Strange business war.”  
Very strange.  Where a man of God, who
never carried a weapon or looked on
anyone with hatred could be counted
among the bravest of them all.  Oh, yes.
Check the battle citations and you’ll find
Hon. Capt. John Macmorran Anderson
was twice awarded the Military Cross for

“calm, steadfast gallantry.”  And “cheer-
ful courage.”  “Saving the lives of many
men by repeated trips through heavy
fire.”  “An inspiration to all ranks.”

But the only padre to serve continuous-
ly with the front-line infantry battalion
from D-Day through VE Day doesn’t
care to talk about his medals.

Today, in the year 2000, watching the
gulls wheel over the lake, this kindly 86
year old grandfather and widower prefers
to think of Gordie.  And Doug.  And
Charlie.  And all the others he buried in
those orchards, fields, dikes, and forests.

He misses them and firmly believes he
will see them again.  Perhaps soon, for ‘if
you believe, any day is a good day to die.’

Meanwhile, he remembers.  Bless you
Padre

by George Garnester
____________________

An Unusual War Story
A Canadian farm boy from out

Winnipeg way joined the RCAF early in
the war, following an altercation with his
father and his brother.  Not long after his
arrival in England, and some further
training, he was assigned to a British
bomber squadron.  He flew on several
missions over Occupied Europe and
Germany. 

Although his plane suffered some
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damage on one such mission, he and his
crew arrived back in England unscathed.
His luck ran out, however, over
Hamburg, early in the fall of 1942, in
one of the lesser raids. He had to bail out
of the stricken plane and landed in a
farmyard at such an angle that he hurt
his leg badly.  Although in severe pain,
he managed to gather in his chute and
hide it and a little knapsack of stuff
under in a nearby hedge.

He saw the dim outline of a farm-
house and decided to crawl to it.  He
hope to be treated by the farmer better
than what a lot of air-crew got when they
landed near the big cities that had just
been bombed.  He pounded on the door a
couple of times and shortly was looking
up at a young woman.  She helped him
in and began tending to his injury,
which, as it turned out, was not a broken
leg.  Then she prepared him something
to eat.  

To his surprise, she could speak
English very well and assured him that
she would not turn him into the Gestapo.
It was an incredibly brave and possibly
foolhardy decision she made. If it were
found out that she was harbouring an
enemy flier in her home, she would have
been shot outright.

As the days went by, with her being
a young and attractive woman, and the
Canadian, a virile and somewhat hand-
some young man, it was inevitable that
they were attracted to each other and
they fell in love. The woman had com-
mitted herself to sheltering this man and
preventing him from being taken off to
prison camp.  She was, of course, taking
an awful chance of losing her life.  All
along, she was teaching him conversa-
tional German.  When he was able to get
around, she fitted him out with farm
clothes that her older brother had worn
before being called up to the army.  (He
had been sent to the Russian front where
he was killed.)  It would appear to the
neighbouring farmers that she had hired
on a man to help tend the farm.

To make a long story short, the ruse
worked to perfection and he was never
found out.  As was inevitable, the war
soon ended.  The natural choice for him

was to make his departure from this kind
and loving woman to seek to reach an
Allied army unit and inform them that he
was a shot-down bomber crewman.
Although he didn’t know it, his family
out West had been notified shortly after
his plane went down that he was listed as
“Missing on Operations.”  When the
German authorities in the prison camps
did not have his name listed, he was pre-
sumed dead.  But our bomber crewman
had chosen to remain and marry his war-
time saviour and raise a family. The
years went by one after another and not
once did he attempt to notify Ottawa that
he was alive and well.  As such, he was
officially listed as “Missing, Presumed
Dead.”

Then came a time when he felt the
need to visit Canada
and drop by his old
homestead on the
prairies.  And so, in
the company of his
German-born wife,
he made the trip.
After landing in
Winnipeg and rent-
ing a car, he headed
west to his family’s
farm.  On arrival, he
turned into the
horse shoe shaped
driveway, stopped
part way to look
things over, saw his
brother on a tractor
working the land,
but he didn’t get
out.  Satisfied that
he had seen what he
wanted to see, he
drove back onto the
road and headed to
the nearby village.
Once there, he
stopped in front of a
stone monument
erected to the dead
of both wars.  There
he saw his name:
LES ALLISON 

By Stan Scislowski

AUGUST 1914
by Mickey Moulder

There have been so many profound
impacts in history; the Egyptians,
Greeks, Qin Dynasty (China), the
Romans, Vikings, the Bubonic Plague,
Napoleon, the Spanish and British
Empires etc but arguably one of the most
catastrophic in scope and magnitude of
change wrought during and in its after-
math was World War I.  This war affect-
ed everything that came before and since
whether it be in geography, politics, sci-
ence, economics, technology, medicine,
empires, religion, dynasties, culture and
the life of the everyday person.  World
War I and its effects are all around us
today and will be greatly felt by billions
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of people for centuries to come.  

From the Pulitzer Prize winning novel by
Barbara W. Tuchman called the “Guns of
August”….the author shows how the
most cataclysmic event of the millennia,
World War I, could have begun so need-
lessly by people of such limited talent,
abilities, and pompous indifference.  This
makes WW I all the more tragic.  I para-
phrase below…

“Some damned foolish thing in the
Balkans,” Bismarck had predicted,
would ignite the next war.  The assassi-
nation of the Austrian heir apparent,
Archduke Franz Ferdinand, by Serbian
nationalists on June 28, 1914, satisfied
his condition.  Austria-Hungary, with the
bellicose frivolity of senile empires,
determined to use the occasion to absorb
Serbia as she had previously absorbed
Bosnia and Herzegovina in 1908.  Russia
on this occasion, weakened by the war
with Japan in 1905, had been forced to
acquiesce to a German ultimatum fol-
lowed by the Kaiser’s appearance in
“shining armor,” as he put it, at the side
of his ally, Austria.  To avenge that
humiliation and for the sake of her pres-
tige as the major Slav power, Russia was
now prepared to put on the shining
armor herself.  On July 5 Germany
assured Austria that she could count on
Germany’s “faithful support” if whatever
punitive action she took against Serbia
brought her into conflict with Russia.
This was the signal that that let loose the
irresistible onrush of events….and
unleashed the dogs of war.  On July 29
Austria bombarded Belgrade.  On that
day Russia mobilized along her Austrian
frontier and on July 30 both Austria and
Russia ordered general mobilization.  On
July 31 Germany issued an ultimatum to
Russia to demobilize within twelve hours
and “make us a distinct declaration to
that effect”.

War pressed against every frontier.
Suddenly dismayed, governments and
monarchies, who for years preceding had
only played at war, struggled and twisted
to fend it off.  It was no use.  Agents at
the frontiers were reporting every caval-

ry patrol as a deployment to beat the
mobilization gun.  General staffs, goaded
by their relentless timetables, were
pounding the table for the signal to move
lest their opponents gain an hour’s head
start.  Appalled upon the brink, the chiefs
of state who would be ultimately respon-
sible for their country’s fate attempted to
back away, but the pull of the military
schedules dragged them forward.

Frenchmen wore their traditional red
trousers and their generals believed in
“élan” above all else.  The triumph of the
sword, bayonet and cavalry charge over
superior defensive positions manned
with machine guns, both light and heavy
artillery and eventually poison gas and
barbed wire was official policy.  Always
advance…regardless…was the basis of
the French military strategy; never mind
the odds or lack of planning.  Never dig
in; in fact do not train or
give soldiers tools with
which to dig lest the troops
become “sticky”.  Use only
French invented light
artillery (the famed 75 mm
French light cannon could
fire 15 rounds per minute
but was only provided
munitions to fire 2.2 shells
per minute). 

The Germans mercilessly
pounded the French with
their 115 mm heavy guns.
The French high command
did not believe in the use of
spotter airplanes to fixate
accurate artillery shelling;
but the Germans did and
used this new technology
very wisely.  The French
high command also believed
in the axiom that subordi-
nate and front line officers
“should fight like lions but
submit like dogs” when cen-
tral staff issued them orders;
regardless of what their on-
the-scenes intelligence
might be telling them.
French field regulations had
calculated that in a dash of

20 seconds the infantry line could cover
50 meters before the enemy infantry
would have time to shoulder guns, take
aim, and fire.  All these “gymnastics so
painfully practiced at maneuvers,” as a
French soldier said bitterly afterwards,
proved grim folly on the battlefield.
With machine guns the enemy needed
just 8 seconds to fire, not 20.  The Field
Regulations had also calculated that
shrapnel fired by the 75’s would “neu-
tralize” the defensive by forcing the
enemy to keep his head down and “fire
in the blue”.  Instead, as all observers of
the 1905 Russo-Japanese war had
learned, an enemy under shrapnel fire, if
entrenched, could continue to fire
straight into the attacker.  Of course the
generals ordered an all out advance on
August 20, 1914 totally unsupported by
an artillery barrage.  This thinking would
create 150,000 French casualties in just



four days of fighting less than three
weeks after the war began.

The British, for their part, just two
years later would initiate the Battle of
the Somme by blasting away at the
entrenched Germans for more than one
week prior to the actual attack taking
place.  The British high command simply
would not believe that the enemy could
withstand such a pounding by digging
deep into the earth.  Of course the
Germans did just that.  When the
shelling was really needed during the
actual attack, the British stopped their
artillery barrage and the poor soldiers
advanced with no artillery cover and
were slaughtered.  Forty thousand fell in
just 4 hours.  The British never even
attempted to prove their theory.  They
just believed in their plan period.  It
would take more than a year later before
the Canadians figured out at Vimy Ridge
that infantry should attack just behind a
creeping artillery barrage and that lower
rank officers, NCO’s and even infantry-
men should know the objective and

understand the tactics.  When this think-
ing was applied the German line was
finally breached.

The Russians, whose War Minister,
General Sukhomilnov, decorated in an
1877 Russo-Turkish war in a cavalry
charge, concluded that military knowl-
edge acquired in that war was permanent
truth.  He scolded staff college instruc-
tors for interest in such “innovations” as
the factor of firepower against the saber,
lance and bayonet charge.  He could not
hear the word “modern war”, he said,
“without annoyance.”  “As war was it
has remained; all these things are merely
vicious innovations.  Look at me, for
instance, I have not read a military man-
ual for the last twenty-five years” he
said.  While Sukhomlinov left work to
others, he allowed no freedom of ideas.
Clinging stubbornly to obsolete theories
and ancient glories, he claimed that
Russia’s past defeats had been due to
mistakes of commanding officers rather
than to any inadequacy of training,
preparations, or supply.  With invincible

belief in the bayonet’s supremacy over
the bullet, he made no effort to build up
factories for increased production of
shells, rifles, and cartridges.  No country,
its military critics discovered afterwards,
is ever adequately prepared in munitions.
Britain’s shell shortage was to become a
national scandal;  French shortage of
everything from heavy artillery to boots
was a scandal before the war began;  in
Russia, Sukhomlinov did not even use
the funds allocated for munitions.
Russia began the war with 850 shells per
gun compared to a reserve of 2,000 to
3,000 shells per gun used by the Western
armies, although Sukhomlinov himself
had agreed in 1912 to a compromise of
1,500 per gun.  The Russian infantry
division had 7 field-gun batteries com-
pared with 14 in the German division.
The whole Russian Army had 60 batter-
ies of heavy artillery compared with 381
in the German Army.  Firepower counted
for nothing in official Russian war plan-
ning.

Czar Nicholas was of feeble mind and

- 11 -



- 12 -

did not govern Russia in a working
sense.  He ruled as an autocrat and was
in turn ruled by his strong-willed, if not
weak-witted wife.  Beautiful, hysterical,
and morbidly suspicious, she hated
everyone but her immediate family and a
series of fanatic or lunatic charlatans
who offered comfort to her desperate
Austrian soul.  Feudalism lead by a one
family rule was the means to become a
modern nation; so thought the
Romanovs, who always preached “never
become involved in a two front war”.
The Germans calculated that it would
take Russia from 1914 to 1916 to mobi-
lize and mount a strong resistance.
Hence the German high command decid-
ed to fight a two front war.  
They opened hostilities on a neutral
Belgium to get at France and to “brush
their sleeve on the Channel” by pushing
hard to out flank the French.  They used
a massive right wing maneuver via
Belgium.  Contrary to the evidence, the
French stubbornly refused to believe that
this was indeed happening and continued
to mass their troops in the centre of the
line and thus left the Belgian border
unprotected for the most part.  Germany
invaded, though knowing that Britain
would only go to war if Belgium’s neu-
trality was ever violated.  After all,
Britain had taken what became Belgium
from France after defeating Napoleon in

1815 at the Battle of Waterloo.  These
flat plains were to become a buffer
between England and France.  This land
was given to Holland to administer.  In
1830 the Belgians gained their independ-
ence from Holland and declared them-
selves eternally neutral.

Italy would not be able to remain pro
German should Germany ever attack
Belgium.  Of course that’s exactly what
Germany did bringing in Britain and los-
ing an ally of Italy.  And to make matters
worse, Germany declared war on Russia
when in fact it could have done nothing
thereby putting the onus on Russia to
begin hostilities in the east.  No one can
figure out this blunder except that
Germany’s War Minister Moltke often
uttered that so German of German phras-
es when military plans dictate policy –
“and once settled, it cannot be altered”.
Using this phrase, Germany went on to
blunder into unrestricted submarine war-
fare eventually bringing the U.S. in on
the war against Germany.  It would be
followed often throughout WW I and
WW II (the largest tank battle ever
fought was at a place called Kursk in the
Ukraine during July, 1943). The German
planning, after being established, could
not be altered.  Thus the Nazis hurled
themselves, outnumbered two to one in
men and aircraft, at the totally

entrenched and pre-
pared Soviet forces.
They were of course
destroyed and the
way opened to
Berlin.  Hitler also
declared war on the
U.S. after the
Japanese attack on
Pearl Harbor thus
freeing up President
Roosevelt from hav-
ing to win over the
American public and
Congress to take the
fight  to Europe.
Hitler invaded
Russia as well and of
course fought and
lost a two front war;
but enough about

WW II, which historians know, was just
a continuation of WW I.

In WW I, the German army firmly
believed in Roman Emperor Caligula’s
infamous teachings; “it matters not that
they hate you as long as they fear you”.
Well, the Germans became very annoyed
at the silly Belgians for fiercely defend-
ing their homeland invasion and thus the
Germans committed war atrocity after
war atrocity on Belgian civilians in 1914
as official policy.  They routinely round-
ed up and shot up to 700 people at a
time.  Entire villages were burned to the
ground.  Mothers, daughters, fathers,
sons, and especially Catholic priests
were routinely shot by the dozens as the
Germans advanced.  This resulted in
Germany becoming the villain early in
the war; easy to hate and paint as barbar-
ians and Huns.

Hitler committed the same grave error
in WW II when instead of embracing the
Soviet citizens he was “liberating” from
Stalin, he began instead the systematic
killing of Russian peasants en masse and
burning and destroying everything dur-
ing his march on Moscow.  The resulting
peasant partisan movement that sprang
up took a terrific toll on the Nazis.

By all accounts in WW I it would take
the British, German, French and Russian
militaries more than three full years of
war and over 10 million military casual-
ties alone, to unlearn the lessons of the
past and to adapt to the strategies and
tactics demanded of modern warfare in
the early 20th century.  By 1917 change
was in the air as it was plain for all to
see that without a new strategy, millions
more would die needlessly.  Canada
would be the country who instigated a
new way of fighting on the ground at
Vimy Ridge.  The Germans would fol-
low in 1918 with their new “storm troop-
er” select operations.  Instead of massing
and attacking in a full frontal assault
they would selectively move out with
fast, specially trained and armed troops
using flame throwers, supported by
objective sharing down to each man, pin
point support and intelligence.



In World War II the Nazis would
invent and introduce the world to
blitzkrieg to avoid a protracted stalemat-
ed war.  The French, true to their history,
began WW II the way WW I should
have been fought; by the use of
entrenched forts (Maginot Line) and
entered WW I the way WW II should
have been designed; by aggressively
attacking.  In the Franco-Prussian War of
1870 when France was defeated and
occupied by the Prussians leading to the
creation of the German nation, the
French high command refused to believe
that breach loading rifles were better
than muzzle loading types.  They failed
to figure on the huge advantage provided
by breach-loading soldiers.  They could
rapidly reload in the crouched and laying
down positions.  The Germans, using
breach loading rifles laid down and
fought and slaughtered the French stand-
ing upright in battle.  The British, for
their part, came into WW II the same
way they did in WW I; woefully unpre-
pared, undermanned and not with
enough of anything.  The Russians
entered WW II trusting the Nazis and
ignoring their own intelligence that
clearly showed that Hitler meant and was
indeed preparing to invade in 1941.
Russia was caught totally flat footed and
again unprepared in WW II as it was
equally caught in WW I.  Strange isn’t
it?

In 1914, Germany, France and Russia,
once the mobilization button was
pushed, the whole vast machinery kicked
into gear and could not be stopped.  In

Germany especially, the action began of
calling up, equipping, and transporting
two million men automatically.  In 1914,
reservists went to their designated
depots, were issued uniforms, equip-
ment, and arms, formed into companies
and companies into battalions, were
joined by cavalry, cyclists, artillery, med-
ical units, cook wagons, blacksmith wag-
ons, even postal wagons, moved accord-
ing to prepared railway timetables to
concentration points near the frontier
where they would be formed into divi-
sions, divisions into corps, and corps into
armies ready to advance and fight.  One
army corps alone – out of the total of 40
in the German forces – required 170 rail-
way cars for officers, 965 for infantry,
2,960 for cavalry, 1,915 for artillery and
supply wagons, 6,010 in all, grouped in
140 trains and an equal number again for
their supplies.  From the moment the
order was given, everything was to move
unquestionably at fixed times according
to a schedule precisely down to the num-
ber of train axles that would pass over a
given bridge within a given time.

The Kaiser had a crippled arm from
birth and was mediocre in all things so
he became a bully of sorts.  He was a
very poor diplomat in addition to being
vainglorious, a braggart, imperious, and
a strutting peacock.  He said whatever
was on his mind to whomever would lis-
ten.  He acted more like a peasant than
an aristocrat as regards style, manners
and class.  He was a short and boorish
snob who liked to dominate others.  Thus
it was when the Kaiser lost his nerve and
tried frantically to stop the momentum of
war; he could not.  The Prussian military
leadership was growing tired of the
Kaiser..  They wanted to bloody their
superb military machine and were deter-
mined that the time was now.  The
Kaiser’s plan all along was to bully and
bluster and gain political currency by
way of saber rattling.  And now he was
attacking the Eastern and Western fronts
simultaneously in August 1914 and he
was helpless to put the genie back inside
the bottle….”

…Read the book…its outstanding…JFK

used this book as his guide in working
through the Cuban Missile Crisis in
1961.  He refused to blunder into a war
by following the traditional mobilization,
ultimatums and brinkmanship, opting
instead, to think and use common sense
and go slow…and not trust the profes-
sional statesmen, bureaucrats, generals
and admirals to differentiate between
politics and war…

by Mickey Moulder
____________________

King, Country and Crimson:
The Evolution of Canada’s

Involvement in Lands Far From
Home

Sometime during the process in
which most Canadians wake up, dress,
fix breakfast, enter their car and drive to
classes or the workplace, the bombard-
ment of news and music enter the ears of
Canada’s populous without much resist-
ance. However an issue that is sure to
turn heads is that of Canada’s involve-
ment in the middle-east. In an age of
prosperity where Canada is known for its
peacekeeping rather than military exer-
tion, pessimism runs rampant from the
populous, analysts and opposition party
politics who claim Canada’s global posi-
tion on the international scene should not
involve military endeavors.

Considering the paragraph above, were
the Great War and the Second World War
not glorified as meshings for Canadian
national identity within history text-
books? Why then has the public so swift-
ly neglected to recognize that present
day combatants often fight out of obliga-
tion for Canada much like those have
done between 1914 and 1945? King,
Country and Crimson will serve the pur-
pose of analyzing how Canada views
itself towards it nation’s military contri-
butions and why attitudes towards mili-
tary commitment have soured since the
early post-1945 world. Symbols of grati-
tude in the form of numerous memorials,
Poppy’s and Legions act as markers in
the ever-changing face of Canadian
nationalism. Such commemoration illus-
trates that Canadians may have viewed
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the nation’s commitments in light of the
past much differently than in the
unknown shadow of the immediate
future.  

Casual readers of Canadian history
generally come to a consensus over the
significance of the Battle for Vimy Ridge
yet lash out in defiance of one another
upon the mention of current Canadian
involvement overseas. King, Country
and Crimson’s intention is not to ques-
tion the ethical ground on which Canada
enters conflict, but to raise awareness of
how instrumental military involvement
serves as a catalyst to the constant evolu-
tion of Canadian identity at home and
abroad.
-Jacob Miller (Windsor Historical
Society) 

____________________

WW1 Facts
- First war where Canada was under its
own command.
- Income Tax was introduced.
- Major conscription crisis between
French and English Canada.
- Newfoundland entered as its own
nation, not as a part of Canada or
Britain.
- Canada was obligated to join the war
upon England’s call.
- Canada suffered substantially more
losses in WW1 than WW2.
- The Spanish influenza near War’s end
killed more Canadians than the actual
war.
- Canada suffered the Halifax Explosion,
the largest non-nuclear man-made explo-
sion in history.
- Canada has among the most Air Aces
among Entente (Allied) nations.
- Canadian soldiers at Ypres were among
the first to suffer from gas attacks/chemi-
cal warfare.
- Canadian nationalism strengthened the
country as opposed to destroying it. The
opposite was true for many nations. 

by Jacob Miller

The Clinical Investigation
Unit of the R.C.A.F.

The unit was responsible for the
many devices and procedures during
WWII.
I will touch on a few that I was privi-

leged to participate in:
by Eric Cross

The invention and development of
the “G” suit by Wing Commander
Franks. To test and perfect it required
many hours of work by a large number
of people, working in secret. My job was
to perform certain tasks, while under
more than normal gravity force to help
improve its design. I was only one of
many young airmen who participated by
riding in a device known as the
Accelerator (a human centrifuge). The
“G” suit enabled us to almost double our
ability to stay conscious under specific
“high ‘G’” conditions. What this meant
was that our fighter pilots could turn
inside the enemy aircraft without losing
their ability to bring their guns to bear on
the enemy, thus saving many allied air-

men’s lives. The “G” suit was used
extensively in the Korean conflict by
allied “Sabre Pilots.”
Another development was the Anti-shock
suit.

During battles, wounded soldiers
could not get proper medical care on the
site: but had to be transported to field
hospitals for treatment. During this peri-
od many died because of further injury,
damage to fractures, bleeding of wounds
and trauma known as shock. Basically a
series of inflatable splints that applied
pressure to limit further bleeding, or
compounding fractures, and reducing the
frequency of shock. Of course the suit
had to be tested for any unexpected
effects. I was completely immobile for
48 hours. During this time my finger tips
and toes were checked for discoloura-
tion, even the pressure in my eyes balls.
The nurses questioned me every hour as
to any pain or discomfort, and if certain
areas of my anatomy were asleep. Well,
after 48 hours in the suit, I suffered no
real ill effects. Thank goodness for the
nurses who fed and looked after me, as I
was completely immobile.

by Eric Cross
____________________

Sergeant Jeff Gravel
Princess Patricia Royal

Regiment
The term "veteran" is often associat-
ed with those whom we honour for
their past service to our Country.
Due to deteriorating health, or their
ultimate passing, their stories often
survive within the pages of history
books rather than exist in the con-
temporary memory of the Canadian
public. The new millennium, howev-
er, has ushered in a new brand of
warfare, where Canada's forces fight
a faceless enemy on a terrain very
alien to that of conventional war-
fare.
Sergeant Jeff Gravel is a veteran of
this new brand of warfare.
Sgt. Gravel has served two tours of
duty in Afghanistan. His wartime
experiences are indicative of both
the changing nature of war and the
sacrifices which our Canadian sol-
diers are making to help the people
of Afghanistan.

Sgt. Gravel enlisted in the army
at the age of eighteen. Like many
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other young recruits, he joined both
to serve his country and to provide
for a college education. During his
ten weeks of basic training, Sgt.
Gravel forged enduring friendships
with his fellow soldiers.  These
bonds helped carry them all through
the hardships experienced when
deployed to Afghanistan in early
2002. 

Shortly after his arrival, Sgt.
Gravel's regiment was involved in
the infamous friendly-fire incident
of April 17, 2002 , which claimed
the lives of four Canadian soldiers. 
"That was a big wake-up call for a
lot of people," Gravel remarked. 
In an effort to explain the incident

Sgt. Gravel states that, "What you're
briefed on eight hours prior [to the
mission], isn't necessarily the situa-
tion on the ground half a day later." 

Based out of Kandahar in the
south of Afghanistan during his first
tour, Sgt. Gravel's regiment experi-
enced sporadic fighting. 
"Warfare has changed," he says,
"There were few instances of direct
combat with the enemy." 
With long stretches of downtime,
Sgt. Gravel and his comrades filled
their hours playing dominos, main-
taining their base camp and talking
with one another.
"I had friendships fostered over two
weeks that were stronger than
friendships that developed over
twenty years."

One of the most difficult adjust-
ments that Sgt. Gravel and the other
soldiers had to make was to the sti-
fling heat of the Afghan summer.
Temperatures were in excess of one
hundred and twenty degrees
Fahrenheit on a regular basis. 

Sgt. Gravel's second tour of duty
took him to Kabul, the bustling
Afghan capital in the northeast of
the country. In contrast to his first
tour, Sgt. Gravel's time in Kabul was
more physically and psychologically
taxing. The hectic and congested
streets of the capital provided ideal
terrain for the Taliban to use their
trademark tactics, such as suicide
bombers and rocket-propelled
grenades. However, the Canadian
army forged bonds with the local
population which eventually led to a
reduction in danger in some areas. 
"Not everything is done with bullets;
we're building a lot of schools and
wells."    

Currently in between tours of
duty, Sgt. Gravel talks of the vast
difference between his first deploy-
ment in 2002-2003 and his second in
2004. While the two deployments
differed in environment and stress,
the account of the common ele-
ments, such as the attitudes of the
Afghan people and the presence of
children near the front lines, pro-
vides insights valuable to contempo-
rary Canadian thought.

Sgt. Gravel speaks warmly of the
Afghan people, noting that they
desire peace like anybody else. He
says that for the most part the locals
were friendly and accommodating,
inviting the soldiers into their homes
for a cup of tea. The one thing that
stuck out in Sgt. Gravel's mind
was the Afghan children.  He sees
the children as the key to the future
of a peaceful Afghanistan.
"Children are like children any-
where," Gravel says, "You try your
best to make them smile. Maybe
we can all get along if we start with
the kids… that way in the future
they won't grow up to hate
Westerners."
Sgt. Gravel continues to serve the
Canadian army as a member of the
Essex-Kent Scottish regiment. After
his upcoming discharge from the
forces, Sgt. Gravel plans to start a
career as a veterans' counselor, help-
ing other vets to cope with their
wartime experiences.  

synopsis by Brendan Berthiaume

William Lionel Lappan
Royal Canadian Regiment

Airborne Division 1951-1954

William Lionel Lappan’s family used
to live on a farm in what is now the
Riverside area in Windsor, Ontario. Born
on July 30, 1928, he was one of 16 chil-
dren – 8 boys and 8 girls. Except for a
twin brother who died in infancy, seven
brothers were all war veterans and six of
Bill’s brothers served during the Second
World War.

Joining the army was also Bill’s
dream, but he was too young to join his
brothers. Shortly after the Korean War
started, Bill had a bet with one of his
friends and co-workers that he would
join the army the next day. And he did.
He enlisted, and was a member of the
Royal Canadian Regiment as of
Valentine’s Day, 1951. After approxi-

mately three months training in
Petawawa and Alberta, and a short visit
back home in Windsor, Bill was sent to
Seattle, Washington and then on to
Korea. 

____________________

Value of the Veteran
Much of the public envisions a

Veteran as a man or a woman marching
in uniformity to the familiar drum-beat
of a time long past.  Hundreds of com-
memorative ceremonies held in Canadian
towns and cities bring public attention to
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the Veterans, if only for a few hours or a
few days.

However, the Veteran is more than a
living reminder of the wars, now experi-
enced only through words and images.
The Veteran is a source of pride for the
individual and the community alike.  It is
not uncommon to hear an individual
boast of a parent, a grandparent or a sib-
ling serving, or who served, in the
Armed Forces.  These Veterans are more
than symbols of pride for a family.
These Veterans are a living link to a time
when the concept of Nationhood is far
removed from contemporary thinking.
Commemorations organized by the cur-
rent generation hint of a need to compare
the accomplishments of the Veteran to
their own lives.

Every generation strives to leave its
mark.  The present generation of
Canadians is increasingly mobile, dis-
persed throughout the world in pursuit of
education and career, challenged by ever-
changing family structures and burdened
by greater difficulties in maintaining
relationships.  In the midst of this chaos,
still as steadfast and stalwart as in the
midst of a world turned upside down by
the horrors of war, stands the Veteran…
a symbol of hope for the future. JM 

_________________

The Canadians 
of Hong Kong

Nestled within the towering sky-
scrapers, claustrophobic roadways and
countless construction sites that have
come to depict China's modern industrial
revolution, lays Sai Wan Military
Cemetery. Down a gentle slope is the
presence of hundreds of white tomb-
stones marking the resting place for
those who defended a city that has little
or no resemblance to that of the present.
Yet, in light of this fact, those who per-
ished in December 1941 are remembered
for upholding the foundation on which
the international city of Hong Kong is
built upon today. 

As the number of veterans thin and
the discussion pertaining to the Second

World War becomes less sensitive, many
teachers, authors, and even Canadian war
veterans fail to pay tribute to those who
fired the first shots from Canadian arms
in Hong Kong on December 8th 1941.
Perhaps the invasions of Hong Kong by
Japanese forces was overshadowed by
the attack on Pearl Harbour less then
twenty-four hours previous. Due to the
tendency for most history textbooks to
saturate its pages with Canadians fight-
ing the war against Hitler's forces in
Europe, little is heard of those nearly one
thousand casualties that fought in lands
the furthest from home. 

As war waged in Europe, the armies

of imperial Japan were considered to be
of little threat to Hong Kong until the
infamous attack on the American Pacific
fleet on December 7th 1941. Previous to
this date, Winston Churchill and his mili-
tary chiefs of staff saw little hope in
defending Hong Kong in the event of a
possible attack. However not long after
attitudes were reversed thus resulting in
the deployment of colonial troops to
serve as a possible deterrent to Japanese
invasion. In addition, Britain desired to
maintain the good favour of the pro-
western Chinese leader Chiang-Kai-Shek
due to possible military and economic
benefits during conflict and upon possi-
ble victory.  
The two Canadian regiments consisting
of the Winnipeg Grenadiers and the
Royal Rifles of Quebec were instructed
to assist Indian and British forces in
upholding the defence of Hong Kong.
Between December 8th and December
25th commonwealth forces gave stub-
born resistance to the imperial Japanese
army despite being outmanned by
approximately 15,000 Commonwealth
(1,975 Canadian) to 50,000 Japanese sol-

diers. Nearly 300 perished in battle and
an additional 264 died in Japanese
internment. Including the number of
wounded, total Canadian casualties
reached over 1000 by the time of
Commonwealth surrender on Christmas
Day.  

During the following three years,
10,000 Chinese civilians perished under
the brutal violence and frequent rape of
the city's female population. Until the
present, December 25th is know as
"Black Christmas" in Hong Kong.

The most tragic yet remarkable ele-
ment of Canadian participation within
the Battle of Hong Kong is that those
stationed within the city underwent little
training and possessed little to no combat
experience. The Winnipeg Grenadiers
were stationed in Jamaica prior to the
assignment to China, and the Royal
Rifles trained mainly on Canadian soil.
Yet despite the severe lack of veteran
leadership, Canadian as well as British
and Indian forces stunted the advance-
ment of Asia's most powerful army for a
three week period.

It is not difficult to observe that the
attention given to Canadian participation
is dismal at best. Why so? Is it due to the
victor's tendency to emphasize on suc-
cess rather then defeat which plagues
history textbooks? Does it detract from
the noble liberation of western lands
such as France and Holland? Does it
suggest that Canadians defended what
has become the sole communist super-
power remaining thus making China and
ideological adversary? Or is it because
such losses by the allies were an embar-
rassment to the degree whereby little of
what the public observes from the
Second World War is earlier then mid-
1943? Whatever the reason, it will take
nothing short of Canadians to trek to the
nation's capital where the new Canadian
War Museum resides, to tell of the short
yet symbolic resistance Canadians made
within Hong Kong for Canada and
Empire. 

written by Jacob Miller

_________________

Flying 424 Squadron
I want to thank our Government and

Jacob Miller



Museum Officials who did the right
thing and changed all the degrading mes-
sages on the museum story. We Veterans
were there fighting for the freedom we
all cherish in this fine country. We
fought in honour to achieve this and

deserve to be respected by those who
live in this free land.
Adolph Hitler and his cohorts who
formed the evil Nazi Party had already
run over most of Europe with their hob-
nailed booted storm troopers and their
Luftwaffe, who blitzkreiged their way by
destroying cities, towns, villages and
hamlets, killing millions in their quest to
rule the world. The secret S.S. arrested
many civilian people, eliminating them
because they were not of true Aryan
Race, or just because they were of a
nationality that the Nazis wished to
destroy. The Luftwaffe had bombed
everything in sight throughout all those
countries as well as in many cities and
towns in Britain and Scotland, (killing
thousands of innocent people) long
before the Allies would have the proper
aircraft to bring the war back to the
enemy and to begin to retaliate by bomb-
ing German targets. Slowly, the Allied
Forces built up their offensive, designing
bigger and better bombers. With the twin
engine Wellingtons, with a maximum of
four tons of bombs, to the Halifax's six
to seven tons at an average speed of
220MPH, to the famous Lancaster, carry-
ing up to better than ten tons of bombs
and traveling close to 330MPH at top
speed and close to 3000 miles total dis-
tance, the Allies were able to bring the
war to Germany and so help to destroy
the Nazi's industrial might. And to you
nay-sayers, I say NO ONE will ever

prove to me that we didn't accomplish
doing just that!  What else caused their
total lack of aircraft, weapons, tanks and
fuel in those last few months of the war?
Yes, war is hell and many innocent peo-
ple die, but I hate to think of the many
more millions that would have died had
we not defeated the enemy.

Our crew had completed 13 trips in
Halifax 111 bombers, flying with 424
Squadron from Skipton on Swale, York,
before being retrained on the Lancaster
to do our last 20 missions.  That would
complete our tour and we would receive
the very coveted Operational Wing,
which you can see just over my Service
Medals in my Legion wear picture
below. I will try to relay what I can
remember of a couple of our Bombing
Missions, as read from my flying log
book (which has been through a flooded
sea chest) and from my memory.

Our first trip with the Squadron was
in a Halifax 111, Q.B. "unreadable call
letter", aircraft #nr228, Nov 18, 44 to
Munster, a day trip. We encountered
light flak. We did not get attacked by
enemy fighters, but did experience see-
ing some bombers going down in flames
from same. We did not have any damage
to our plane.  This was a 7 hour and 35
minute trip. Our next trip was a night
flight to Duisburg, Nov 30, 44. There
was heavy flak and we did get some hits
but no serious damage to Hali Q.B."M".
On our next trip, I did see Hali "D" off
to our starboard go down in flames. The
target was unreadable. Jan;2/45, a night
trip to Ludwigshaven in Q.B."E".  We
had much damage by ack-ack.  Jan 5.
was to see us flying our last mission in a
Halifax 111 bomber.  On a night trip in
Q.B."B" to Hanover, we again were hav-
ing much damage by flak and were also
attacked by an F.W. 190.  I did manage
to get off a few bursts from my 303
Browning pea-shooters, but the German
fighter was surely too far off when I was
able to get my sights on him. I doubt he
sustained much damage from my little
pellets.  

Jan. 6 to 28 found our crew retrain-
ing to learn all about Lancasters.  What a
super craft!  Although the Hali had a few

points over the Lancaster, this craft was
a faster kite and was a far easier aircraft
in maneuverability.  When the pilot was
told to corkscrew, the bottom seemed to
disappear from under you.  If not buck-
led into your seat, you would have hit
the ceiling.  

Our first trip in a Lancaster 1 was to
Ludwigshaven in Q.B."E" on Feb. 1/45,
a seven and a half hour night trip.  We
were first hit by ack-ack on the way and
then again over the target.  We were then
attacked from below and unseen by a 
J.U.88. Before our gunner was able to
get off a few bursts, the plane disap-
peared into the night. A short while later,
I spotted an M.E.210 stooging around
under our port tail-plane. I called to the
skipper to dive port. He dove and we
found ourselves in violent evasive action
just as the enemy opened fire. He was
out of my line of fire at first. As he got
within my line of vision, I was able to
get off a few bursts but I have no idea
whether I inflicted much damage. I did
see some of my bullets ricochet off that
enemy fighter before we lost him in the
dark. One of his cannon shells went
through from starboard, taking out our
radio right from under the Wireless Op's
nose, then crossed to the port side, pass-
ing in front of the bomb-aimer's face
before going out, making quite a hole
and taking
whatever was
left of the
radio with it.
On its exit,
the shell
made a huge
hole on the
outside. We
limped our
way home.

The next
morning, our
flight truck driver came to pick us up so
we could have one last look at our Kite
before it as taken away to be dismantled
for any parts that could be salvaged.  

I still say that the Supreme Being
from Above was watching out for  us
that night.

by Harry W. Major, C D
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Flt. Sgt. RCAF Veteran
_________________

The Great Escape
This is a true story about my

Grandfather, Melvin Garland, who
fought in World War Two as a fighter
pilot.  When he was eighteen he was sent
to the east coast to train for the war.  He
was then shipped off to Europe to join
the Allied forces in battle.

It was an exciting strafing mission
(to take out enemy gas trucks by swoop-

ing and firing) over the volatile land-
scape of France.
"I'm going in" blurted his wingman.
"I'm right behind you" confirmed Bing
(my grandpa's code name)
Both allied and enemy machine guns
were firing rapidly. BANG, BANG,
BANG, SPLAT.  "I'm hit" yelled Bing
"I'm going back to base." as he radioed
his wingman.
"Are you sure you can make it?" asked
the wondrous wingman.
"Sure as I'll ever be." Bing replied.
"Over and out." Bang, bang, bang, waaaa
waaaa waaaa the whole entire cockpit
went red in a split second.  Bing was hit
and going down fast.  No time to radio
and not much room to get out.  

He punched the top of the cockpit
out and hopped on to the seat. Just as he
jumped the engine exploded sending a

ton of scrap metal every where.  Some of
the metal hit him in the buttocks leaving
a permanent mark. He frantically tried to
open his first parachute, it wouldn't open.
Then he pulled the reserve chute which
caught him and slowed his fall to a gen-
tle drop.  As he landed safely on the
ground, he instantly let go of the para-
chute and hopelessly began to run before
he was aimed down by enemy guns.  He
was now a prisoner of war.

The prisoners were moved at night
and were hid in barns during the day.
They were fed meager rations of rice and
water.  Just enough to keep them alive.
They suffered through dysentery and
many other horrible diseases.  If a pris-
oner fell behind, they weren't spared.
While they were moved they put into
enemy trucks, which were a favourite
target of the allies, and were fired on.
So at any given time he could be blown
to pieces by his comrades, (pretty
sneaky). They got to the camp three
weeks later.  As they were sleeping, the
camp was raided by the allies and the
prisoners escaped through an under
ground way back to London where they
were shipped back to Canada.

That is the story of my Grandpa who
was a fighter pilot.  If he wasn't the hero
that is he is, my Dad, his five brothers
and sisters or my fifteen cousins would
not be here today.
Melvin Lloyd Garland lived in Windsor
from 1968  to 1974 and was Executive
Vice President of International Tool.  He
served with the RCAF in the 403 Fighter

Squadron, the same squadron as
Windsor's Ace, Tom Brannigan..

by Nathan Garland, Age 11
__________________

THE MOST….

The most destructive habit
Worry

The greatest joy 
Giving

The greatest loss
Loss of self-respect

The most satisfying work
Helping others

The ugliest personality trait 
Selfishness

The most endangered species 
Dedicated leaders

Our greatest natural resource 
Our youth

The greatest "shot in the arm"
Encouragement

Greatest problem to overcome 
Fear

The most effective sleeping pill
Peace of mind

The most crippling failure disease
Excuses

The most powerful force in life
Love

The most dangerous pariah
A gossip

World's most incredible computer
The brain

The worst thing to be without 
Hope

The deadliest weapon
The tongue

The two most power-filled words 
"I Can"

Melvin Garland 

Nathan Garland

Melvin Garland 



The greatest asset
Faith

The most worthless emotion
Self-pity

The most beautiful attire
SMILE!

The most prized possession
Integrity

The most contagious spirit
Enthusiasm

__________________

Signs You May Be A Canadian

1. You stand in "line-ups" at the movie,
not lines. 
2. You're not offended by the term,
"Homo Milk" 
3. You understand the phrase, "Could
you please pass me a serviette, I just

spilled my poutine" 
4. You eat chocolate bars instead of
candy bars. 
5. You drink pop, not soda. 
6. You know what it means to be on
pogey. 
7. You know that a mickey and 2-4's
mean "Party at the camp, eh!!" 
8. You don't hold your hand over your
breast when you sing the national
anthem. 
9. You can drink legally while still a
teen. 
10. You know that francophones, anglo-
phones and allophones are not electronic
devices. 
11. You talk about the weather with
strangers and friends alike. 
12. You don't know or care about the
fuss with Cuba, it's just a cheap place to
travel to and has good cigars. 
13. When there is a social problem, you
turn to your government to fix it instead
of telling them to stay out of it. 
14. You're not sure if the leader of our

nation has EVER had sex and don't want
to know if he has! 
15. You get milk in bags as well as car-
tons and plastic jugs. 
16. Pike is a type of fish, not some part
of a highway. 
17. You drive on a highway, not a free-
way. 
18. You sit on a couch not a chesterfield
- that is some small town in Quebec! 
19. You know what a Robertson screw-
driver is. 
20. You have Canadian Tire money in
your kitchen drawers. 
21. You know that Thrills are something
to chew and "taste like soap". 
22. You know that Mounties "don't
always look like that" 
23. You read rather than scanned this list.

__________________

Lie in the Dark and Listen
Lie in the dark and listen

It's clear tonight
so they're flying high

Hundreds of them,
thousands perhaps,

riding the icy, moonlit sky,
Men, machinery,
bombs and maps,

Altimeters and guns and charts,
Coffee, sandwiches,
Fleece-lined boots,
Bones and muscles,
minds and hearts,
English saplings

with English roots
deep in the earth
they've left below.

Lie in the dark and let them go;
Lie in the dark and listen.

Anonymous
__________________

Canadian Military Man

The average age of the Canadian  mili-
tary man is 19 years. He is a short
haired, tight-muscled kid who, under

normal circumstances is considered by
society as half man, half boy. Not yet dry
behind the ears, not old enough to buy a
beer, but old enough to die for his coun-
try. He never really cared much for work
and he would rather wax his own car
than wash his father's; but he has never
collected unemployment either. 

He's a recent high school graduate;
he was probably an average student,
pursued some form of sport activities,
drives a ten year old jalopy,
and has a steady girlfriend that either
broke up with him when he left,
or swears to be waiting when he returns
from half a world away.
He listens to rock and roll or hip-hop or
rap or jazz or swing and 155mm how-
itzer.
He is 10 or 15 pounds lighter now than
when he was at home
because he is working or fighting from
before dawn to well after dusk.

He has trouble spelling, thus letter writ-
ing is a pain for him, but he can field
strip a rifle in 30 seconds and reassemble
it in less time in the dark.
He can recite to you the nomenclature of
a machine gun or grenade launcher and
use either one effectively if he must.
He digs foxholes and latrines and can
apply first aid like a professional.  
He can march until he is told to stop or
stop until he is told to march.

He obeys orders instantly and without
hesitation, but he is not without spirit or
individual dignity.  
He is self-sufficient.
He has two sets of fatigues:
he washes one and wears the other.
He keeps his canteens full and his feet
dry.
He sometimes forgets to brush his teeth,
but never to clean his rifle.
He can cook his own meals, mend his
own clothes, and fix his own hurts.
If you're thirsty, he'll share his water
with you; if you are hungry, his food.
He'll even split his ammunition with you
in the midst of battle when you run low.

He has learned to use his hands like
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weapons
and weapons like they were his hands.
He can save your life - or take it,
because that is his job.
He will often do twice the work of a
civilian, draw half the pay
and still find ironic humour in it all.
He has seen more suffering
and death than he should have in his
short lifetime!

He has stood atop mountains of dead
bodies,
and helped to create them.
He has wept in public and in private,
for friends who have fallen in combat
and is unashamed.  
He feels every note of the National
Anthem vibrate through his body
while at rigid attention, while tempering
the burning desire to 'square-away' those
around him who haven't bothered to
stand, remove their hat, or even stop
talking.

In an odd twist, day in and day out, far
from home, he defends their right to
be disrespectful.

Just as did his Father, Grandfather,
and Great-grandfather,
he is paying the price for our freedom.
Beardless or not, he is not a boy. He is
the Canadian Fighting Man that has kept
this country free for over 200 years.

He has asked nothing in return, except
our friendship and understanding.
Remember him, always, for he has
earned our respect and admiration with
his blood. 

________________

Black and White

(Under age 40? You won't understand.) 
You could hardly see for all the snow, 
Spread the rabbit ears as far as they go. 
Pull a chair up to the TV set, 
"Good Night, David. Good Night, Chet." 
Depending on the channel you tuned, 
You got Rob and Laura or Ward and June. 
It felt so good. It felt so right. 
Life looked better in black and white. 

I Love Lucy, The Real McCoys,
Dennis the Menace, the Cleaver boys, 

Rawhide, Gunsmoke, Wagon Train, 
Superman, Jimmy and Lois Lane. 
Father Knows Best, Patty Duke, 
Rin Tin Tin and Lassie too, 
Donna Reed on Thursday night! -- 
Life looked better in black and white. 
I want to go back to black and white. 
Everything always turned out right. 
Simple people, simple lives. 
Good guys always won the fights. 
Now nothing is the way it seems, 
In living color on the TV screen. 
Too many murders, too many fights, 
I want to go back to black and white. 
In God they trusted, alone in bed, they
slept.
A promise made was a promise kept. 
They never cussed or broke their vows. 
They'd never make the network now. 
But if I could, I'd rather be 
In a TV town in '53. 
It felt so good. It felt so right. 
Life looked better in black and white.
I'd trade all the channels on the satellite, 
If I could just turn back the clock tonight. 

When everyone knew wrong from right. 
Life was better in black and white!

___________________

Synopses: Interviews 
by Jacob Miller, Joyce

Cherwak,  Andrew
Rodgers, Angie Trif,
Brendan Berthiaume

Jack Anderson, RCAF,
WWII

The lack of battle expe-
rience does not dilute the
overall experience of war.
Jack Anderson’s experiences
between the years of 1941
and 1945 are much like the
experience of a true traveler.
Jack was a beneficiary of the
new technology the war pre-
sented to its combatants.
Among these innovations
was what we would come to
recognize today as radar.
Although its use was limited
during the conflict, Jack’s
gifted ability to use such a
groundbreaking tool of com-

bat gave him a front-seat view of war in
the North African, Sicilian and Italian
regions of war. The burnt-out shells of
war machines and the inevitable yet trag-
ic administering of burial practices, illus-
trates the experiences all soldiers shared
despite ideological disparities in a time
of war. 

Much of Jack’s story depicts the
leisure hours between periods of conflict.
His lengthy tours of Rome, Florence and
the Italian Alps are adventures only a
young man in the military could enjoy at
that particular time. His encounters with
unique locations in Scotland and
England give a glimpse into how many
Canadians spent time well away from the
zones of battle. The claiming of a war-
bride, and a personal ambition to serve in
the Pacific after victory in Europe gives
the image of a man who did not see his
service as that of national obligation, but
that of moral and personal choice. JM

Lloyd Burke, Canadian Infantry,
World War II

Lloyd Burke recounts experiences
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of his involvement on the ground
during Canada’s campaign in Italy.
The accounts vividly mentioned are
stirring in comparison to other veter-
ans discussed due to Burke’s high
degree of personal connection to
those who became casualties in his
presence. 

Burke captures the spirit of inno-
vation and technology of his era by
describing such material goods as the
electric street car, electric razors in
Europe and his first encounter with
plastic, which a German soldier gave
Burke as a souvenir. Due to the per-
sonal contact that Burke experienced
with his comrades, the interview is
saturated with the emotional side
effects of war despite being over
sixty years since the conclusion of
conflict. 

As a whole, Burke sheds light on
the Italian campaign that is often
overlooked in the present day due to
the enormity of the D-day landings in
June 1944. The capture of Rome,
split allegiances among the Italian
population and damaging effects of
heavy artillery on those who used it
are given rightful attention within the
interview. Also mentioned are the lib-
eration of Holland and the return to
Canada that so many other Canadians
experienced in the final eighteen
months of war. JM

Edward Keith Busby
With the help of the media, pres-

ent day society loves heroes. Men
and women who put their lives on the
line for the common good in the
name of their nation receive the
utmost recognition by comrades and
citizens alike. Edward Busby was one
of these heroes.  To those suffering
from starvation and malnutrition as a
result of the Nazi occupation of
Holland, Busby undertook his duty to
rekindle the dreams the Dutch held
for a free Holland.

Like many heroes, Busby appears

to be humbled by the reception men
and women like him received at the
hands of those they liberated.
Despite the highly preferred treat-
ment Canadians received while in
Holland, it may be easy to forget that
the liberators are no less mortal than
the often-defenseless civilians under
their care.  

The humble beginnings of
Edward Busby start with his career as
a truck driver for Hiram Walker.
Much like his co-workers he soon
found himself in England as a Lorry
driver; rehearsing landing drills for
the eventual mass-invasion of the
continent. As was common with
many Canadian soldiers during the
Second World War, Busby discovered
romance with a young woman with
whom he would eventually spend
nearly his entire post-war life. 

However, war was not an ordeal
full of praise and romance. Busby’s
unfortunate discovery of a woman’s
relationship with a German soldier
that eventually led to her death,
depicts the stark reality of lives shat-
tered by war.  Busby’s further illus-
tration of pure luck’s role in survival
and bitter reaction to a German war
cemetery, serve to outline the mental
burdens in the backdrop of commem-
oration.  Busby serves as a prime
example of a serviceman whose obli-
gation towards those he protected
fueled a return to the land he was
instrumental in preserving. His chil-
dren’s preservation of their father’s
military legacy through their own
service prompted Busby to bring his
daughter and granddaughter to
Holland for the nation’s liberation
commemoration. 

Busby’s extensive travel records
illustrate the hardships and fatigue
that hindered most veterans’ return to
the places in which they served.
Health, distance and the radical
change of urban geography often hide
the world veterans fought to preserve.

Nonetheless those that were thankful
champion the return of their libera-
tors while the liberators champion the
ability of those who never forget. JM

Harry Colenutt, Canadian Army,
WWII

Harry Colenutt recounts that the
dangers of crossing the Atlantic were
often as immediate as combat in
Europe. Soldiers were at the mercy of
their machines more so then at the
mercy of the enemy, which is shown
when Colenette describes the troop
transport ship on which he was riding
with 3,500 nearly capsized.

Colonette casually describes the
randomness of war through how
shelling was more aimed at general
locations then specific targets, and
how the likeliness of death did not
often depend on training but the luck
of the lottery as a soldier lived day to
day praying to be in the right place at
the right time. JM

Larry Costello, Canadian Navy,
WWII 

Unlike a majority of the inter-
views open for viewing, Larry
Costello offers an image of a veteran
who does not only serve a purpose in
war but an even greater purpose in
peace. Costello’s life as a working
vagabond in the pre and post-war
years show an image of a common
man looking for work during the
lows of the economic depression and
surging job-market in the immediate
post-war years. 

Most of
Costello’s
duties and
memorable
moments are
not outlined by
the heat of bat-
tle but manifest
themselves in
his voluntary
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contributions to preserving the mem-
ory of Canada’s fighting man and
insuring that their legacy will never
fade into historical amnesia. Larry
Costello’s account of life as a naval
officer and as a voice-piece for the
memory and value of veterans make
him and indispensable component to
the culture, history, education and
contributions those like him have
constructed in a life after 1945. JM

Jeff Gravel, Princess Patricia Royal
Regiment, War on Terror, Afghanistan

The term "veteran" is often
associated with those whom we hon-
our for their past service to our
Country. Due to deteriorating health,
or their ultimate passing, their stories
often survive within the pages of his-
tory books rather than exist in the
contemporary memory of the
Canadian public. The new millenni-
um, however, has ushered in a new
brand of warfare, where Canada's
forces fight a faceless enemy on a
terrain very alien to that of conven-
tional warfare.
Sergeant Jeff Gravel is a veteran of
this new brand of warfare.
Sergeant Jeff Gravel speaks of his
recent military contributions to the
War Against Terror, his motives for
joining the armed forces, the time
between duty and an unfortunate
occurrence of friendly fire. His obser-
vations serve as valuable primary
source material in assessing the cur-
rent war in Afghanistan. 
Currently in between tours of duty,

Sgt. Gravel describes the vast differ-
ence between his rural service experi-
ence in his first deployment in 2002-
2003 and his deployment in urban
Kabul in 2004. While the two deploy-
ments differed in environment and
stress, the account of the common
elements, such as the attitudes of the
Afghan people and the presence of
children near the front lines, are valu-
able insights that Canadians need to

observe.
Jeff's personal attitudes towards

the war, as well as his reaction to
those who do not support the military
involvement, are addressed in a man-
ner that do not stir controversy but
facilitate an understanding between
the Canadian soldier and the
Canadian civilian. The interview of
this young serviceman is concluded
with his views on how federal author-
ities are managing the deployment of
Canadian forces as a whole.  
The video may not only serve as a
valuable source of historical informa-
tion in the years to come, but may
assist young Canadians in formulat-
ing decisions on their possible contri-
butions to the Armed Forces.  JM

Mel Greenwood, Canadian Navy,
WWII

Mel Greenwood provides a view
into the Second World War through
the eys of a sailor. Unlike many inter-
views, Greenwood’s account of life
on board Canadian vessels does not
show confrontation with the enemy

but nicely illustrates the fraternizing
of comrades in day to day life on the
high seas.  Greenwood’s experi-
ences are often highlighted not by
combat but through travel. His skills
as a telegrapher took him from coast
to coast and eventually across the sea
to Great Britain. Through his journey,
Greenwood illustrates life on the
home front, the Navy’s treatment of
their sick, and the inability of many

sailors to numb the urges of breaking
the status quo through pursuing love
interests and alcohol consumption
while in the service.

Greenwood’s encounter with
tragedy aboard ship weighs heavily
on his mind despite his often positive
recollections of service in the navy.
Despite the inevitable tragedy that
comes with serving one’s nation,
Greenwood remains adamant that
times have not changed as much as
people once thought and motives for
serving are as similar today than they
had been sixty years ago. JM

Stan Jones, RCAF, WWII
This ninety-minute interview of

Stan Jones, a member of the RCAF,
provides a highly detailed illustration
of World War Two London. Stan’s
crystal clear recollection and willing-
ness to share his frightening, exciting
and humorous excerpts from the war
over Britain and Europe are of a
quality that would fill the television
networks with envy. 
As a British citizen at the time of
war, Stan recalls his improvised edu-
cation as an airman in the RCAF and
puts forth a fascinating image as to
how Canadians were seen by the
mother country. From his days in
school in immediate pre-war London,
to the tragedy surrounding the city’s
destruction, to his service with his
Canadian crew in the RCAF, Stan
Jones gives anybody
willing to listen a
window into air
combat and the
home front during
such an extraordi-
nary time that
became known as
the Battle of Britain.
JM

Paul Laforet, RCAF, WWII
Paul Laforet is a man who had a

legitimate option of avoiding WWII

Mel Greenwood

Stan Jones



to apply his skilled trade on the home
front. However personal obligation led
Laforet’s ambition to join the air force
despite his tender age. His story is rep-
resentative of the difficult path many
of his fellow comrades were willing to
take in order to attain the credentials to
fly. Upon his return from the war,
Laforet found himself in the midst of
the 99 Day Ford Strike and the confu-
sion it had caused. Such an account of
the circumstance gives the listener a
taste of how organized labour can both
benefit and have the potential to let
down those returning from the front at
a time when they wanted to work
most. JM

Harry Major, RCAF, WWII
Harry Major discusses themind-set

of the soldiers who chose to take on
the duty of serving their nation and the
British Empire. His personal encounter
with the British monarchy illustrates
how Canada not only fought out of
obligation for the British Empire but

for the security of Canada itself.
Within his words are the brightening
sparks of nationalism that came into
fruition through the Great War and
came to the forefront of the Canadian
psyche during WWII.

Major’s accounts of the air force
are less gallant then the media por-
trays, however, the human elements is
nicely illustrated depicting the pilot as
human rather then an impersonal cog
in the war machine. JM

F/O Lloyd Morgan
RCAF, WWII
During the Second World War, Canada
had the largest volunteer armed servic-
es in the world, which included the
army, navy and air force.  Lloyd
Morgan shared his experiences as a
volunteer in the Royal Canadian Air
Force during World War II in a two-
part interview at the Windsor
Historical Society.  Lloyd Morgan
presents a detailed account of small-
town Ontario prior to the Second

World War, as
well as the extent
of education vet-

erans received
prior to conflict. 
Based upon his
father's wishes,
Lloyd joined the
Air Force rather
than the Army.
The ample por-
tion of interview
time that is allotted to the hardships
and dangers of aircraft training over
land and sea, engages the viewer.
Lloyd's accounts illustrate how airmen
were often at the mercy of their flying
machines as much as they were at the
mercy of the enemy. The mechanics
and logistics of U-Boat tracking are
nicely presented as well as the monu-
mental stakes involved in properly
executing the location and destruction
of the U-boat menace between 1940
and 1944.  He enlisted in June, 1940
and was discharged in May, 1945.  

Due to large periods of geographi-
cal isolation, Morgan's accounts of
leisure time and service-pay are nicely
addressed. The frequent availability of
time not allotted to battle leaves room
for details on rationing, solider expen-
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ditures and hardships of seclusion in
the background of the largest popula-
tion movement in history.

Lloyd speaks of a life isolated on
the Azores Islands during the Battle
of the Atlantic. The account is unique
because despite his military post on
neutral soil, he was obligated to place
himself in the line of fire upon com-
mand. The depictions which fuse aeri-
al and U-boat warfare provide a
departure from accounts of traditional
ground, air and naval combat.
Personal accounts of facing U-boat
fire and deadly U-boat Wolf-Pack for-
mations, coupled with the vulnerabili-
ty of the supply and carrier ships,
convince the viewer of the dangers,
and of the importance, of the war on
the Atlantic.  

Lloyd's motives mentioned for
joining the R.C.A.F. are not uncom-
mon among many veterans. However,
Lloyd Morgan puts his recollections
strongly within historical context. The
remnants of the depression, low

wages, early departure from education
and ethnically pluralistic comrades
during his war years project a diverse
account of life as a young air-service-
man. JM & AT

Robert  J. ( Bob) Austin WWII
Canadian Army

Although Mr. Austin did not carry
a rifle in France, fly in a Lancaster, or
ply the North Atlantic on a destroyer
he still played an essential part in
Canada’s victory in World War II.  He
tried to join the   Air  Force but was
considered too young; he was called
up for the army, but due to his techni-
cal background it was deemed that he
would be more valuable at home, in
industry.  

Bob Austin worked at the Ford
Motor Company during the war years,
helping to produce the essential sup-
plies of war. He was an engineering
technician who mainly worked on
experimental engines during the war
as an unsung contributor to Canada’s

military forces
that helped
save England
and the free

world from tyranny.  Austin also
gives an interesting account of what
life was like in Windsor prior to the
war. AR

__________________

Jesse J. Caba WWII 
Canadian Army

Although Mr Caba was not born
in Canada, he epitomized what it
means to be a good Canadian, he
served honourable in his new coun-
try’s time of need. He joined the
Essex Scottish regiment in Windsor,
and served in the northwest European
campaign(1944-1945)from France, all
the way into Germany. He also served
in the postwar occupation forces in
Germany. While serving there he con-
tacted TB and had to be sent back to
England.

While in England, Mr Caba was
trained as a signaller, his main job
being to help run the communications
network of his battalion. He was
mainly a radio operator behind the
lines in the motor platoon. He did not
see much combat action, but he per-
formed an essential role by helping to
keep all elements of his battalion
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aware of what each other were doing
and to coordinate their actions         

Synopsis by  Andrew Rodgers

George Fox WWII 
Canadian Army
Mr Fox was one of the so called D-
Day dodgers.

Although he was not in the D-
Day landings, he and his regiment
were fighting on the Italian front. He
joined the army in 1943 and was put
in Lord Strathcona’s Horse, even
though he was initially trained as a
dispatch rider, he became a tank driv-
er. He fought in Italy and Holland. In
Italy he was burned when his tank
was destroyed by enemy fire. While
in Italy he also served in a reconnais-
sance unit, becoming the eyes and
ears of the Canadian forces there.

He gives a vivid account of being
in combat, especially what it was like
to be under enemy artillery fire and
to be in a tank that has just been hit
and blown up.

__________________
"The Canadians 

are the best troops 
Montgomery has, 

and they're American”
:General George S. Patton, JR

__________________

Peggy Ray WWII, WREN
Peggy Ray was called up for

service at age 20. She decided to join
the Royal navy, due to the fact she
had two brothers already in the serv-
ice there. She became a WREN
(Women’s Royal Naval Service), and
due to the fact that she was a book-
keeper before joining up, she was put
in the clerical section. Her official job
classification was as a “writer”. She
mainly worked in the payroll depart-
ment. She was stationed in Scotland,
Northern Ireland, and London during
the war. She has vivid memories of

the German bombing of her home-
town Liverpool, before she  joined
the navy.

She was married to a Royal Air
force pilot while still in the service.
After the war, Peggy her husband and
son emigrated to Canada, because her
husband was offered a good job here.
Her husband had also done his pilot
training in Canada during the war.

by Andrew Rodgers, volunteer
__________________

Memorials around area 
represent commitment

Letter
Published: Saturday, March 03, 2007 
I read with great interest the letter of
complaint from Mr. Gale regarding
his disappointment with the number
of monuments at Dieppe Gardens and
how he felt the Cenotaph should be
enough to satisfy our responsibility to
the fallen.
My initial reaction was no different
from so many citizens who were sad-
dened by his commentary. While I
continue to be disappointed by Mr.
Gale's opinion, I cannot help but feel
a profound sense of failure.
Mr. Gale, we have failed to convey to
you our responsibility to honour
those who have given our generation
all we have.
Sir, allow me to make you an offer
and give you a tour of some of the
monuments and locations in the city
dedicated to our veterans. Let me tell
you about those men and women who
so many of us choose to honour. Let
me explain to you the love we show
unashamedly to those who paid the
ultimate sacrifice. I'm convinced I
can convey to you the deep sense of
gratitude we feel for all who served
and continue to serve Canada.
This gratitude we feel is the founda-
tion of remembrance, and these mon-
uments in the city and county repre-
sent our commitment to our duty to
remembrance. After your private tour,

my only demand is that you write a
follow-up letter, should your opinion
remain unchanged. You have that
right: It's been guaranteed.
S. MICHAEL BEALE
Tecumseh

© The Windsor Star 2007

A walk on Dieppe's beach
may change their minds

Letter
Published: Thursday, March 29, 2007
Re: R. Gales' and Greg Atkin's views
about there being enough tributes and
monuments. Mr. Atkin should open
his dictionary and look up the words
hero, courage and sacrifice. Possibly
he would see things quite differently
if he stood on the beach at Dieppe
and remember an August morning in
1942 when the water turned red with
the blood of men from the Essex
Scottish Regiment. Maybe he would
see things completely differently if he
stood at the St. Julien war memorial
near Ypres where the Canadians
stood fast as they endured the war's
first chemical weapons attack. I dare
him to have a look around while
there and see the Canadian flags and
mention he is Canadian. I can assure
him they haven't forgot our soldiers.
Maybe he would like to take a sunset
stroll along the waterfront with the
few of the remaining veterans of the
Second World War or maybe with the
local heroes from Afghanistan and
tell them that his frisbee game and
beautiful view of the Detroit water-
front is in jeopardy. Let them know
that the waterfront land is expensive,
much like those battlefields that they
paid for. Mention to them that the
ultimate sacrifice of their friends'
lives really is a bother as it's blocking
the sunset.
Being a resident of the county, I wish
we had those memorials here to prop-
erly honour the sacrifice that was
made.
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It might ensure the pompous will
never forget what sacrifices these
men and women made for us. It may
be city land, but keep in mind they
fought for a land that wasn't theirs as
well.
MARK LOOP
Leamington

© The Windsor Star 2007

_________________

Six decades between hugs
MARTY GERVAIS My Town 
She never forgot him. He never for-
got her. For the past 62 years these
two souls, whose homelands were an
ocean apart, have wondered whatever
became of each other. Theirs is a war
story. It begins in Gemonde, the
Netherlands, in the spring of 1945
just before the end of the Second
World War.
Antonia den Otter was 27, married
and six months pregnant when she
and her husband, Hendricus, opened
the doors of their tiny four-room
home to billet two soldiers of the
Algonquin Regiment of 4th Canadian
Armoured Division.
It was Bill O'Neill whose name she
never forgot. It was Bill O'Neill who
cared for her well-being, and brought
her bread and jam and tea.
It was he who worried so much about
the baby she was carrying that he
gave her a pillow for the infant's crib.
It was he who bought Antonia's hus-
band a new suit. Antonia never for-

got. But what ever happened to him?
Did he survive? Did he make it
home? Was there a mother grieving
across the ocean for him?
These were the questions that
plagued this Dutch woman, and the
questions she planted in the active
imagination of her children.
For her children, Bill O'Neill became
a larger-than-life hero.
And so, quietly and persistently, the
search for this long-lost soldier went
on for six decades. Saturday, the
search ended. Saturday, Antonia and
Bill embraced for the first time since
May 1945 at the Tecumseh home of
his niece.
As Antonia's youngest daughter,
Henrietta O'Neill (no relation), said,
"With only a name, no regiment, and
no location, it was an impossible task
to follow up on the invitation (he
left), 'Now I am in your house; if you
are ever in Canada, you can visit my
house.'"
Saturday, Antonia took up this lon-
glost soldier's invitation and drove
from her home near Cornwall, Ont.,
to Tecumseh with her eldest daughter,
Helena McCuaig, to meet the man
who had slept on straw on the floor
in her house in the dying days of the
war.
It was both a tearful and a happy
reunion for Antonia, now 89, and
Bill, 82.
Antonia, clutching a cane and smil-
ing, leaned forward and remarked:
"Nobody knows what it was like. I
didn't want him to die. I hoped he got

home safe. But I never knew."
When Antonia emigrated to Canada
in 1950, in the back of her mind was
always the possibility of meeting him
again.
Then when Henrietta married an
O'Neill, her heart leapt, thinking he
might be a relation.
He wasn't.
Mystery man
Meanwhile, Henrietta, who eventual-
ly settled in Leamington to work and
raise a family, continued to check
websites, make calls and research
Canadian regiments, desperate to find
this mystery man. As it turned out,
she didn't have to look far.
After the war, Bill returned home to
Windsor where he has lived ever
since.
Henrietta never dreamed the soldier
she searched for lived so close.
She found him with the assistance of
Dann Bouzide, co-ordinator of the
Veterans' Memories Project of
Windsor. He had recorded Bill's
story. "Still, I wasn't sure he was the
right one," she said, having struck out
investigating other O'Neills.
But to prove his point, Bill handed
Henrietta a photograph Antonia had
given him the day he departed with
his regiment for battle. It was a wed-
ding picture with Antonia's name and
address scrawled on the back.
Henrietta later wrote to Bill: "You
cannot know how much that beautiful
picture means to me.… That picture
and mom's handwriting is invaluable
in what it represents.…There is no
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question in my mind - we have found
the family hero."
Saturday Antonia, wiping away her
tears, said quietly: "I always waited
for this day."
Memories flowed
The memories flowed from that
moment: How Bill slept on the floor
of their Dutch home that had once
been an old chicken coop, how he
refused the sheets she had offered,
how he relied mostly upon rations
carried with him, and how he bor-
rowed Antonia's bicycle one day in
order to get down to Schijndel, a
nearby village, to visit a brother of
another soldier who had been injured.
Antonia can't forget that day Bill left

for the front: "I knew he was leaving
when he came in and had grenades
on both sides (of his belt)."
Since then, Antonia always wondered
if he was still alive. It's taken this
long to find out. And when Bill saw
Antonia, he hugged the woman who
had provided him refuge.
For his part, he has never forgotten
her kindness, and has kept her wed-
ding picture in an album, and when-
ever he found willing ears to hear his
war stories, he'd show them Antonia's
photograph.
Saturday, Bill held the face of the
young woman in that picture.
"You haven't changed a bit," he said.

LONG-LOST FRIENDS: Antonia den
Otter, 89, and Bill O'Neill, 82, were
reunited Saturday after 62 years. As a
Canadian soldier during the Second
World War, O'Neill stayed with den
Otter and her husband at their
Gemonde, the Netherlands, home for
a brief period in 1945. 

__________________

BACK HOME: Master Cpl. Mike
Akpata, a Windsor cop, served with
the reserves in Afghanistan.
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Combat duty tests mettle of city

Explosives biggest threat
From page A1 
"It becomes challenging just to main-
tain the physical stamina of a 17-
yearold when you're pushing 40."

Once fellow soldiers found out about
Akpata's career as a cop in Windsor,
they started referring to him being on
"Kandahar Community Patrol." Akpata
had flags and a pennant made bearing
the slogan, and flew them on his
armoured vehicle as it rolled around
Afghanistan.

At Wednesday's reception, Akpata pre-
sented the flags and the pennant to the
Windsor Police Service, in thanks for
the support from his fellow officers.

"It was my duty to go," Akpata said
when asked why he volunteered for
deployment. "It's a simple, uncompli-
cated belief I have - that like-minded
and responsible people stand up and
do the difficult thing because it's the
right thing to do."

71 killed

With 71 Canadian soldiers killed in
Afghanistan since 2002, and Akpata's
assignment keeping him on the roads,
Akpata said IEDs were the "ongoing,
highest-priority threat."

Cpl. Eric Klay, 29, said that when he
first started driving a truck in
Afghanistan, he'd flinch whenever he
passed an oncoming car.

That nervousness faded in time. "You
just get used to it. If it happens, it hap-
pens," Klay said with a shrug.

But Klay's uncle, Rick Klay, said he
worried about his nephew. "It's a
guessing game. It's like a roulette

wheel."

Other returnees from Afghanistan at
the reception were Cpl. David
Marshall, Sgt. Duane Adams, Warrant
Officer Ward Gapp and Cpl. Sean
BruceHayes.

Akpata said he's been back on his job
as a police instructor for about three
weeks, and he's also been enjoying the
company of his two-year-old son and
16-month-old baby girl. "My daughter
had the good graces to not walk until I
came home."

Asked how he feels now that he's
back on familiar turf, Akpata said: "I
will tell you, we don't know how good
we have it in this country, in this city."

Akpata said he read The Star
online while in Afghanistan, and he
was struck by the controversy about
the city's water rate hike.

"In Afghanistan, there's no such
thing as clean, running water. To see
that we in Windsor were complaining
about paying more for sanitized, fresh
water - just imagine a country where it
doesn't exist."

© The Windsor Star
2007

Clearing Up
Misunderstandings

Letter
Published: Friday, April
27, 2007
Having read the responses
by three airmen regarding
the bombing of Germany
during the Second World
War, I considered that to
be enough to change the
misunderstandings of the
unknowledgeable. But in
the April 18 edition, again,
we read that which creates
much misunderstanding,
especially in the minds of
our younger generation.
Allow me to offer some
facts which may be con-

sidered.
I enlisted in the Royal Air Force in
1938 and was trained in every phase of
armaments pertaining to aerial war-
fare. When war was declared in 1939,
we were to some extent prepared,
although we in Britain were still strug-
gling financially from the previous
war. Although Germany was in a simi-
lar situation, Hitler, in order to raise
the spirit of the German people, creat-
ed full employment by building the
mightiest war machine ever assem-
bled.
In the first 12 to 18 months of the war,
we armourers would load the neces-
sary bomb loads onto our aircraft
around 6 or 7 p.m. ready for takeoff
between 10 and 11 p.m. They returned
around 2 a.m., in many cases with
their full bomb load because weather
restricted the location of their target.
For the armourer, this required de-
bombing, sometimes in the most mis-
erable of weather conditions, which
eventually found some of us saying to
the aircrew, "just drop the bombs." But
that wasn't British, that was "not how
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we play the game."
When I was later transferred to a
Mosquito squadron -- that magnifi-
cent little wooden aircraft which car-
ried a 4,000-pound bomb -- I found
the principles to be the same as my
previous squadrons, though the fact
was that a Mosquito could not land
with its bomb load and therefore
dropped their bombs safe in the
North Sea. In hindsight, what ninnies
we were, but this changed, and for
good reason.
I was in London for a short time. I
recall the noise and devastation to life
and property of innocents created by
flying and rocket bombs which had
no target other than that of land.
Hitler, whilst stamping and saluting
in victory, maybe had the thought of
having an atomic bomb, when one
day Britain would be dust, but
Churchill put an end to that by stating
to Hitler that if he continued to bomb
our cities, we would respond with
1,000 bombers. This appears to be
the only solution to radical regimes
which again are raising their ugly
heads.
Unflattering remarks about our veter-
ans does not impress me, and I would
remind people that in addition to the
German fleet commanding the
Atlantic for the first years of the war,
their submarines were constantly
patrolling the shores of eastern
Canada and the U.S. Had Hitler suc-
ceeded in acquiring the atom bomb,
one can only surmise the outcome.
I have great regard for the German
people and their contribution in so
many areas beneficial to mankind,
including their music, but like all, we
are sometimes beguiled to go in the
wrong direction.
Bob Murray
Windsor

© The Windsor Star 2007

Ignore the revisionists
Letter

Published: Wednesday, March 28,
2007
As a Second World War air force vet-
eran and retired veterinarian, I am
reluctant to become involved with
historian revisionists due to the fact it
is comparable to flogging a dead
horse.
What bothers me is our youth today
are being brainwashed by the teach-
ers with their own personal agenda. I
invite professor Rob Nelson,
University of Windsor, to scrutinize
my air force log book, which con-
tains the complete tour of operations
(29) with Bomber Command over
Germany.
Many of these eight-hour missions
were flown at the request of our
Soviet allies, which required the air-
crew to wear plastic Union Jacks
around our necks should we become
prisoners of the Russians. One of our
sorties was at the request of Gen.
H.D.G. Crerar to support the
Canadian troops besieged in
Germany. I wish Rob Nelson had
been with our crew when we were
coned by searchlights over Berlin or
when we were attacked by a German
fighter over the Ruhr -- the industrial
heartland of Germany -- and he
would have been more than chilled.
The War Museum and fellow revi-
sionists should be ashamed of their
disrespect for the thousands of air-
crew that are buried in Europe.
C.A. Mizzen
Windsor

© The Windsor Star 2007

The enduring legacy of Vimy Ridge
J.L. Granatstein, Special to The
Windsor Star
Published: Saturday, April 07, 2007
We usually mark 50th anniversaries,
pay attention to diamond jubilees at
the 60th, and celebrate the 100th
anniversaries of great events. But on
April 9 this year, Easter Monday,
Canadians will mark the 90th

anniversary of the Canadian Corps'
taking of Vimy Ridge during the
Great War.
The victory was important, but just
why it is being celebrated this year
rather than in 2017 likely has more to
do with the refurbishing of the Vimy
Memorial -- restored to the condition
it was in when unveiled in 1936 --
than with the battle.
Still, after major commemorations to
mark the 50th and 60th anniversaries
of D-Day and VE Day, it is surely
time that we remember the Great
War: 60,000 dead, 172,000 wounded
and a record in battle that established
the Canadian Corps as an elite forma-
tion.
Vimy Ridge was the Corps' first great
victory, a perfect set-piece battle that
seized the ridge that looked out over
a large swath of German-occupied
northern France. The four divisions
of the Corps, fighting together for the
first time, drove the Germans down
the ridge and back to new lines to the
east.
The victory was hailed in Allied capi-
tals, and in Canada the population
saw it as an indication that a great
new nation had been born in battle. It
may even have been true, though
French Canada, unhappy with the
war and fearful of conscription, tend-
ed not to share in the celebratory
mood.
To the soldiers at the front, the victo-
ry was hugely important. Letters
home make this very clear -- every-
one understood that they had partici-
pated in a major event.
WELL-NIGH PERFECT
The planning had been well-nigh per-
fect, each infantryman and sapper
seeing the maps and hearing the
briefings, and the rolling artillery bar-
rage had led the advancing infantry in
measured bounds.
The enemy guns had been pounded
into submission by a counter-battery
campaign, and the German trenches
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had been flattened by a long pound-
ing from massed artillery. It was a
grand achievement, a triumph of
Canadian arms, the stuff of myth.
And myths there were and are. The
first is that Vimy was an all-Canadian
show. It wasn't -- the attack was part,
a small part, of a bigger, less success-
ful British battle of Arras. Then, the
Canadian Corps itself was not an
independent and all-Canadian forma-
tion. British heavy artillery played a
major part in the Vimy operation, the
Canadian Corps' leader was Lt.-Gen.
Sir Julian Byng, a British officer and
Canada's governor general from
1921-1926, and almost all the senior
general staff officers who planned the
battle were British regulars.
Canada had almost no staff-trained
officers in August 1914 when war
began, and it took time to bring civil-
ians and militiamen to the requisite
standard.
Even more striking, a substantial
majority of the soldiers of the
Canadian Corps on that April 9,
1917, had been born in Britain, and
those proportions would not finally
be altered until the very end of the
war when the Military Service Act
put conscripts into uniform.
The British-born had personal ties to
home, to Britain and its cause, and
those others whose families had been
in Canada for generations required
persuasion to enlist. Francophones
were hardest to persuade, but then
neither did the English-speaking
automatically have the impulse to
serve. Nor, though many were recent
immigrants, did Germans, Jews and
Ukrainians. Many had fled Europe to
escape autocracy, conscription and
war and had no desire to return.
Nonetheless, the Vimy victory had a
huge nationalizing impact at the
front. The British-born soldiers, just
as the Canadian-born, shared in the
sense of accomplishment. They had
captured the ridge that had defeated

the French and British armies; they
had done it, Canada had done it, the
Canadian Corps had triumphed.
There was no great breakthrough,
however, no cavalry squadrons surg-
ing through the hole torn in the
enemy lines, and the more than
10,000 killed and wounded made it a
costly victory.
SOMETHING SPECIAL
" Certainly, Vimy did not mean that
the war was won, and the struggle
went on for 19 months more. But the
Canadian Corps had become some-
thing special in its own soldiers'
minds and in the minds of senior
Allied commanders. It was now an
elite corps of shock troops, and when
the enemy saw the Canadians coming
into the line, it prepared for the
worst. Soon under command of Sir
Arthur Currie, this nation's greatest
soldier, the Corps won its battles at
Hill 70 and Passchendaele.
In August 1918 and in the great cam-
paigns of "The Hundred Days" that
brought the First World War to its
end, Currie's men established an
imperishable record, even if it is one
that most Canadians have forgotten.
The victory at Vimy must be remem-
bered because it began the Canadian
Corps's months of unending tri-
umphs.
The great national monument atop
the ridge, once more resplendent,
commemorates the more than 11,000
Canadians killed in France who have
no known grave. On a
site given to Canada by
France, the towering
memorial forever marks
the victory of 90 years
ago. Every Canadian
should see it, and the
war cemeteries where
Canada's sons lie.
A nation exists because
its people accomplished
great deeds in the past
and believe more can be

accomplished in the future. The tak-
ing of Vimy Ridge was one of the
greatest of those deeds.
Historian J. L. Granatstein writes on
behalf of the Council for Canadian
Security in the 21st Century
(www.ccs21.org). This column first
appeared in the Ottawa Citizen.

© The Windsor Star 2007

Probert scores big at soldier's
homecoming

Sonja Puzic, Windsor Star
Published: Tuesday, September 04,
2007
Meeting his favourite hockey players
has been on Tim Johnson's wish list
since he was a kid.
He never imagined that wish would
come true in the Afghan desert, amid
insurgent attacks and grenades flying
overhead.
For the 26-year-old corporal, meeting
Bob Probert, the Windsor native
who's a former Detroit Red Wing and
Chicago Blackhawk, was one of the
highlights of his six-month tour of
duty in Afghanistan, otherwise
marked by dangerous missions,
sleepless nights and tragic losses of
comrades and friends.

HOMECOMING: Cpl. Tim Johnson,
left, shows retired NHLer Bob
Probert his regiment emblem Sunday
during a welcome home party in
Emeryville. Probert met Johnson
when visiting troops in Afghanistan.
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WATCHING 'PROBIE'
"All my life, I've been watching
hockey and Probie. And there he was
-- in Afghanistan," Johnson said
Sunday at his father's Emeryville
home, where family and friends
threw a big homecoming party for the
local soldier.
Johnson first met Probert when the
retired player joined a group of
National Hockey League alumni on a
tour to visit Canadian soldiers sta-
tioned in Afghanistan in late April.
Dan Daoust, Mike Pelyk, Dave
Hutchison and Dave (Tiger) Williams
also made the trip, among others. So
did the Stanley Cup.
Probert did not forget Johnson. He
attended Sunday's party to welcome
him back to the area and wish him
well.
"It's amazing what (the soldiers) go
through," Probert said. "It was great
to go and see that for myself. They
just invited me to go back, so I'm

looking forward
to that."
Johnson returned
home about 10
days ago, much
to the relief of
family members.
WORRY A LOT
"We worry a lot,
of course," his
father Steve said.
"But we keep in
touch and he's
been able to stay
safe."
Johnson said the
most difficult
part of the mis-
sion was losing
comrades and
seeing his friends
injured.
"I've had a few
close calls," he
said. "A couple

of my friends got hurt pretty bad."
Growing up, Johnson was a success-
ful competitive swimmer, but he
knew his future was elsewhere.
He joined the Canadian army five
years ago. In addition to Afghanistan,
he also served a tour of duty in war-
torn Haiti.
"It was something I always wanted to
do," he said of his career as a soldier.
"9-11 had a lot to do with it too."
As soon as he arrived in Afghanistan,
he realized it would be nothing like
the assignment in Haiti.
"We weren't getting shot at in Haiti.
They're completely different worlds."
Returning home means sleeping in a
real bed, escaping the hot desert
weather and eating better food,
Johnson said with a laugh.
But if he gets the call to return to
Afghanistan, he's ready.
Until then, he plans to relax and
enjoy being in Canada again.

© The Windsor Star 2007
________________

A Revised History Lesson
Ed Busby

Sometime in early 2004 my wife Beryl
and I attended a lecture at the University
of Windsor about the event called
"Market Garden" and how it affected the
progress of WWII. This was a bold plan
designed by General Montgomery which
was intended to shorten the war consider-
ably. The object was to make a quick
thrust into enemy occupied territory and
seize several bridges in a long line leading
up toward Germany. The enemy had the
habit of blowing up any bridge, rail or
road, as they retreated, so as to impede
our progress. I participated in that and
was anxious to find out how it was to be
chronicled.

We went to the designated lecture hall
where we listened to his version until the
fire alarm went off, and we were forced to
evacuate. We were informed after about
30 minutes, that the lecture would resume
in another building about a city block
away.

When it resumed, the speaker continued
with his
talk, and I
felt it was
a fair pres-
en t a t i on ,
until he
got to the
city of
Nijmegan,
and com-
mented on how we could not advance any
further to get to Arnhem because the
Germans had blown the centre span out of
the bridge on the road between Nijmegan
and Arnhem. So we had to fall back to
Nijmegan and wait for the British forces
to come up from the south and relieve
some of the pressure.

At this point I stood up and in a loud
voice declared that his information was
incorrect and unjust in its presentation,
and ended by saying, "I was there, and
that's not the way it happened. If I may, I'd
like to tell what really did happen when
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we arrived at Nijmegan." He replied in a
somewhat surprised tone, "Go ahead, I'd
like to hear your version." There was a
mild clapping of hands from the students.

I started, "Yes, when we arrived at
Nijmegan the road to Arnhem was
impassable. As you heard, the Germans
had blown out the large section of the
bridge, and their artillery had it and the
road zeroed in. Anyone approaching the
bridge was under direct fire. To try and
bypass the bridge with a pontoon bridge
was impossible. The off-road ground was
extremely quaggy, and each yard was
ruined by the enemy. We did draw back to
Nijmegan, but we did not wait for the
British to come up from the south, (in
what sort of time frame?) The troops in
Arnhem were desperate. Another strategy
was devised.

We drew back about twenty-five kilome-
ters to a city called Kleve, then we struck
south, where we were engaged by the
German Panzers, their crack Tank
Divisions. Three of the most devastating
tank battles of WWII were fought at
Kleve, Calcar and Goch. We suffered
many casualties, but we beat the famed
Panzers at their own game."

One thing I hadn't told them, as I didn't
think it was relative to my story, was that
our engineers had found that the upper
arches of the Arnhem Bridge had been
planted with High Explosives that had
failed to go off. It was only a day or two
before that Canadian Combat Engineers
had closed the gap in the span with a
Bailey Bridge. So there we had it,--a
Bailey-Bridge on a bridge. 

"Then we put in a Pontoon Bridge to the
German side of the Rhine River to a town
called Emmerich. The R.A.F. and the U.S.
Air Force had "softened" it for us. I have
never seen such a picture of total destruc-
tion. You could hardly find one brick sit-
ting on top of another. I saw a river barge
tossed two blocks inland. I HAVE
NEVER SEEN SUCH COMPLETE
DESTRUCTION ANYWHERE!!

An ironic twist occurred on the outskirts
of Emmerich. On a wall of a mostly

destroyed building, there was a huge sign
advertising "BOIS Genever". Before
enlisting I worked for Hiram Walker's as a
whisky blender. We had the Canadian
contract for this product, and the last
thing I worked on was waking up a batch
of BOIS V.O.Gin. But we didn't stop. We
headed directly down river to Arnhem.
Alas, in spite of our efforts, history will
show we were about 12 hours too late."
And I sat down.

The students were silent until one young
fellow stood up and thanked me for the
truth. At the break just after this, I was
swarmed with students thanking me for
telling it like it was. Even the professor
said it was far better hearing from one
who was there, than reading about it in a
history journal.

Shortly after this lecture, my wife died
suddenly. After coming to terms with this
loss, I asked my eldest daughter and her
husband to accompany me back in 2005.
In 2006 I went back again with my two
daughters and my granddaughter. 

It is only fair to say that after the German
losses at Kleve, Calcar and Goch, the
German tanks were not anxious to meet
our tanks one on one. But that's another
story.  Edward K. Busby.

________________

Remembrance Day Speech,
(given by Sawyer Marsh, at

the Lion's Bay, B.C.
Remembrance Day Ceremony,

November 11, 2006)

(Sawyer is the grandson of a friend of
mine.  He wrote this for his school
Remembrance Day service in 2005
when he was 11 years old.  His
teacher told one of the legion mem-
bers, and Sawyer was asked to repeat
his speech last year at their service).

I would like to speak to you today
about a great Canadian.  In fact, I
believe that he is a member of the
greatest and most important group of

Canadians ever.  He is not a politi-
cian, an explorer, an artist, or even a
hockey play.  He is not famous, and
you probably have never even heard
of him.  His name is Norm Kirby,
and he was one of the 90,000
Canadian combat infantrymen that
helped to liberate Europe during
World War II.

By 1943, Nazi Germany had con-
quered and occupied most of Europe,
including all of France.  Hitler and
Nazis had imposed a reign of terror,
and as the world would later discov-
er, they were murdering millions of
innocent civilians, men, women and
children.  To protect against libera-
tion by the Allies, the Germans had
built an impenetrable fortress along
the northern beaches of France,
defended by thousands and thousands
of gun emplacements and almost a
million German soldiers.

In 1943, when Norm Kirby was still
a skinny 17 year old high school stu-
dent, born and raised in North
Vancouver, he went to a Canadian
army recruitment depot in Vancouver
and volunteered for active service,
which meant combat.  Unlike most
other countries, all Canadian soldiers
who saw combat were volunteers.
Norm did his basic training in
Canada and was then shipped to
England to prepare for the allied D-
Day landings and the liberation of
France and Europe.  Norm was
assigned as a Bren machine gunner
attached to the North Shore "New
Brunswick" Regiment.  This was
because during training an officer
from that regiment asked if anyone
was from the North Shore, and Norm
raised his hand, thinking that the offi-
cer meant Vancouver's north shore!

On June 6th, 1944, Norm joined
130,000 American, British, Canadian
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and Polish troops in the largest amphibious landing in
history.  There were over 5,000 ships and landing craft
involved.  Norm had turned 18 years old the month
before.  Juno Beach, the Canadian section of the assault
included the second deadliest assault, St. Albins, where
Norm was to land.  His landing craft hit an underwater
mine and blew up.  He was forced to swim ashore.  380
of his fellow Canadians died there that day.  Earlier this
year, I was fortunate enough to visit that sacred Canadian
ground, the beach at St. Albins, exactly where Norm went
ashore, and it is very hard to believe that any soldier
could have survived but a few minutes on that wide open
expanse.

Norm then fought with this platoon through
France, Belgium, Holland and Germany.  There were
many casualties.  A Canadian Battalion at full strength
consisted of 650 men, and Norm's Battalion lost 1492
men in less than a year.  New reinforcements were con-
stantly needed.  Norm eventually became the youngest
combat platoon commander in the Canadian army.  He
was still only 18 years old when he was in charge of 37
men, all of them older than himself.

Norm was decorated for Gallantry in Combat by
Field Marshal Montgomery, one of the most famous bat-
tlefield leaders of the war.  It was for one particularly
fierce battle in which he was one of only two survivors
left out of his section of eleven men.  By the end of the
war in Europe, Norm was the only original member left
in his platoon of 37 men.  Norm says that the bravest men
he saw in combat never carried a gun.  They were the
medics who risked their lives to tend to the wounded on
the battlefields.

Norm then volunteered to fight in the Pacific War,
where the Allies were preparing to invade Japan.  Just a
few days before Norm was to be shipped out to the
Pacific, Japan suddenly surrendered after Allies dropped
two atomic bombs.  The war was now finally over, and
Norm had survived.  Norm laughs when he says that
when he got back to Canada, he still could not vote or go
into a pub for a beer with his Dad.  He was still only 19
years old!!!

Norm is now quietly retired and living with his
wife in Lion's Bay.  It is only because of the sacrifices of
brave veterans like Norm Kirby, and those true heroes
that never returned, that we are able to enjoy the free-
doms that we have today.  The CBC recently had a vote
for the greatest Canadian ever.  Who really was the great-
est Canadian ever?  Sorry, Sir John A. MacDonald,
Tommy Douglas, Wayne Gretzky, but I think I'll pick my
friend Norm, even if he won't admit it!

sent by Doreen Beaton
___________________

Reporters interviewing a 104-year-old woman:
"And what do you think is the best thing about being 104?" the
reporter asked. She simply replied, "No peer pressure."

Senile: The nice thing about being senile is you can hide your
own Easter eggs.

Shopping Cart: These days about half the stuff in my shop-
ping cart says, "For fast relief." 

The Senilety Prayer Grant me the senility to forget the people
I never liked anyway, the good fortune to run into the ones I
do, and the eyesight to tell the difference.

I've sure gotten old!  I've had two bypass surgeries, a hip
replacement, new knees, fought prostate cancer and diabetes
I'm half blind, can't hear anything quieter than a jet engine,
take 40 different medications that make me dizzy, winded, and
subject to blackouts. 
I have bouts with dementia. have poor circulation; hardly feel
my hands and feet anymore. Can't remember if I'm 85 or 92.
Have lost all my friends. But, thank God,  I still have my
driver's license.

___________________

The Proud
Agnews

May 1971

COMBINED OPERATIONS - 
Five members of the Agnew family of Windsor, all of whom
have served in Canada's armed forces at one time or another,
reminisced about their experiences during a Battle of the
Atlantic reception at HMCS Hunter Saturday night. In the
foreground, from left: R. M. Agnew Sr., Samuel Agnew,
awarded a plaque for his outstanding service to the navy, and
Bob Agnew Jr. In the rear are Ed Agnew and Andrew Agnew.





- 43 -

Honoured to  SHonoured to  S ponsor   Wponsor   W indsorindsor ’’ s  Vs V eterans Dayeterans Day
Active Health Management
Air Force Club of Windsor
Andersons Funeral Home

Armando's Pizzeria Restaurant
Windsor Lodge No.403 A.F.&A.M.

Boston Pizza
Brian Masse MP

Burger King
Canadian Transportation Museum

Casino Windsor
CAW Local 195
CAW Local 200
CAW Local 444
CAW Local 4258

Champion Products
Chartwell Seniors Housing Reit

CKLW AM 800
Councilor Jo-Anne Gignac
Councilor Percy Hatfield

Crown Transportation Inc.
CruiseShipCentres

Dante Travel Agency Inc.
Detroit River Tunnel Partnership

Dirty Jersey's
Dr. John Greenaway
Dwight Duncan MPP

East Windsor Cogeneration Centre
Edward Stilson

Erie Glen Manor 
Faces Roadhouse On College

Family Care Walk-In Clinic
Firestone Tire and Automotive

Floormart
Freeds of Windsor

Fruit of the Vine Wine Making
George Mock

Gilligan's
Goliger's Travelplus

Greenlawn Memorial Gardens
Greenshield Canada

Hallmark Memorial Co.
Harry Major

Hi Neighbour
Hiram Walker

Hold Please Communications
Hotel Dieu-Grace Hospital

Ivy Rose Motor Inn & Restaurant
Jeff Watson MP

Jerome Taylor Pontiac Buick GMC 
Jim Cheetham

Joe Comartin MP
Kinsmen Club of Amherstburg

Kinsmen Club of Sarnia
Kiwanis Club, Windsor East
Knights of Columbus # 4386
Knights of Columbus # 9528
Knights of Columbus # 9793
Knights of Columbus # 1453

Koolini Italian Eatery
Laborers’ International Union 

of North America
Little Something
Maisonville Court

Maisonville Residents
Marks Work Wearhouse

Mayor Francis and Councilors
McDonald’s 

Mickey Moulder
Montana's

Motor City Community Credit Union
Naples Pizza

National Health Care Pharmacy
North American Printing

ORCA - Ontario Retirement 
Communities Association
Olde Riverside Schwab’s

Outback Steakhouse
Penalty Box

Performance Ford
Peter Mullen

Pinnacle Chrysler & Dodge Inc.
Place Concorde
Racicot Chrysler

Raphael Partners LLP
Regency Park Chateau
Rexall / Pharma Plus

Riverside Sportsmen Club
RC Legion Branch 94

RC Legion Branch 143
RC Legion Branch 261

Robert Q Airbus & Courier
Rose City Tile Inc.

Rosser Reeves
Royal Marquis Retirement Residence

Ryerson Fitzpatrick
Sandra Pupatello MP

Serbian Centre
7- Eleven

Shoppers Drug Marts
Shoppers Home Health Care

Southgate Residence
Spago Restaurant

Staples Business Depot
Sunrise Senior Living

Terri Fitzpatrick
The Bistro at the River
The Memory Project

The Phone Guide
The Windsor Star

Tim Horton’s
Transit Windsor 

Veterans Affairs Canada
Veteran Cab

Victoria Memorial Gardens
Vietnam Veterans Association

Vishal Travel & Tours
Walter D. Kelly Funeral Home

Wheels Inn
Windsor Chrysler

Windsor-Detroit Tunnel Duty Free Shop
Windsor Family Credit Union

Windsor Firefighters
Windsor Penny Saver
Windsor Public Library

Windsor Raceway
Windsor Regional Hospital

Windsor Starter’s Powerhouse
Windsor Veterans Services Committee

Woodslee Credit Union
and many more.

Please support our advertisers and sponsors.Please support our advertisers and sponsors.
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Their 
memories

in 
their words

for
generations

to come.
The Windsor Historical Society

is conducting interviews with as many 
Windsor area Veterans as possible and 
making their real life stories available on 

its website for generations to come.

You can help 
You can help with this project

by sending a donation to:
Windsor Historical Society

4350 Pleasant Place
Windsor, ON N8Y 2G1

The Windsor Historical Society 
is a charitable, not for profit  organization.
Charitable tax receipts will be issued for 

all interview sponsorships and donations. 

(519) 564-7646
www.windsorhistoricalsociety.com

Charity No. 85558 3845 RR0001.

The WThe Windsor Historical Society  indsor Historical Society  Veterans Memories Projects

Help preserve 
their memories...
Lest we forget.
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