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Avant-propos - Foreword 
 

Presque l'Europe entière est occupée par l'Allemagne nazie.  L’armée allemande peut atteindre les 
principales villes en Union soviétique : Leningrad, Moscou, Stalingrad et démoraliser l’union soviétique. 
Une bataille cruciale de la Seconde Guerre mondiale commence (Bataille de Stalingrad). Sur la partie 
ouest de l'Europe les pays alliés sont prêts pour le débarquement en Normandie, la libération de la 
France et d'attaquer l'Allemagne. 

 

Votre association vous présente l’histoire de certains d’entre eux. Les faits énoncés proviennent 
d’entrevues réalisées avec les membres concernés. The Royal Canadian Hussars (Montreal) Association 
se dégage de toute responsabilité par rapport à leur exactitude. 

 

N'oublions jamais, 
NON NOBIS SED PATRIAE 
 

 

Almost whole Europe is occupied by Nazi Germany. German army can reach key cities in Soviet Union 
Leningrad, Moscow, Stalingrad and demoralize Soviet Union. A crucial battle of WWII begins (Battle of 
Stalingrad). On western part of Europe Allies countries are prepared to Normandy landing, liberation of 
France and attacking Germany. 

 

Your association presents the history of some of them. The facts stated are from interviews with the 
members concerned. The Royal Canadian Hussars (Montreal) Association disclaims any liability with 
respect to accuracy. 

 
Lest we Forget, 
NON NOBIS SED PATRIAE 
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A WWII story at Bailey’s Bridge 
Dr Lorne E.Stephen 

 

The Regiment crossed the Bailey bridge that the engineers had built in the Rees area. The general plan 

was that the British forces would head north-east in the heart of Germany and the Canadians would 

swing left, after crossing the Rhine, and head north for Friesland following the River Ijssel. The towns of 

Emmerich, Zutphen, Deventer and zwolle being prime objectives. In this way the escape routes for the 

German armies in western Holland would be sealed off; thus preventing them from defending their 

homeland. 

There was some tough fighting along this route, but by the 13th April, Zwolle was occupied. 

After the crossing of the Rhine, the Regiment met, for the first time, a new type of German soldier. 

Hitherto we had met some hard bitten types, and even quite fearless S.S. troops, but now we were 

meeting the fanatical Hitler Youth; the Hitler Jugend. These were lads, thoroughly indoctrinated in 

Naziism and devotion to the Fuhrer (Hitler), and who were prepared to die for the Vaterland without 

question. They would leap out from ditches or from behind cover and blast away with their Schmeisser 

machine pistols and Panzerfausts (Bazooka anti-tank weapons) screaming, “Heil Hitler!” 

The words “surrender” or “kaput” were not in their vocabularies, and sad to – relate, they had to be 

shot or run down if the advance were to continue. 

From Zwolle the regiment swept on to Leeuwarden, and then turned eastward to Groningen in 

Friesland. 

The German border was now a mere 40 kilometers away. As we approached the German town of Leer 

on our road to Emden we were on the left bank of the Ems River, and the 1st Polish Division was 

supposed to be on the right bank, both heading north; but we had no information as to their troop 

disposition, so the Colonel told me to go over and find where they were. 

I took a jeep and headed for the Ems. Somehow, I cannot remember exactly how, I crossed the river and 

set about finding where our gallant Polish allies were. Finally, I located their tactical headquarters and 

asked to see their Intelligence Officer. Showed him my map with dispositions of our troops marked on it 

with china graph pencil. He looked at me incredulously, and said, “You know ver effrybody iss?” I 

assured him that I did, and asked him to indicate where his troops were. He shook his head and pointed 

northward. ” zey go zat vay. Ve chust poosh!” he declared proudly. 
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When I returned to the C.O. all I could tell him was that the Poles were on the other side of the river, 

and “pooshing northward!” 

 

The words of the poet have often come to mind over the years since the war: 

 “For oft when on my couch I lie in vacant or in pensive mood, they flash upon that inward eye which is 

the bliss of solitude;” 

Memories do indeed often “flash upon that inward eye”; but they are not always “blissful” 

One incident comes to mind more often than others. I had been on a foot patrol, somewhere on the 

Schelde and along the way the body of a young soldier from the Regiment de la Chaudière was lying face 

down with his rifle and bayonet under him; and his steel helmet tilted backward. There were no other 

bodies — enemy or our own — anywhere nearby. Presumably his regiment had attacked, he alone was 

killed, and his unit had passed on. It would be reported that the attack was successful and casualties 

were light. 

Often, we had passed the scenes of fire-fights where many of our men, and Germans, lay dead. I 

remember them too, but on the return journey I stopped by this lad, and thought, “You poor little 

bugger, you’re all alone.” I hopped that someone would pick him up and bury him near his buddies. 
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Dr.Tabah, Medical Officer With A Mission 
 

When I first met Dr. Tabah, all I wanted was a story about his War experiences as a Medical Officer, 

but as you will read, not only did he perform his duties with courage, he was a mover and shaker. Once 

he got back home to Montreal, little did he know that one day, he would play a major role in creating 

the first Oncology Day Center in Montreal at the RVH.  

 

From his own words, His story begins: 

I was only six months out of medical school when in the winter of 1943 I found myself in the army and 

shortly afterwards on a small banana boat of about 15,000 tons heading out of Halifax for overseas. 

There were 90 other Canadian Medical Officers on that boat. We were the only passengers and to this 

day I cannot understand the logic of placing all that medical talent on one ship, which could have easily 

ended up as a disaster. We originally set sail in the company of a large convoy that gave us a certain 

sense of security. But after two days out we awoke and found ourselves alone on the high seas without 

another ship in sight. Each medical officer was obligated to a man, for two hours a day, one of the two 

20mm anti-aircraft Oerliken guns mounted fore and aft on the ship after receiving only thirty minutes 

of instructions. That was the only protection we had from either a submarine or air attack To make 

matters worse, a firing demonstration of those guns was never held so we did not know what to expect 

or how they felt when fired. Each officer prayed that nothing would happen during his duty shift. 

Fortunately, things went smoothly until we were 1 days off the coast of England when in the early 

morning a German fighter plane suddenly appeared in the sky but before it could get close enough to 

attack, two R.A.F. fighter planes also showed up much to our relief and quickly drove the German Plane 

away. From that point on we felt secure for the British escort planes were never far away. In England the 

medical officers were all sent to Aldershot where we spent the next six weeks receiving additional 

training on how to become soldiers and to conduct oneself in the army. Following this period of training 

I was then assigned as a Regimental Medical Officer to the Seventeenth Duke of York Royal Canadian 

Hussars. The next seven to eight months were spent intensively training for the forthcoming assault on 

Europe. The story of the D-Day landings on the Beaches of Normandy by the Americans, British and 

Canadians in the early hours of January 6th, 1944 is well known and well documented and makes for 

very interesting reading. It was the most massive, coordinated and combined assault in the history of 

warfare. 
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The third Canadian Division was one of the participants in the assault. While, the entire Reconnaissance 

Regiment did not take part in the original invasion, about one dozen of its officers and wireless 

operators were attached one to each of the many other units of the Division. Their task was to see that 

the Divisional Commander was kept constantly informed as to just what each and everyone of his 

battalions were up to on the beaches where, at times, there was utter mass confusion and 

disorganization. The D-Day landings proved to be extremely costly in terms of lives, the number of 

wounded and the equipment loss. The remainder of the Reconnaissance Regiment including Regimental 

headquarters, and other support Units arrived in France by mid-June, by which time the beach head had 

been firmly secured. Initially, the Regiment could not function as a reconnaissance Unit because of the 

fierce fighting and the confined area of operation. It was not until after the capture of Caen that the 

various squadrons of the Regiment were able to initiate their role of reconnaissance, spreading out, 

often 4-5 miles or more ahead of the infantry. The battle for the City of Caen was fierce and bitter and 

until that town was taken the third Canadian and third British Divisions were bogged down. Any advance 

was very slow and very difficult as we were under constant artillery, machine gun and anti-tanks fire. 

But the Germans were also being hit three and four times as hard and eventually, it was one of our 

Reconnaissance Squadron, probing ahead perceived that the Germans were getting out of Caen and this 

Squadron was the first to enter the town and was soon followed by the Canadian and British Division. 

The city itself was so devastated and destroyed it made map reading virtually impossible with no 

distinguishable landmarks or street signs. The Regiment itself spent about a week mostly in the cellars of 

bombed out buildings where they attempted to replenish their equipment and supplies. The mildly 

wounded were given first aid and evacuated There was, throughout this time, day and night shelling of 

the town combined with nightly air raids. Our casualties were heavy. At one point the Regimental Head 

Quarters, to which I was attached, sustained several direct artillery hits and suffered no less than 10 

casualties that kept me and the medical staff busy for the rest of the night. One of those shells resulted 

in the death of our adjutant as well as several other key personnel. Night air raids by the Germans were 

always very eerie and frightening. They would first drop many flares that would convert night into day 

and you would swear that they could see every one of us on the ground This would be followed by 

heavy bombing attack Casualties were usually light as we all had time to take cover. 

The next major goal was to capture Falaise and close the so-called Falaise gap. While waiting to 

commence the major attack on Falaise we were told that heavy bombing of enemy positions by the 

Royal Air force would first take place. Unfortunately, due to some error on the part of their scouting 

plane our Regimental Headquarters became one of several allied targets and we received the brunt of 

the bombs intended for the Germans. There is perhaps nothing more frightening than to watch wave 
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after wave of bombs that got louder and more deafening as they approached the earth. Then you would 

hear a series of explosions, each one leaving a crater the size of a house. It was just good fortune that 

most of us were spared. Shrapnel, however, killed my medical corporal, as he shared the slit trench I 

was in. We had only one other seriously wounded personnel. That was the extent of our casualties. 

However, it did result in a loss of three wireless vehicles and 29 other transport and battle vehicles. 

Fortunately, it was only Regimental Headquarters that received the damage. The remainder of the 

fighting squadrons of the Regiment was in positions elsewhere awaiting the onset of the attack on the 

enemy and was not harmed by this aerial assault. Other allied units, however, were not so fortunate and 

suffered even more casualties and damage to their vehicles. Communications at Regimental 

Headquarters was disrupted for only several hours during the heat of the attack. In the next two or 

three days all vehicles were replaced and we were mobile once more and in good shape. This 

demonstrated the massive build-up of supplies and equipment by the Allied Forces. Many years later I 

met a Canadian who, on his first bombing mission, piloted a Lancaster bomber.  During that very 

bombing attack on our Regimental Headquarters. They didn’t realize their mistake until they returned to 

their base in England and were told about it. Naturally they were devastated and tended to blame 

themselves for the error. In spite of that we became very good friends and remain so to this day. 

Fighting for Falaise was fierce resulting in heavy casualties, dead and wounded with my medical 

attendants we worked through the day and most of the night, on three separate occasions. Falaise was 

finally captured and this operation alone cost the Germans dearly with over 100,000 killed, wounded or 

taken prisoners. This marked the end of the Normandy phase of the campaign and now started the “Run 

through France” which permitted the Reconnaissance Regiment, for the first time, to truly play the role 

for which it was trained During this period the Germans were in full and rapid retreat, and the 

Reconnaissance Units found it difficult to find and keep up with them. As this went on our troops 

overtook many abandoned German Headquarters and their medical facilities. In their haste to get away 

they would leave all their equipment and facilities pretty much intact and this included many bottles of 

champagne and other varieties of French wines and liquor. Their medical facilities contained all manner 

of supplies and fresh surgical dressing, new surgical instruments, portable x-ray machines and the 

medical was always contacted by the squadron leaders to come up and help myself to whatever supplies 

and equipment I needed and to tend to one or two wounded Germans left behind. After caring for the 

wounded and seeing to it that they were evacuated to our medical facilities. I would help myself to the 

champagne and wines. At one of those camps I did rescue 4 large wooden boxes of brand new stainless 

steel general surgical instruments. These remained with me until the end of the fighting and eventually 

found their way to the surgical research lab at McGill after the war. I must add that during this period 
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we were under constant shellfire by the enemy’s long-range artillery. The thing that struck me as 

peculiar and very fortuitous was the fact that almost one in four or five shells failed to explode once 

they hit the ground and on several occasions my life was spared because of that fact. I was told that this 

was the sabotage work of the large foreign labor force the Germans were forced to use to run their 

factories. On several other occasions we came under direct attack by one or two low flying German 

fighter planes that would suddenly appear from nowhere and zoom down on us with all machine guns 

blasting, strafing everything in sight. At such times there was a wild scramble by everyone to take cover 

wherever they could — behind vehicles and trees, in slit trenches where available or just plain hugging 

the ground. Invariably the planes would circle and return to attack two or three times. The casualties 

to personnel and vehicles were always quite heavy. This too was always a very hair-chilling experience. 

The campaign to capture the channel ports of Bologne, Cap Grips Nez and Calais was a major 

undertaking. These were formidable fortresses and to do it, the infantry required all the support 

the allied command could provide including, heavy artillery formations, supporting tanks, rocket-firing 

aircraft etc. 

The organization of this attack took time and planning. Artillery, petrol and ammunition dumps had to 

be set up as well as dumps for tank ammunition and flamethrower fluid. And with all this, one had to 

coordinate with the Royal Air Force the precise time and sequence of attack. The Seventeenth Hussars 

was the only Regiment in the Division that was equipped with the flame throwing tanks. They were 

awesome, frightening and very effective at close range. During the preparatory stage of this attack by 

the 3rd Canadian Division the Seventeenth Hussars was assigned to contain the enemy over a 20-mile 

front covering each of those 3 major ports. During this period the Regiment came under constant heavy 

shellfire from the enemy. The shelling was particularly wicked as they had reversed their heavy 21 cm. 

Coastal guns and they were using them very effectively to tie down the squadrons. There was the 

occasional patrol and minor skirmish in an attempt to seize German prisoners for intelligence purpose. 

Casualties in the various squadrons during this period were surprisingly very light. The Divisional attack 

took place first in Bologne. This was initiated by massive bombing by the Royal Air Force. While this was 

going on the Seventeenth Hussars was fully committed to containing Cap Gris-Nez and Calais. In the 

assault on Bologne some of our flamethrowers were attached to several of the infantry Regiment and 

were used very effectively. However, this action was not without its toll and several of the flame 

throwers were knocked out by heavy enemy artillery killing several of our men and badly wounding 4 

others who were eventually cared for and evacuated. Once Bologne was captured the infantry turned 

its attention to Cap Gris-Nez. As I recall, fighting for this port was not as bitter although heavy shelling by 

the enemy persisted but after several days of heavy fighting they surrendered. The allies then 
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regrouped, and repositioned their artillery and their infantry and prepared for the attack on Calais. 

Fortunately, for all concerned, the Germans commander at Calais only put up a token resistance and 

after a few hours of fighting surrendered to the allies. This completed the Regiment’s activities in France 

and they were immediately ordered into Holland into an area called the Schelde. 

 

The Schelde was a vast swampland with dikes criss-crossing back and forth and these were the 

only roads for vehicles and troops to travel on. There were pockets of Germans holding out on the banks 

of the Schelde Estuary and the Third Canadian Division was given the task of cleaning them up. The 

Regiment itself played a major role in this effort. It was the first of the division to enter the Schelde and 

the last to leave. The Schelde operation proved to have been one of thehardest and most unpleasant 

that the Third Canadian Division had undertaken. The entire area was a marshland with mud, water, and 

mines everywhere. The only means of getting around was along the Dyke roads. The enemy had well 

established and easily defended positions all along those roads. To travel the dike roads by foot or 

vehicle during the day was extremely hazardous and foolhardy. During this period the 

Regiment functioned more as an infantry group working closely with other infantry Regiments. It took a 

month of slow fierce and heavy fighting for the entire Division to eventually clear the Schelde estuary of 

all the Germans. As a result of this major victory the town of Ghent was freed and the Citizens of that 

city welcomed the Third Canadian Division with open arms. I can recall the extreme fatigue and, in some 

cases, exhaustion of many of the troops as they arrived in their vehicles. The City did everything possible 

to show their happiness and appreciation at being freed. They opened their homes, supplied clean white 

bed sheets for every man, washed their clothes, pressed uniforms, cooked and fed them over the next 4 

to 5 days. The men were soon completely rejuvenated. In the meantime, minor wounds and injuries 

were attended to, vehicles were repaired and supplies of all type brought up to norm. Following this 

well-deserved rest, the entire Regiment together with the Third Canadian Division moved on to 

Nijmegen going first through Antwerp, Tilburg and several other cities along the way which were already 

in allied hands. The role of the Regiment at Nijmegen was to guard the Nijmegen Bridge, which had just 

been captured by the Air Borne troops, and it was the only crossing left over the river Waal. It was a very 

vital supply route for the maintenance of Montgomery’s Divisions near Arnhem. The Germans realized 

the importance of this bridge and shelled the area heavily day and night. At night, night fighters against 

unbelievable anti-aircraft fire also heavily strafed the bridge. They tried to launch mines up-stream in 

the hope that they would explode on contact with the bridge. The hussars were given the task of 

positioning several armed warning posts about a mile upstream and they would shoot up anything and 

everything that was suspicious or floating on the water. In addition, there were troops in a barge, close 
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to the bridge, and the orders for them were to shoot at everything floating in the river. The Nijmegen 

Bridge, although badly damaged, remained intact and very vital for the duration of the war. During the 

winter months from mid-December to mid-February 1945 the division held positions along the River 

Waal without any major mishap or incident to the Regiment. 

During this time, I was attached to B Squadron as Regimental Headquarters remained well behind 

Throughout this period there were many minor skirmishes and nightly raids between our troops 

manning the dikes and German troops doing the same thing. Each side was interested in capturing a 

prisoner and there were nightly patrols from both sides for this purpose. During the course of the war 

the Hussars had taken literally thousands and thousands of German prisoners but they eventually lost 

one trooper to a German night raid. This only served to make the squadron more careful and alert and 

they prepared an intricate set of booby traps, trip wires and the like. I found this time to be very boring 

and unusually quiet after what we had been through. There was the usual sick parade but very few 

casualties to attend to. It was around Xmas time in 1945 when the entire 3rd Division was placed on 

instant alert. We were advised that the Battle of the Bulge in the Ardennes Forest of Belgium was not 

going too well for the Americans and the 3rd Canadian Division might be called upon to join with them. 

This state of alert lasted for about 7 days when the battle gradually turned in favor of the Americans and 

our support was no longer required. The next phase saw the regiment on the move once more with the 

rest of the Third Division chasing the enemy across the Rhine River. We had some minor casualties 

during this part of the campaign. If the enemy felt some security behind the Rhine General Montgomery 

soon dispelled that notion by sending a message to all units under his command boastfully stating “the 

great Allied fighting machine would soon deal with that situation in no uncertain terms. For the next 

while massive preparations were made for the final assault and crossing of the Rhine. All Regiments 

were to make sure that their equipment, personnel were in ship shape condition. The actual attack 

on the Rhine took place on the night of March 23, 1945 and this was the last major undertaking of the 

3rd Canadian Division. The British Armour first secured a bridgehead across the Rhine and very shortly 

after that the entire 3rd Canadian Division crossed the Rhine on a single lane Bialy bridge. That took 

several days but once across the river the Regiment resumed its usual role of Reconnaissance. For the 

next month or so the Third Canadian Division spent their time mopping up and clearing out pockets of 

German resistance. Initially the fighting was heavy but gradually German resistance crumbled as one 

Dutch town after another was freed. Around the middle of April 1945 I received a message from the 

Royal Canadian Army Medical Corp Headquarters advising me to report immediately to No.3 Canadian 

General Hospital which was a 200 bed unit situated in Bad Zwischenon in Germany.  
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At first I was sorry since the war was rapidly coming to an end The Germans did finally surrender on May 

5th 1945. However, after I arrived in Bad Zwischenon and saw the beautiful surroundings and the well-

equipped and well-staffed hospital I quickly learned to enjoy the new luxury and the complete change in 

pace. It was a wonderful feeling to have your own bedroom with clean sheets and clean clothes. The 

Unit remained in Bad Zweischenon for the next month and in June the entire hospital moved to 

Zwidlaren in Holland. Once again we found ourselves in beautiful surroundings in an old hospital 

building, which we adapted to our own use. 

I spent the rest of my stay in Europe with this Unit. The person in charge of surgery at the hospital was 

Colonel C. Y. Hauch. He was a man of about 55 years of age from Owen Sound, Ontario and the product 

of a seven-year Halsted surgical training program at New York Hospital Cornell Medical Center. He was 

true gentlemen, a beautiful technician and an excellent teacher. He inspired me to take up a surgical 

career. I finally returned to Canada in December of 1945 and immediately applied at the Royal 

Victoria Hospital for their surgical residency program. I was accepted for July 1946  

 

DR. EDWARD J TABAH — Post War PERSONAS Whether at the forefront of battle during World War II as 

a Captain in the Royal Canadian Army Medical Corp, or pioneering the first Oncology Day Center at the 

RVH, Dr. Edward j Tabah has always been there for patients. A senior surgeon for more than 40 years, 

Dr. Tabah has made extensive academic contributions while on the Faculty of McGill University, 

establishing himself as a leader in the treatment of cancer. Doctor Tabah began his career as an intern at 

the Montreal General Hospital before joining the Royal Canadian Army Medical Corp where he served as 

a Captain from 1943 to 1946. He became the regimental medical officer for the 17th Hussars 

Reconnaissance Regiment in the 3rd Canadian Division, whose job was mainly to probe, finds out 

where the enemy was an wire back information to the troops. Doctor Tabah was 25 years old at that 

time. He says, “We had no choice but to join the armed forces. You didn’t want to shirk responsibility… 

you wanted to do your part. “Says Dr. Tabah, I went over to Normandy after they had established 

the beachhead, which was about the 7th day of the invasion. From there I stayed with the regiment and 

we made our way into France, Belgium, Holland and into Germany. It was a long drive. There was a lot 

of action and many casualties there were very limited facilities. I had a lot of different experiences. We 

got bombed. We got shelled. Germans out in the open fields strafed us. We were even bombed by our 

own air force by mistake, the RAF, as we were setting up an attack near Caen and Falaise where nearly 

two hundred thousand German were taken prisoners. 
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After the war Dr. Tabah met up with Dr. Gavin Miller, Chief of Surgery at the RVH and Dr. MacKenzie 

who was in charge of research in surgery at McGill. During their talk, Dr. MacKenzie remarked that while 

they had very good new facilities at McGill, one of the things, which was sorely lacking was surgical 

instruments. Said Dr. Tabah, “I believe I have something which may be of use to you”. During the war Dr. 

Tabah had come across huge boxes of brand new German stainless steel surgical instruments still in the 

original wrappings, which had never been used Explains Dr. Tabah, “I helped myself to 4 boxes 

of equipment. I didn’t know what I was going to do with them, but I put them in my “Half-track” and 

went through the rest of the war carting them around always thinking, what am I doing with these? All 

they are doing is taking up space”. When Dr. Miller opened the boxes and saw the new 

surgical equipment donated by Dr. Tabah and which was so badly needed, he was pleasantly amazed 

Needless to say, it was quickly put to good use and Dr. Tabah was appointed to the residency program at 

McGill. He worked as a surgical resident at the RVII for two years, 1946-1948, and then went to 

New York City, where he did a year fellowship in Surgical Pathology at the Presbyterian Hospital. The 

next year in 1949, he was accepted as a surgical fellow at the then world-renowned Mecca for cancer 

surgery, the Memorial-Sloan Kettering Cancer Center. After four years of specialized training in radical 

operations for all kinds of cancers, he returned in 1953 to become a staff member at the RVII, as the first 

fully trained cancer surgeon or surgical oncologist, as the specialty is called today. During 39 years 

period from 1953 to his semi-retirement in 1992, he served as senior surgeon at the RVH and associate 

professor of Surgery at McGill University. He also served as Director of the Central Cancer Registry, Chief 

Surgeon of the Green Surgical Service, Chairman of the Cancer Committee, a member of the commission 

on Cancer of the American College of Surgeons, and numerous other national and international 

committees. He was also a founding Member of the prestigious “Society of Head & Neck Surgeons” in 

1955. In 1987 he was presented with the Distinguished Service Award by the Royal Victoria Hospital. It 

was during this time that Dr. Tabah distinguished himself as a skilled and fearless surgeon who was able 

to perform the most difficult and radical operations on patients with advanced head and neck cancers, 

but also in other anatomical sites. For this he was highly esteemed by his peers, as well as for his 

compassion and devotion to his many cancer patients in 1965, one of his patients, a young man in his 

twenties died of cancer. As a result of this together with this young man’s father, the late Mr. Joseph 

Chamandy, a group of business associates, and others, Dr. Tabah helped found the Cedar’s Cancer 

Institute, which turned out to be an indispensable resource in the fight against cancer. Its primary 

purpose was and is to find a variety of cancer-related activities at the RYII and McGill. Cedars had 

provided major funding for cancer research, education, patient care, and equipment. Their efforts over 
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the years have touched virtually every area of the hospital. From much needed facilities to the 

improvement of patient care, Cedars has always been there, and continues to be there in 1966 Dr. 

Tabah initiated what was truly the first Oncology Day Center in Montreal at the RVH. This facility 

gradually evolved and expanded over the years. Two years ago, Cedars completed a massive renovation 

and expansion of the Edward J. Tabah Oncology Day Centre with the Hospital, doubling the core of this 

facility. Doctor Tabah continues to practice at the RVH and was awarded THE ORDER OF CANADA IN 

1993 in recognition of his outstanding work in the fight against cancer for more than 40 years. Whether 

it was treating the wounded, escaping enemy fire, carting surgical equipment across two continents for 

the then unknown purpose of helping a surgical program at McGill or pioneering new cancer treatment, 

it can certainly be said that Dr. Tabah “did his part”. 

Some people, some “personas”, some physicians have the ability to change other people’s and patients’ 

lives forever, by virtue of who they are …. Doctor Edward J Tabah, … is one of those. 
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Oscar Costin, D-Day  
By Jock Pichette 

 

17th Duke of York’s Royal Canadian Hussars. 

  

Although I meet Oscar at the monthly breakfast meetings, never did I think he was 85 years old. He 

would come into Picasso’s Restaurant as if he was ready for battle. I was informed that he was one of 

the 17th who invaded “Normandy” on D-Day along with Les Christie, and Jolm Dionne, but that was the 

extent of my notes. My chance to sit with this great Canadian came about on December 7, 2000 when I 

was invited to his home in St-Laurent. His wife Ruth greeted me at the door, and once at ease, I found 

out that they were celebrating their 48th Wedding anniversary. Congratulation Ruth and Oscar. Oscar 

joined the army and was immediately sent to St-Jean-sur-Richelieu, upon completion of training he 

asked to join the 17th Hussars, which was an armored corp. at the time. Then off to Dundem, Sask for 

additional training before sailing for England, landing on April 1, 1943. At Cacru, a proud Oscar Costin 

graduated as a “Wireless Operator”. A week of training took place on the Isle of White, the same spot 

where the Queens Yacht is stationed. Our group consisted of eight wireless operators, and we were 

about to face the most intensive training program yet. The instructor around camp, informed us that he 

was British, and tough as nails. How tough can he be on young soldiers carrying radios weighing 30 

pounds? We found out quickly, as he flung us into the water, and back up onto land. Repeating his 

commands with decibels, so loud, evens the Germans were doing push-ups. The fact that I’m here telling 

you my story is a good indication of how well we were trained. Upon completion here, all eight of us we 

were sent up to Scotland for another week, and finally to a Naval Land Base for a month, HMS Turtle in 

Poole, Dorset. Once a week we would go on board a ship for combine operation training. On this day, I 

was in full gear, including the 30-pound radio on my back. The seas were rough. Extremely windy, and 

our objective was to prepare us for D-Day, as we approached land we were ordered to jump off the ship, 

and reach shore. Well, for the many who saw me jump, all they could see was a smallish Oscar sink to 

the bottom, with only the top of his thin hat showing. Scared out of my wits, I managed to pull myself 

together and began walking towards shore. As he began to see shore he thought, I should get a medal 

for this alone… 
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Oscar reached his regiment on August 1943 as a wireless operator. In his mind he thought he would join 

an officer, and begin his duties. But, as you will read, major changes took place. A much bigger group 

was being formed, called the “Contact Detachment”. In the 3rd Canadian Division, then, the 17th Hussars 

were to carry out this task. Long before D-day, the Detachments were sent to the Units they were to go 

into action with. Each Detachment was equipped with a jeep, a No. 22 crystal-controlled; wireless set, a 

No. 68R, crystal-controlled set, batteries and a chore-horse. One of these Detachments, consisting of an 

Officer, a Corporal and two operators, was attached to each of the Assaulting battalions, one to each of 

the reserve battalions, and one to each of the Brigade Headquarters and Divisional Headquarters. All of 

the “Stations” operated on the same frequency, and were therefore able to intercept all messages 

passed to Divisional Headquarters. As the Officers were only concerned with passing information, and 

not with fighting, it made the net a very valuable and closely tied-up organization. The detachments 

were dispersed throughout J-Force’s ships in the following manner: 

 
 DIVISIONAL HEADQUARTERS SHIP 

Capt G.V. Borlase, Lt M. Telford, Sgt K.T. Williams, Trp A. Roach and Trp E. Rivers. 

 
 7th BRIGADE 

Lt J.O. Borlase, Cpl J. Raich, Trp T.A. Poole, Trp K. Saunders, Trp F. Gordon and Trp R. Ryan. 

 
 REGINA RIFLES 

Lt H.R.Turley, Cpl R. Marcoux, Trp R. Squires and Trp E. Johnson. 

 
 ROYAL WINNIPEG RIFLES 

Lt R.K. Smith, Cpl D. Paul, Trp J. Mackenzie and Trp M. Faille. 

 
 

 BRIGADE 

Lt C.L. Lynch, Cpl C.L. Jones, Trp K. Boyd, Trp R. Nairn, Trp W. Morrow and Trp J. Wilkinson 
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 QUEEN’ S OWN RIFLES 

Lt W.V.O. LeBlanc, Cpl G.L. Gilkinson and Trp R. Robinson 

 
 NORTH SHORE REGIMENT 

C.W. Doulton, Cpl Les Christie, Trp F.  Marsolux and Trp R.Hilliard. 

 
 RESERVE DETACHMENT 

Lt W.R. Mason, Cpl J. Davies, Trp J.W. Sinclair and Trp T. Pettibone. 

 
 9TH BRIGADE HEADQUARTERS 

Lt W.G.H. Pavey, Cpl H.H. Smith, Trp R.H. Munikittrick and Trp. A. Murphy. 

 
 HIGHLAND LIGHT INFANTRY OF CANADA 

Lt V.W. Stannard, Cpl  J. Rosenfeld, Trp O. Costin and Trp M. Siampis. 

 
 STORMONT DUNDAS & GLENGARRY HIGHLANDERS 

Lt W. Grenwood, Cpl D. Rothwell, Trp S. Humby and Trp. R. Taylor. 

 
 NORTH NOVA SCOTIA HIGHLANDERS 

Lt J.W. Thompson, Cpl D.O. Baker, Trp J. Dionne and Trp L. Nasser. 

When we landed, some two hours after the assault troops, the LCT opened its gate, and with my hands 

tightly wrapped around the steering wheel of my jeep. Fear, sweat, and a million questions sent my 

brains into frenzy, and before I could count ten, my jeep hits the water. Good thing its waterproof, I 

thought, and even if the water is too high, I have a periscope to guide me, I thought. Were all scrambling 

for the beach, when my jeep is faced with a huge hole. The blessing of the beach group saved our butts, 

as they helped us skirt the hole to safety. What a relief! My eyes wondered like a baby in a candy shop 

as wounded soldiers and prisoners were being evacuated towards our ships. The beach was in a 

shambles, and I was bewildered. I parked my jeep and began de-waterproofing procedures. 

From my position, I could see a soldier laying on the sand, he never moved, and each time I looked over 

it was the same, he still was face down. I then realized, the soldier with his face in the sand was dead, 

and that Oscar Costin was now a full fledge Canadian soldier in battle. After de-waterproofing, and 
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calming down, my job was to help win a war, so off we went into the battle ground area, unaware what 

lies ahead. At that time I was with the Highland Light Infantry of Canada. From our vantage point we 

could see our comrades the North Nova’s talking a beating on June 7th, but they did not commit us to 

move on. Eventually we moved in, and three days after my first skirmish, I was able to perform the same 

duties with the Queen’s Own Rifles. I was one of the few wireless operators who played a role within 

each Detachment. 

As we sat in the comfort of his home, on a cold December day, Oscar began to tell a story about a good 

friend. Corp. J. Rosenfelt, a partner in war, a chum to confide in, a buddy to share a laugh with, a 

comrade in the trenches and a person he could count on. We were somewhere near Falaise, it was a 

warm July Sunday, and the Salvation Army was putting on a movie. We had a choice to eat first or see a 

movie. I went to the early movie. About halfway through the movie, we were bombed. I was called up to 

the canteen, and found out that corporal Rosenfelt who was standing in line with Danny Paul both got 

hit, and died from their wounds. An emotional Oscar continued teary eyed, if I would have remained 

with him as we did on so many occasions, I would have been behind him. The officer and I wrapped him 

in a blanket, and took him to the cemetery. I was in good company as we crossed the Rhine into 

Germany. Herb Cowan was our driver, and Owen McKenna was our officer. Once we crossed the Rhine, 

our job was to act as the “Beach Group” directing traffic. 

The sounds of war had a way of scaring the daylights out of you. Take an airplane for instance, you’re on 

the ground and you hear an airplane coming your way, it’s burning it’s twisting what do I do, in my case I 

ran here, there, and everywhere until I realized staying put was my best bet. Then a moaning minnie, is 

a noise so intolerable, yet deadly. We all scattered to safety. The buzz bomb, once you see the fire and 

smoke, you know it’s corning down, so you find cover. Storing a multitude of noises in your memory 

bank was part of the war, images to double the fear, ditto. We learned to live with our experiences, and 

when we consider a war of this magnitude, we just did not have the time to worry about these slight 

inconveniences. It was survival of the fittest… We were going from Belgium into Holland, across the 

Leopold Canal, and for the first time Oscar’s unit was going to be used as Infantry. Mainly because, 

Holland was flooded, and our heavy vehicles were stuck in a quagmire of mud. We were being shelled 

heavily, and our only protection was to dive into the ditches. Between barrages, we would continue 

along the road, keeping a keen ear to the ground, when we heard another screeching our way.  
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On this his occasion I dove head first into a ditch, and got hit with a piece of shrapnel in my butt. I yelled 

back to the soldier behind me, I’m hit, I’m hit. Where, he chirped back, in the ass. Let me see, he said, 

when Oscar showed his butt, the soldier grabs the piece and removed it, like you would a splinter. 

Thanks, was Oscar reply. We remained in our trenches as the bombardment continued. We were 

without blankets, and it was impossible to dig ourselves in for more protection due to so much water. 

Oscar began to feel soreness, his mind wondered, as he feared infection sitting in. He must take care of 

his wound. The officers in charge, screamed out to the men, were sending four men back for blankets. 

Without hesitating Oscar yelled I’m going back, I need medical attention, I will help with the blankets. 

Oscar managed to leave the boy’s at the depot, while he searched for the 17th MO, and found Dr. 

Edward J. Tabah out in the field. What’s your problem, Dr. Tabah ask Oscar, I got hit with shrapnel a few 

days ago, and I’m hurting. Ok, drop your pants Tabah tells Oscar. What, here in the middle of nowhere. 

We have no choice, Oscar, it’s my only theater. Dr.Tabah, found an infected butt, and cleaned the 

wound. It was at this time that I received my wound stripe.  

Thanks Oscar 
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J.F. McGowan, FRANCE, NORMANDY - JUNE 1944 
7th Reece regt. (17th DYRCH) 3rd Canadian Division 

 

Our first “hair cut” in France took place in a small Normandy village. All the houses and out buildings 

were surrounded by walls of stone, which were from 3ft. to 6ft. in height and about 16 inches thick. 

When we parked our Armoured Cars (AC) against a wall it afforded some shelter from view and shell 

fire. We usually dug a slit trench near the wall and drove our AC over the top of the trench and this gave 

us very good protection from shell fire. We also draped our camouflage nets over our cars to try and 

hide us from view, however, nets made it difficult to get into the cars when in a hurry. 

At this particular place we were in the forward positions of the division. Through the radio in the AC, a 

#19 set, we had a link with squadron H.Q. We had a field telephone line to some OP’s (Observation 

Posts) which were in a position to observe the enemy some few hundred yards away. 

When the enemy shelled these positions several times a day, the shelling would sometimes break the 

telephone wires. When this happened, it was my duty, along with our D.R. (Dispatch Driver) George 

Mackenzie, to follow the line with some repair wire until we found the break and make the necessary 

repairs. On a couple of occasions, the enemy would shell while we were out making repairs. 

On one of our repair trips we came through what was once a vegetable garden and found some small 

potatoes. We looked about the rubble for some kind of container, with the idea of scrounging some 

fresh potatoes which would be nice as we had been on AFV (Armoured Fighting Vehicle) rations since 

we had arrived in France. George, the DR, spotted a German helmet some 30 ft. or so away and since 

they resembled a coal scuttle he thought it would make a good bucket to carry the potatoes in. He 

started through some ruins of a house when the shells started to drop nearby, he soon returned to me 

but without the helmet. When the shelling stopped I asked him why he didn’t get the helmet and his 

reply was to “get the damned thing myself if I wanted it.” Why, I asked? He said, “It’s still got a part of 

the German’s head in it”. 

He wasn’t interested in eating now so we passed up the potatoes. 

While in this position, George and I were away from the AC when we were under heavy shell fire that 

was very close. We had to crawl along the ground the last few yards to our slit trench and there got 

tangled up in the camouflage net. The shells were landing very close and remember it was the first time 
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I ever felt panic. However, we made the slit trench without getting hit. A hole in the ground can be a 

wonderful place sometimes under certain conditions. 

It was at this time that we all got a laugh at the expense of one of our Sgt, who jumped into a slit trench 

to seek shelter from shelling only to find that he had jumped into the trench we were using for a latrine. 

Lieutenant B.E. Benitez was my crew commander at that time. One afternoon when all was quiet, we 

decided that we both needed a haircut. For tools we had Mr. Benitez’s pocket comb and the scissor 

from the first aid kit. We trimmed each other hair several times, each time making it worse. I didn’t have 

much hair left when we got finished. With so much hair gone, we could see our scalps and realized we 

had not had a good wash, let alone a bath, for some time. 

Mr. Benitez and I were to share some experiences from then till I was injured in April, 1945. When I look 

back now after 40 years I realize how lucky I was to have had Lieutenant B.R Benitez for a troop officer 

mid crew commander. Whenever I think about the war and of him I feel good. He was never decorated, 

but he did his job with great courage and devotion. 

He was twice wounded in action, once in France at the battle of Falaise and again in Holland in April, 

1945 

  

As written by J.F. McGowan 
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Paul Goyer, D+18 
 

17th Duke of York's Royal Canadian Hussars. 

Every last Thursday of the Month, the 17th Hussars association members gather at Picasso's for their 
monthly breakfast. On this particular day Bert Carlson, and this writer arrived at 9.00AM on the dot, 
chose a table near the front door, and within minutes our table included Bruce, Stan, Gordon and Paul. 

Alan Canavan, President of the Association walks by, and shakes the hand of his entire troop, including 
guests. 

The atmosphere is jovial as each member's attitude jumps into high gear. They greet each other with "so 
nice to see yah Joe and "what a pleasure Leo" and who can forget the ever smiling Hyman. 

It was an honour on this day for me to sit directly across from Paul Goyer D+ 18, a former Sgt in the 9th 
troop "C" squadron. Paul had his training in Sherbrooke, and Farnham, Quebec. One day after a ten-mile 
route march in 92 degrees, he decided to try the Navy. He arrived at the Navy recruiting office five 
minutes too late. They told Paul come back the following Monday. While spending the weekend in 
Longueuil Army barracks, he met trooper Auger and trooper Papillion who convinced Paul to enlist with 
the 17th Hussars. They told him that everybody rode a motorcycle. To Paul that was better than walking. 
From Longueuil Paul caught up with the regiment in Debert, NS. For further training with the recce regt. 
Then it was off to England aboard the troopship Stratheden. In July 1942 Paul was promoted to 
Corporal, and never rode a motorcycle. 

Before the war Paul was a good amateur boxer. He fought as a featherweight (126lbs.) and had a record 
of 26 wins and two defeats. So when the Regiment decided to form a boxing team they asked Paul if he 
would help along with the Sgt instruct the fighters. It became a pretty good team, winning the Brigade 
and the divisional championship. The nucleus of the team was formed around Danny Webb, Larry Sloan, 
Tommy Matthews, Gerry Walker, Lt. James, and Tom Jones. Webb went on to become lightweight 
champion of Canada after the war. 

Paul will never forget his first night in action. On an island just outside Caen he was sent to lead a patrol 
and try locate a sniper. After a while he heard an explosion to the left and behind him. He went to 
investigate and found out that Lt. James had triggered a Teller Mine and had seventeen pieces of 
shrapnel in him. At 6'4" and 220 lbs. Lt. James was the heavyweight on the boxing team, and he lived to 
tell about it. 

During another skirmish on the way to closing the Falaise Gap, Paul and his crew were subjected to a 
heavy fire coming from behind them. The culprits were his own tanks and infantry. They found a shallow 
trench to the hide. Paul figured that a white flag might stop the firing. So he asked his crew for 
something white to use as a flag. 

Trooper Parker said he had something white, so he tore a piece of his undershirt and gave it to Paul. 
Paul looked at it, and started laughing even under the dangerous position they were in. The undershirt 
was black from lack of washing. 
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The firing ceased and Paul and his crew crawled back to safety. Of the three only Paul survived the war. 
Paul talks about the war being just that and says that if you are part of the frontline troops, you have to 
be very lucky to survive. 

Not only do you have to deal with the enemy, but you're also subjected to shelling, and bombing, from 
your own side. 

Three days after the war was over, Paul was given a mission to search house to house for weapons etc. 
Paul and five of his men were riding in a Bren Gun Carrier when it hit a mine, three of his men died of 
their wounds. Paul lost his right leg below the knees, and suffered severe burns on his face and arms. 

While laying down on the road after the explosion Trooper Auger who was also nicknamed "Shorty" 
gave Paul some morphine, and thinking that Paul would die told him that he would look after Paul's 
English wife Ivy. Paul looked at "Shorty", and said I'm going to look after Ivy myself, and that's what he 
has been doing for fifty-seven years. 

Paul always was an athlete and although he wore an artificial leg, he played bowling and golf. In the 
eighties, Paul lives in Laval, Quebec with his wife surrounded by seven children and six grandchildren. 

Paul final thoughts on the war -"They were the best years of my life". 

To his dear friends, Paul left us recently, suffering an Aneurysm of the brain. Story completed on the first 
week of December 2000. 

As written by Jock 
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LES CHRISTIE, D-DAY 
 

LES CHRISTIE D-DAY, enlisted with the service on January 7, 1942 in Montreal. Was trained in Canada 
like most soldiers, including a seven-week wireless course at Camp Borden in Ontario. He was shipped 
overseas, and rejoined his regiment at Battle Abbey, England "A" squadron. He continued his training at 
Chillworth Manor until June 5th Wireless training. 

Landing on D-Day with the North Shore Regiment, just behind John Dionne, whose Bren Gun Carrier 
work out, Les hit Juno beach without incident, and managed to fight a war, from one end to the other 
doing a commendable job of supporting the communication field professionally. As he moved along, he 
received orders to join the contact detachment group, who in turn placed him in charge of the signal 
corp. "B" squadron. 

To save his life, and two others he helped dig trenches; it was just a matter of putting down his 36 
pounds wireless, and going to it. He gives you that impression that he was a great team player, and 
when you read about these soldiers in battle, it was their way of surviving. 

Les Christie father was a WWI veteran, and although at the time neither was aware, both father and son 
served in the communication field. When you look at Les today, all of eighty-five years of age, you can 
paint a picture of a strong young individual who crossed the ocean with the allies some fifty years ago. 

There is a reason - Les was an all around athlete, playing Football at Brown Stadium in Verdun, Quebec. 
He was 16 years of age when he played senior football, and when he returned to his proper age group, 
he was part a Dominion Championship. He played some basketball at the YMCA, and baseball at Atwater 
Park, which was located where we find Alexis Nihon today. 

The theory is a simple one, when you have experienced the wars of sports, such as football, you learn to 
take some shattering blows. We would have to agree that, although a football is not a bullet, winning 
battles in the trenches does come up in both areas. 

IS THERE A BETTER ATHLETE THAN A SOLDIER FACING A BULLET! 

Jock 
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LEO COTE, D+11 
 

This story began with a letter from Leo Cote with an attachment from Trooper Carson McQuarrie. 

Years ago I read in the book "17th D.Y.R.C.H., 7th Canadian Reconnaissance Regiment", a paragraph on 
the top section of page 45 it reads: "Angry at this, the squadron got their own back, when 6 troop, 
accompanied by the C.O., Lt- Col. Lewis, D.S.O., sent a section about 400 yards up the main road 
towards Caen to do a spot of sniping at the enemy forward posts. Troopers Carson and McQuarrie 
accounted for 2 and possibly a third one before the section decided to return from their rather isolated 
position. 

The story isn't accurate; because trooper Carson and McQuarrie are the same man. One of the soldiers 
is trooper Carson McQuarrie and the second soldier is Corporal Leo Cote. It was Carson McQuarrie who 
brought the error to light. 

The true story is that while we were stationed in France, the officer asked Corporal Leo Cote to pick a 
man to do a spot of snipping at the Germans forward posts. Corporal Cote chose Trooper Carson 
McQuarrie who was gung-ho. In the early rooming hours, Cote and McQuarrie crawled along the ditch 
to the house near the German position. Together they gingerly climbed the stairs to the attic, took out 
the air vent, and waited for daylight. From the newly window of opportunity they spotted a German 
soldier coming from the trench to relieve himself, and before you could count one the enemy was struck 
down, a second was shot, and before a third could reach his jeep, the fiery twosome of Cote and Carson 
shot him in his track. 

As I sat with a jubilant and perpetual smiling Leo Cote, he informed us about how for so many years he 
lived with this error. Carson McQuarrie's letters gave Leo the courage to right a wrong. 

Leo Cote, D+ 11, worked with Belding-Corticelli prior to joining the forces; as a matter of fact, all four 
riding in his Bren Gun Carrier worked together at the St. Patrick Street plant. The confines of this vehicle 
included his younger brother, named "Pouce" who drove the Carrier. 

The month of July was fused into his memory through occurrences that happened, such as joining the 
forces on July 24th, 1940, then while overseas, he lost his mother on July 7th, 1943, he was injured on 
July 7th, 1944, while his brother "Pouce" was wounded on July 14th 1944. The loss of his Mom only 
increased his ambition to destroy the enemy. A fighter by nature, Leo brought overseas the experience 
of a boxer, and when he was told that there are twenty men out there, he said, that's ok, ten for you, 
and ten for me. 

Leo mentioned that during the first WW, it was trench-to-trench fighting while WWII, it was house-to-
house battles. Cleaning a town out was standard procedures. Thinking on your feet meant more than 
just crossing the streets. It meant destroying church steeples as a means of eliminating German 
strongpoint. 

It meant smooth driving without dust, otherwise Germans would target the clouds of dust killing allied 
forces. Entering a town vacated by Germans, meant careful planning and surveillance, otherwise, the 
Germans could easily target that town, knowing that the allied forces were moving in.  
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The Recce' s talented communication forces always kept them abreast of what was happening, saving 
many Canadians. 

In retrospect, Leo says, close calls came about when he was on patrol in Germany. In a convoy of five 
Bren Gun Carrier, and he is leading the pack. As they approach a bridge, the convoy stopped to 
investigate. The Bridge looked suspicious, loose bricks were spotted, so he called headquarters, and was 
informed to stay put, and an Engineer would be dispatched to check out the Bridge. The luck of the Irish 
surfaced, as the Engineer found not only a mine, but also an explosive of five hundred pounds under the 
structure. A miracle, no less. 

Leo lives in Les Cèdres near Montreal, and married to a beautiful lady some 14 years his junior. Brought 
into this world two girls, and one boy, who gave them four grandchildren. Leo attends all the Hussars 
functions, enjoys a laugh, keep his buddies on their toes cracking jokes, and kibitzing. Keep them smiling 
Leo, you are one great Canadian Soldier. 

A typical telegraph from Canadian National when a soldiers was wounded. JULY 17,1944 

Minister of National Defense wishes to inform you D3269 Corporal Leo Cote previously reported 
severely wounded inaction - nature of wound now reported bullet wound right hip stop if any further 
information becomes · available it will be forwarded as soon as receive. 

Something unusual happened to Leo Cote when he arrived home. It was not enough that he fought a 
war, but while frequenting a restaurant, he got involved in a fight with the owner. Leo was a lady's man, 
handsome, and flirtatious. It began with Leo flirting with this young lady who just happen to be the 
owner’s girlfriend. Leo did not heed the warning to leave the lady alone and before you could count ten, 
the owner approached Leo with a gun, the fight got out of hand, with Leo receiving two gun shots, one 
in each knee area. 

Leo managed to mess up the owner to the extent that he needed hospital care. 

The last time Leo and I met at Picasso's he gave me an article that appeared in the Montreal Gazette 
dated April 15th, 1985 by Karen Seidman. 

MONTREALER SAYS HE'S NO WAR HERO, BUT DUTCH DISAGREE. 

Montrealer Jock McArthur adamantly denies he's a hero. 

The people of a small town in Holland disagree. And they've invited him to visit for 10 days so they can 
tell him. 

McArthur, now 69, commanded the 17th Royal Canadian Hussars when they liberated the Dutch town of 
Kampen from the Nazis in 1945. 

Kampen authorities tracked the former major down and invited him to help celebrate the 40th 
anniversary of their liberation. 

McArthur was full of apprehension last night as he left on his all expenses paid trip. "I'm really not a 
hero," he said "I'm going to represent the Regiment, not an individual". At first, McArthur wasn't going 
to attend. He didn't think he had the time. But, "They implored me to make it." So he went for the sake 
of the Regiment that left Canada in 1941 with 800 men and returned with only 200 able-bodies ones. 
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More important to him, he plans to visit as many military cemeteries as possible and pay homage to the 
many men who died in battle. 

"It didn't seem so scary then because you always thought it would only happen to the next guy," he said 
last night. Now, when he visits the Field of Honor in Pointe Claire, the only military cemetery in Canada, 
he says he knows how lucky he was compared with the 10,000 veterans and their dependents buried 
there. 

McArthur, now president of Industrial Construction Inc., says the liberation of Kampen "doesn't seem 
like so long ago." He still recalls arriving where there was supposed to be a bridge to cross to get to the 
town. It had blown up. Undeterred, he and his men crossed the river in boats, battled the enemy and 
liberated the town. 

BY MOST STANDARDS, THAT'S HEROIC. 
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HYMAN ZWEIG, D+11 
 

Leo and Hyman are good buddies; both are regulars at the breakfast, the last Thursday of the month at 
Picasso's. Hyman is a fun guy to be around, always joking with the boys, and keeping the table loose. 

Hyman Zweig -D+11, B-Squadron, and a gunner on the Bren Gun Carrier. 

When the gate went down on the beaches of France, a foot of water-cooled off the ca1Tier, before 
reaching dry ground to remove the waterproofing. Hyman was a dispatch rider for a bit, after all this is a 
war, you do what your told, and move on. He survived an American bombing, obviously the boys from 
the south had the wrong target, but his worse memory came about when an Airplane headed directly 
for his carrier, instantly he dove under his carrier for protection, and survived. During another bombing 
in Caen, he ran into a house, and dove under a bed with coil springs, holding onto the leg for dear life, 
when he realized that he had no protection what so ever, he looked up to find the spring only with no 
mattress. The war did bring on some strange happenings, it was wintertime, and he was stationed 
somewhere in Holland, he began to see things, and started shooting with his bren gun with no return 
fire. It must have been a winter Oasis. 

Joy came about when, he was dug into a slit trench, and an army buddy Freddie Gilles came over, gave 
him a kick, and said the war is over. He began to feel is body, is this true, I'm I still alive, it's over, 
fantastic, and the war is over. 
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AL NICHOLAS, D+4 
17th Duke of York' s Royal Canadian Hussars 

 

The war brought together a tremendous amount of talent, and Al Nicholas D+4 is a perfect candidate, 
born in Halifax, Nova Scotia, moved to Montreal, Quebec, joined the signal corps. In 1941 he was sent to 
Kingston, Ontario and trained at the RCCS School, then shipped off to Cornwall for a course in Electricity. 
He became a full fledge member of the Hussars in 1942, traveled back to Halifax his home grounds 
before taking a converted passenger ship "Pulaski'' to England. While in Cove, England, he took a signal's 
refresher course; receiving his paper has an instrument mechanic, repairing wireless sets for the B-
Squadron. 

He was now ready for Europe, at the age of twenty-one, along with his half-track, and fellow soldiers, 
they embarked on an LCT for the beaches of France, how scared were you, Al, while traveling across the 
channel? “We were too busy playing cards, we had no time to worry”. Each LCT captain operated 
differently, and in this case, Al and his men were informed that when you hear a trumpet, the gate will 
fall, and we want you guy's off as quick as possible, because this captain, wants to head back home to 
England ASAP. 

Al Nicholas was stationed with headquarters, he worked in the open, repairing all sorts of instruments of 
war, and if he had an inkling of a bomb coming the slit trench only a few feet away had a sign indicating 
"Welcome home son". While just outside Dunkirk, a little French boy, approached Al and his buddy, and 
informed them that two women would like you to come over for some wine, Young All of twenty-one, 
and his friend of twenty-two, walked into the home, and with jaws agape, the women of fifty-to sixty 
who spoke perfect English, said, you thought we would be younger, right? “No, no, not really.” 

While on another excursion in Caen, Al and another friend named Al, saw some chickens running around 
the backyard, decided that a feast was in order, so Nicholson suggested he would enter the chicken 
coup, and force a chicken towards his buddy Al. It's not bad enough that Nicholson must crawl along slit 
trenches at times, now he is chasing a chicken when he takes a tumble in the chicken coup, and like a 
serviette which collects moisture from your lips, his uniform collected an assortment of chicken dodo 
while sliding face first chasing the chicken towards his buddy. To add insult to injury, his good friend Al, 
nails the chicken over the head with a shovel, and then while cooking a treasure of war, burns the 
chicken. 
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George Hutchison, D+4 
17th Duke of York's Royal Canadian Hussars 

From one unsung hero to another, George Hutchison, D+4, was in his early twenty's when he joined the 
17th and wasted very little time after training. From England trucks full of motorcycles were loaded onto 
LCT along with soldiers. Under the direction of Lieutenant Pavey, a group of ten men, worked twenty-
four hours per day. Never missing a shift, and meeting with each squadron every two hours, 
accumulating, and transporting secret information back and forth from headquarters. It was a job 
George enjoyed tremendously. During the evenings, always working in pairs George and his partner 
traveled by jeep rather than a motorcycle. The German's said, "Give a Canadian a Motorcycle and they 
will take care of the rest". Secret information was important to both sides, but like champions, the cause 
seem more important to the Canadians. 
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THE BATTLE OF FALAISE NORMANDY, FRANCE AUGUST 14TH 1944 
By J.F. McGowan 17th Hussars 

On the night of August 13th, we were put in the picture, so the saying was at that time. The order of 
battle for the attack on the town of Falaise was given to us as follows; that is, as best I can remember for 
at that time I had no idea I would be trying to remember it all some 40 years later. 

First there would be a heavy air bombardment early in the morning in the area immediately ahead of 
our lines. This would cause us some concern as we had already suffered two bombings from the R.A.F. 
and the American Air force. This would be followed by a great artillery bombardment; General 
Montgomery was well known for his use of massed artillery. At a pre-arranged time the artillery would 
stop and the tanks would move across the start line followed by the support infantry of the 3rd Division. 
The infantry would be mounted in armoured troop carriers, which were something new at that time. 

When the tanks and the infantry had over run the German positions and seemed all their objectives the 
Recce Reg't (17th Hussars) would exploit the breakthrough. The Air bombardment and Artillery 
bombardment went off as planned. However, the tanks ran into devastating fire 88's and/or German 
tanks and were stopped shortly after they had crossed the start line. This of course stopped the infantry 
in their troop carriers and the Reece behind the infantry. 10th troop C squadron of the 7th recce (17th 
Hussars) was the lead troop behind the infantry with the squadron strung out behind. 

The 10th troop Recce Section with 2 Humber A/C's and 2 Humber scout cars, were in the lead followed 
by the 2 carrier sections with 2 carriers in each section. I was the driver of the troop leader's Humber 
A/C. Lieutenant B. E. Benitez was my crew commander and the gunner operator was R.E. Andrews. 

When the Reece Reg't was stopped behind the infantry and the tanks the radio message within the 
squadron were urgently requesting us in the lead to press on. We soon passed the infantry in their 
carriers and then the tanks, many tanks, were out of action. We were moving through tall grass or 
whatever it was went over the crest of a hill and on the down side we met very heavy anti- tank fire. The 
2 Humber A/C's on the recce section were immediately destroyed, an armour piercing shell from the 
German 88 goes right through a Humber from the front through the driver, the turret, through the 
motor and out the back. A Humber offers no serious resistance to an 88. The 2 scout cars were damaged 
and one carrier destroyed. My car was hit in the front under carriage and part of the steering gear 
damaged so that the car could not be turned to the left. When we were hit, there was a loud explosion. I 
immediately accelerated down the hill past the destroyed vehicles to a line of trees which lined the road 
that crossed our advance and we were now out of sight of whatever was shooting at us. Mr. Benitez was 
lying on the floor of the turret, he had a head wound, and there was blood all over him and the floor of 
the turret. He soon revived and we gave him first aid and he was able to be quickly evacuated. RE. 
Andrews wanted nothing more to do with armour cars so was assigned to a carrier. He was killed by a 
sniper while sitting in a carrier on August 31st, 1944. 

The troop was assembled by Sgts McGill and McMullen. Although I had no crew commander or gunner 
operator I was asked to stay with the troop as I had the only AC left in the troop. As a troop, we saw no 
further action that day, and the next day I returned to B echelon with the damaged A/C. Since the 
Humber A/C was beyond repair I was soon given a new car. I transferred all my kit and Mr. Benitez' kit to 
the new car. At that time we had steel ammunition boxes bolted to the fenders of the car in which we 
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kept our personal kit. While transferring these boxes to the new car, I found several shrapnel holes in 
them with the result that all the shirts, etc. inside were full of holes. 

I also got a new gunner operator, Harold Weston, who came from Toronto. We got along very well 
together and stayed together until I was injured in April, 1945. Mr. Benitez returned to us in a few days 
and we rejoined our troop in time for the run through France. 

McGowan's return for Christmas Dinner 

First Christmas on the firemen's spare board for the Ottawa promotion district out of Montreal on the 
Canadian Pacific. 

There were more than 50 men on the firemen's spare board at that time. Bulletins were posted 
everywhere, no leave to be granted anyone over the holidays. There were lots of trains running in 
passenger service; some were regular trains and some were extra trains for the holiday traffic. They 
were all steam powered and some had to be double headed, that is, a helper engine had to assist the 
regular engine. 

About 10 a.m., I was called by George Nangraves, chief clerk of the calling bureau at Park Avenue 
Station. "John", he said, as he was always friendly with me since I had served with his brother Frank in 
the 17th Hussars. Frank was the clerk in C Sqn. Quarter Master Store. "I have a good job for you today; 
you should be back home for your Christmas dinner tonight. 

I need a fire man for the St. Martin helper, your engineer will be Joe Gariepy, a Quebec seniority man. 
The dispatcher says there will be only on freight train out of Three Rivers today, Christmas Day, so you 
are ordered at Outremont shop for 12.02 p.m. with engine 5119. If all goes well John, you should be 
back by 2 or p.m., lots of time for you Christmas dinner. Merry Christmas" he said as he hung up. 

I showed up at Outremont shop at 11.15 and prepared engine 5119, but before we left the shop track 
engine 5119 was required for a snow plow as it had started to snow quite heavily. Engine 5119 had a 
vestibule cab, which means that the cab was closed in and so better in snow plow service than an engine 
with an open cab. 

We were given engine 1045, which had an open cab but was equipped with curtains between the engine 
and tender on both sides and a curtain on the back of the cab which had to be drawn back in the open 
position when the fireman wanted to put in a fire. This was not much good when the engine was in a 
reverse or tender first movement. Since we had to travel first to St-Martin Jct., a distance of 10 miles, 
we objected to the locomotive foreman, but to no avail. 

We arrived at St-Martin Jct. about 1.00 p.m. The train we were to assist (Double head) was delayed and 
not expected for another two hours. Neither the engineer nor I had brought a lunch and as there was no 
place to eat at the junction, we had a long wait. The delayed train finally arrived. We backed on and 
without delay headed for Outremont and home. 

 

When we passed Mile End tower we were given orders on the hoop by the operator to get coal and 
water and return to St-Martin Jct. as soon as possible. The Frontenac, a fast passenger train from 
Quebec City to Montreal, was in difficulty and would require assistance. 
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Upon our return to St-Martin Jct. we were advised that the Frontenac was indeed in serious trouble and 
we would have to go to Terrebonne, a distance of some 20 miles on the Three Rivers subdivision tender 
first. 

That was some trip, as I had never been on the Three Rivers subdivision before and we were running 
tender first in a snow storm. 

We finally found the stranded train which was well protected by the crew with torpedoes and red fuses. 
They were very pleased to see us as they had about 300 passengers who were by this time cold and 
hungry and very upset to be delayed about 5 hours on Christmas Day. 

We were coupled on to the front end of a 2800 and without delay or further incident we arrived at 
Windsor station in Montreal. We were greeted by a battery of officials of the railway and what looked 
like hundreds of people waiting for this train which was by this time over 5 hours late. 

Although my Engineer and I were very hungry we had no opportunity to get anything to eat for they 
soon pulled the equipment from behind us and we were on our way back to Outremont shop once 
again, tender first, into the snow storm. We arrived about 11.00 p.m. at the shop track and off duty at 
1:30 p.m. Christmas Day was just about over. 

At that time, I lived with my mother at 5698 Jeanne Mance street which was about a 20-minute walk 
from Outremont shops. That night I was tired and hungry, and trudging through knew deep snow was 
not appealing, so I headed for the streetcar stop on Park Avenue. Tickets were four for .25$ in those 
days. At the streetcar stop several people told me they had been waiting a long time, so I decided to 
walk home. I had gone about half way when the streetcars passed me by. I remember it was a long cold 
walk in all that snow. 

When I finally arrived home, Christmas Day had passed and the eagerly anticipated Christmas dinner 
with my mother, brothers and sisters, so longed for in the many years of army service overseas, would 
have to wait another year. 
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A CONTACT PATROL, NORMANDY, FRANCE, AUGUST 1944  
By John McGowan 

10th TROOP C SQUADRON, 7th RECONNAISSANCE REG'T, 3rd CANADIAN DIVISION 

Assignment to find the forward troops of the Polish Armoured division, which was on the left flank of 
the 3rd Canadian Division. The Canadian commander was apparently having communication problems 
with the Polish command and we were to find their forward positions and report to the division so that 
the Canadian commander knew where the Polish forward troops were at all times. My troop leader and 
crew commander was Lieut B.E. Benitez; the gunner operator was RE. Andrews and me J.F. McGowan, 
the driver mechanic. We had Humber (British) armoured cars A/C, which was named "C Bee". I had 
water-proofed this car in England and drove it off a landing craft into five feet of water onto the beach 
at Normandy. We lost this car to 88 fire at the battle of Falaise. Humber A/C's were equipped with 
37mm gun and a Besa Machine Gun. These were later, in September, replaced with the Daimler A/C, 
another British car, but a good improvement over the Humber. 

We left our troop after first light and before long we had found the forward squadron of Polish tanks. 
Their Squadron Headquarters was at a crossroads about half mile from a small village. We first took a 
position a few yards from the road where we camouflaged our A/C on the reverse side of the large hay 
stack, dug the usual shallow slit trench and watched the Polish armour dash madly about our front. 
There was a group of buildings on both sides of the road, about a half mile down the road to our front. 
Several times, the Polish tanks, which had no infantry in support, dashed down the road into this group 
of buildings with guns blazing. There would be great noises of the tank motors and gun fire and then the 
tanks would come back at great speed past our positions. 

A few days later, I had the opportunity to pass down this road and by these buildings and it seemed to 
me that the Polish tanks had caught a company of German infantry on the road between the buildings 
and stone walls. It appeared they had machine gunned the Germans and then proceeded to pass over 
the dead until they were flattened out. It was impossible to say how many there had been. The flies and 
the smell were terrible. At dusk on the first night, we moved back to a group of buildings at the cross 
roads where the Polish troops were. Under the cover of darkness, they moved up their 60 Hwts trucks 
with petrol and ammunition, etc, and started to make too much noise, shouting and talking out loud in 
the dark. They sounded like Germans to us. We quickly took refuge in the A/C with all the hatches down 
and not too soon, for the whole area came under heavy shell fire. The Poles suffered many unnecessary 
casualties. The second night they were much quieter. 

Attached to a large farm was a lean-to shed which was used to store farm implements and wagons. 
When we arrived, I noticed a team of horses had been killed and were laying half under the lean-to and 
half outside. On the second day, the horses had started to bloat. When shells landed near by the 
explosions would loosen the slate shingles on the lean-to roof and slide down onto the horses and 
pierce their hides. The resulting smell was almost unbearable. 

It was at this place that we lost our troop second in command, Lieut. N. Johnson and his driver, trooper 
C.E. Owens. They were on their way to relieve us and were within a few hundred yards of our positions 
when their carrier received a direct hit in the front compartment. It was not until the next day that we 
found them. Andrews and I dug a shallow grave, where we buried what we could find of their bodies. 
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Mr. Benitez gathered what personal effects he could find, and afterwards we set fire to the carrier with 
the spare petrol from the carrier and our A/C. 

Thus ended the contact patrol with the Polish armoured division. 

In 1968, while on holiday visit to Vancouver, I met with trooper Tom Jalbert, who was the radio operator 
in the Johnson carrier. There was another operator in that carrier that day, but I don't remember his 
name. 

Tom Jalbert told me they were both deafened that day, along with other small wounds. He also said that 
they both recovered their hearing several months after the war. He also told me the other operator was 
living in Victoria, B.C. 
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LAST RECCE PATROL, HOLLAND 1945 
HOLLAND, 1945 

 

My last recce patrol was on the 5th of April on the outskirts of the town of Zutphen. About mid-morning, 
while in the lead car of a patrol from 10th Troop Squadron of the 7th Recce Regiment. We cautiously 
moved around a curve and observed a large tree across the road. We immediately reversed out of sight 
of the road block. I disembarked and approached on foot to observe the area immediately ahead with 
my binoculars. There was no sign of any enemy movement around the trees which seemed to be about 
2 or 3 feet in diameter and was completely blocking the road. We had no equipment to remove the tree 
and there seemed to be no way around the tree. 

Shortly, my troop officer Mr. Benitez arrived with the rest of the troop. It was decided I would take a 
carrier and scout a small dirt path on the left flank. I set out with the carrier crew and soon found there 
were a large woods and 110 road through it to by-pass the road block. I returned to the main road 
through it to by-pass the road block. I returned to the main road and climbed to the top of my car to 
report the situation to the troop officer on the wireless. While standing on the car we came under heavy 
motor fire. I jumped from the back of the Daimler to the deep ditch at the side of the road. When I 
landed I felt a sharp pain in my left ankle which I immediately dismissed as there were more urgent 
thing to deal with. 

We soon determined that the road block was heavily defended and set up a holding position. Other 
elements of our troop attempted to find a way around the road block on the right flank without success. 
These by-pass attempts took up most of the afternoon. Just before dark the infantry and their support 
tanks moved up to our position and relieved us of that situation. 

We harboured that night at a nearby farm house. By this time my ankle had swollen and I had to cut part 
of my boot to get it off. We usually slept with our boots on in situations like this but my foot was very 
painful. I found a stout cane in the farm house and a large slipper that I was able to use. 

 

The next day the infantry with tank support were to attack the road block. The Engineers would remove 
the tree and we would exploit the breakthrough. There was some delay in this plan and by mid-
afternoon when the ration truck caught up with us Mr. Benitez suggested I return with the ration truck 
and see the unit M.0. about my foot. 

At the regimental aid post I was told that only an X-Ray would determine if there were any broken 
bones. I was then taken to a casualty clearing station but they had no X-Ray equipment there, so was 
taken by ambulance to a hospital. I rode with the driver in front and there were several stretchers cases 
in the back. In conversation with the ambulance driver I learned he was a Scotsman and had been a 
hearse driver for an undertaker in Scotland before the war. He was very rough driver, At least it seemed 
that way for it hurt like blazes whenever he hit a bump. I could hear the moans from the back of the 
ambulance. He apologized all the time; nevertheless, the bumps hurt all his passengers. 

Sometime before midnight we arrived at the 1st Canadian General Hospital in Nijmegen, Holland. I 
hobbled into reception area and found a seat on a bench in the hallway. They unloaded all the stretcher 
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cases first and attended to them immediately. After they were taken care of, an M.O. approached me in 
the hallway. I told him my story and he became upset saying I should have been on a stretcher. He 
promptly ordered a stretcher and I was carried about ten feet into an adjoining room where he cut away 
the old slipper and smelly sock, had a quick look at my foot, and said something about X-Rays tomorrow. 

I was then carded up some stairs to a large ward where there were many wounded soldiers. An orderly 
helped me undress and get into bed. I was very embarrassed as I was dirty and the bed with such nice 
clean sheets looked so clean. The orderly didn't seem to mind and said I could get cleaned up tomorrow. 
I immediately went to sleep and slept until the next afternoon when Sgt woke me and said to get ready 
that I was to be evacuated by air ambulance to Belgium. I promptly went back to sleep and next 
remember being on a stretcher on the ground at an airfield and was soon loaded into an air ambulance. 
I remember the airplane was very noisy but I slept again and woke up on the ground again outside of the 
airplane. A British Red Cross woman was waking me to see if l was Canadian. When I said I was, she gave 
me some Canadian cigarettes. 

I don't remember the ambulance ride to the hospital which was in a convent. I do remember 4 civilians 
carrying me up several flights of stairs and being very noisy about it. I think they were arguing who had 
the heavy end of the stretcher. 

This was British Army Hospital and the first thing I wanted was a bath and they obliged the very first 
morning when two male orderlies helped me into an old-fashioned tub in a rather large room after 
which I felt much better, especially as the doctor I was about to see was a woman. This was a surprise as 
I didn't know there were women doctors in the army. She was very busy and since my problem was not 
urgent she gave me little time. This hospital did supply me with a razor, toothbrush, and towels as I had 
none of this equipment with me. I also remember that at the side table at every bed there was a small 
box about 2 inches’ square with a spring lid. It was used to spit in by the British Soldiers. I didn't think 
much of that. 

On the 10th of April I was transferred to the 2nd Canadian Convalescent depot, without any X-Rays of 
my left ankle. The British hospital gave me a new pair of boots. 

The 2nd Canadian Convalescent Hospital was at the town of Knocke in Belgium on the coast. We were 
billeted in large hotels on the sea shore. Every morning we slowly walked a few city blocks to a large 
building which had been a casino before the war, and there we joined the others for P.T. 

My ankle was still sore to walk on and very weak. There seemed to be no improvement so reported to 
sick parade after about a week. The M.0. was surprised to hear that I had had no X-Rays of my ankle. He 
sent me to the 12th Canadian General Hospital at Bruges, where I got the necessary X-Rays and a 
walking cast applied. 

I was only at this hospital a day or so when the sister (Nurse) in charge of the ward recognized that I was 
from the 7th Recce Reg't (17th Hussars). She asked me if I know Cpl. Leslie (Duffy) Refuse and of course I 
remembered him very well from 11th Troop C. Sqn. 

 

She told me what a courageous man he was and how he had been a patient in her care. He had been 
very seriously wounded by shell fire and she showed me the bed he had been in and how they had 
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removed his stomach and put it in a sheep's stomach on the bed beside him while his other wounds 
healed enough so that everything could be put back together. Many nurses came to me to tell me how 
great a guy he was. I was very proud of him and his courage reflected on the Regiment. He survived his 
wounds although he spent 5 years in hospitals after the war. He had a leg amputation in 1965 and died 
of a heart attack in 1983. 

One Sunday while attending Mass in the hospital chapel. I met a soldier patient Eddie Cross, who had 
been in my class at St. Michaels School, and played hockey with me on the St. Michaels AAA hockey 
team just before the war. Eddie was a Sgt in the infantry and had been wounded in the hand. 

When the war in Europe was over on May 8th, Ed and I went into town to celebrate. When we returned 
that evening my ward had been cleared of beds and the place was set up for a victory Dance. They had 
hired some local musicians and everything was in full swing when we arrived. We had purchased several 
bottles of local booze and were in high spirits having commandeered a British Provost jeep to bring us 
back to the hospital. We soon joined in the celebrations and shared our spirits. I remember dancing with 
the nurses and then walking up in a strange room which turned out to be a POW ward. The prisoners 
were very good to me. I had broken my leg cast and had a huge headache. It was the next day before I 
got a new cast. 

While at the hospital I had the opportunity to see the procession of the Holly Blood parade for the 
people of the area. I was invited with several other patients from the hospital to a special dinner after 
the parade with a Belgium family. The dinner took place in the dining room of a very large house with 
about twenty guests. The main course was a large cow's tongue which was carried in a great platter to 
the dining room table and carved with great ceremony. They were all very kind to us although we could 
not muster too much enthusiasm for the cow's tongue. We did appreciate that they were sharing 
something special to them. 

On May the 21st I was transferred to England to the 24th Canadian General Hospital. Although I enjoyed 
my stay at this hospital very much, it was marred by my being AWL, the only time in all my services. I 
was only there a few days when I got word my brother Peter had been released from POW camp and 
was in England. We made arrangements to meet at some friend's home at Wheathampstead near St-
Albans. 

I had no difficulty getting leave. We met as planned and spent some very happy days together with our 
friends the Archers, Doris and Les and Don Summerton. Pete was a sight to see. The-last time I saw him 
was in July 1941 just before I went overseas. At that time Pete weighed about 190 lbs. somewhat 
overweight. When I met him at the Archers he weighed a little less than 90 lbs. and he had the most ill-
fitting uniform one could imagine. 

However, after nine months in POW camps he cared not what he looked like and the whole world was 
now just great. We drank too much and ate all we could get. We were always grateful to those 
wonderful English people who put up with us at this time in our lives. 

 

The result of all this celebrating with Pete was that I was late returning from that leave to the 24th 
Canadian General Hospital. I was paraded with due army ceremony to the commanding officer who, 
after listening to my story, gave me a recorded reprimand and the loss of one day's pay. My whole 
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experience with Canadian Army Hospital was excellent and I have some very nice memories, especially 
listening to the Canadian Army Nursing sisters talking, for hadn't listed to a Canadian girl talk from 
August 1941 to April 1946. I had not realized it, but I guess it was one of the things I missed. 

On June 25th, my 23rd birthday, I was transferred to the 4th Canadian Convalescent Depot at Aldershot.  I 
was transferred across the road to the 4th Canadian General Hospital, where I had an appendectomy. 

This was a new experience for me as a spinal anaesthetic so I was awake throughout the operation 
although I could feel no pain. I would hear them and see about the operating room during the 
operation. 

On July 24th I was transferred to Roman Way Convalescent Hospital and on August 10th to #1 Canadian 
Reception Depot which proved to be the last camp for me overseas and the first step to returning to 
Canada and home. Home, where there would be no more patrols and the relief from that knowledge 
would be great. Only those who have experienced the danger can truly appreciate the relief. 

However, 40 years later the memory is clear. I guess it shall live with me for as long as I live. 

 

For in memory the last patrol shall never end. 
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ALAN CANAVAN, D+39 
 

During the year 1943 there was an exercise -sometimes called schemes -on this particular exercise one 
squadron from the 17th DYRCH had been requested by a British Division to operate as their 
reconnaissance. The idea was that this British Division would be operating against another British 
Division and the exercise would take place north of London. A request such as this was quite an honour 
and we were delighted that we had been included. 

I was at that time with our anti-tank section of Headquarters Squadron. Early in the exercise we 
happened to be outside an area where there were still a few fields to be seen. We had arrived in this 
place and had settled there for the night. There was a gathering that took place and we were informed 
by none other than Captain Doug Jamieson that reveille would be at 04.00 and that he didn't want to 
see any of us in the pub just across the field. He then dismissed us and that was that, or was it? Some of 
us decided to go across the field and we did just that. Once inside the pub we ordered a beer and guess 
who was sitting right beside me? None other than Captain Doug Jamieson! After this we finished our 
beer and left. Nothing more was said. The exercise turned out to be a good one and I believe that our 
British Division defeated the other one. This exercise lasted for almost a week before returning to our 
camp. 

A month or so later I was asked to join the Intelligence section of RRQ. This was a complete departure 
from what I had been doing up to that time in the Army. Some officers didn't consider us as soldiers! 
That was a mistake. We thought that we were pretty good in almost anything that we were asked to do. 
The Intelligence section was a very small operation. It consisted of one officer, one Sergeant, and about 
four troopers. Our mode of transportation was mostly on Norton motorcycles. There was an Armoured 
car for the officer and a Heavy (HUP) vehicle which was used as an office. Time neither does nor permits 
me to tell of the odd things that took place with this HUP once we arrived in France. 

As anyone can see from the date I arrived in France that D-Day was well behind us. Our "B" Squadron 
had gone into France quite early after D-Day. They were followed later on by "A" Squadron. The rest of 
the regiment which included "C" Squadron and HQ and RRQ all arrived in France on the 15th of July. 

Prior to going to France, we were stationed in the permanent barracks in Chichester. When it was our 
turn to go we had a very early morning start, as a matter of interest it was pitch black! Our convoy was a 
long one and the idea was that we would drive to London and then be escorted by the London 
Metropolitan Police to Tilbury Docks. Anyone on a motorcycle that day had to work as traffic directors. 
All our dispatch riders were involved as well as the "1" Section. I don't think that anyone got lost? Upon 
arrival at Tilbury Docks we saw a ship moored which had the bow all bashed in. This was supposed to be 
the ship which was to take us to France. There must have been a number of discussions that took place 
as we were then told that we would be staying overnight and would board another ship on the following 
day. The next ship was a Liberty ship that turned out to have been built in Canada; we boarded the "Fort 
Covington" and at dusk we sailed down the river Thames. We saw Canadian destroyer heading upstream 
and there were a few "Catcalls" from our ship. I won't print what was said as this could be read by 
younger people and I don't want to give them the wrong idea? 

 We rounded the coast and went past Dover and a few oilier English ports before crossing the English 
Channel. As the dawn broke we were off Courselles-sur-Mer in France. Then came the unloading of all 
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that we had brought with us. We did go from the "Fort Covington" via rope ladders and down into a 
Landing craft before going ashore. If we had arrived a week later we would have made a dry landing 
according to a Royal Engineer who was seeing to the unloading of everything. Once ashore, we had to 
de-waterproof our vehicles. When these vehicles were waterproofed in England we used a greasy type 
of material which had somewhat waxy feeling to it. The waterproofing was used in any area that water 
could enter and the engines in particular were covered with this material. There was also a flexible hose 
that was used to prevent water from being sucked into the motor. The de-waterproofing took a little 
less time than the waterproofing. We were now ready to make our debut into war. We drove pretty 
much into the city of Caen. This city had only been taken a day or so before we arrived. It didn't take 
long before you realized that this wasn't a game. 

Our duties in the “I' Section included a number of things. We were responsible for the issuing of maps, 
coding and decoding of messages as well as getting the latest information from Divisional Headquarters. 
A typical day for the "I" Section people would be to designate who was going to be on duty that night? If 
it was your turn you went to Headquarters and went on duty at 20:00 hours. You would be responsible 
to encode any messages or even to decode if necessary. Codes were changed officially at 02:00 hours 
each day. In the early morning you and another representative from other units, take down the latest 
situation report from the front lines of battle. The majority of the other unit members were mostly 
Captains and Majors. We always found it interesting as to why a couple of Lance Corporal would be 
involved with such a fine body of men! I can recall that nobody ever complained because we were there 
and that we were not commissioned. When we returned from Div. Headquarters we had to post all the 
information that we had obtained before we could go off duty. If you were not accustomed to sleeping 
in the daytime, then life became a bit more difficult. Just think of all those little char-horses they used to 
recharge all the batteries. The sound of these was noisy. Something similar to a group of motorcycles all 
idling. When the batteries were recharged -they were usually charged in the evenings -once the 
chargers were stopped we all woke up and asked to have them turned on again! We had become so 
used to hearing these machines that when they were turned off you immediately woke up. 

On other duty that we performed was to look after any prisoners of war. We searched them and then 
took them to Field Intelligence where they were "gone over with a fine toothed comb". Field Intelligence 
were usually located out in a large field. The field would be surrounded with barbed wire and acted as 
an enclosure for the prisoners. The largest number of prisoners that I escorted off to Field Intelligence 
amounted to 52. Try loading 52 onto about three 60 cwt. Trucks. Not an easy task. 

During the time that we were in action we had daily duties to perform. There were three "I" Section 
men that were responsible for getting daily reports from three fighting Squadrons. 'The Squadron that I 
covered was "C" Squadron. Once we had our reports we then returned to RHQ and one of our people 
would compile these reports. These were then entered into the War Diary. Unfortunately, the War Diary 
turned out to be a very boring type of document. Had we known at the time we could have embellished 
this into a "best seller" (My words). Other War Diaries from other regiments often read like the real 
thing. I do not recall ever being told that we were to make this type of reporting as interesting as 
possible. If we had known, then our War Diary would have been one of the best. 

After WWII I returned to Canada and went back to my old job with Standard Brands Limited. This 
company produced such items as Tender Leaf Tea, Chase & Sanborn's coffee and Fleischmann's Yeast, 
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Magic Baking Powder as well as Gillette's Lye etc. This company was bought out by Nabisco some years 
ago and no longer exists. 

I had been in accounting and thought that I would like a change by going into sales, then joined the 
Miner Rubber Company Ltd. Of Granby, Quebec. 

Later I worked with a few chemical importers and distributors and in 1986 retired only to become 
involved with RCH Association in an Executive capacity. I was president from 1976-1980 and from 1990 
to 2000 and counting! 

NON NOBIS SED PATRIAE 

Alan Canavan 

17th Duke of York's Royal Canadian Hussars. 
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Belgium 1944, 10th TROOP C SQUADRON 
7th Reece Reg't (17th DYRCH) 3rd Canadian Division 

Somewhere in Belgium, on October the 10th or 11th, in darkness we were loaded into an amphibious 
vehicle called a Buffalo. Their capacity was one Bren Gun Carrier with 15 or 20 men. This was the first 
time I ever saw one and happy to say the last time. I had misgivings as we set out into open water in the 
dark. I not only didn't know where we were going, but I didn't know where we had been. We had no life 
preservers and being loaded down with the equipment of an infantry and as I couldn't swim, was hoping 
this water trip would be short. This was the first time I had ever seen phosphors on the water. 

We made a soft landing on a quiet sandy beach, we were not landed in the right place, but since it was a 
safe landing and no enemy, it was something to be happy about. I felt much more comfortable on the 
land than on the water in the dark. We marched on dykes and up ditches to a position recently taken by 
some infantry of the 3rd Div. 

That night we dug in around a couple of farm houses and their out buildings. The digging was very easy 
as the land was sandy and slit trenches for 2 men were quickly dug before dark. By morning the trenches 
were half full of water, cold water, and everyone was soon cold and wet. Thanks to a double ration of 
rum and an added benefit that we were drawing rations for a full troop but were only about half 
strength. 

Shortly after dark, the Germans moved up a 20 mm gun to the top of a dyke to the front and left of us. 
This gun proceeded to shoot up the general area. They soon set a large barn on fire about 50 feet from 
our trench. That night I shared a trench with trooper Tideswell, who was a gunner operator in an AC of 
my patrol. He was a very nervous chap who came from Halifax I think. A Corporal Duffy Rafuse made a 
heroic effort to enter the burning barn and brought out a badly burned farm horse. The horse was badly 
burned about the head and had to be shot. The old cavalry instincts of the Hussars were still with some 
of the older men of the regiment. 

That night I led a patrol of 7 or 8 men to a crossroad between our position and the squadron on our left. 
We met in the darkness and spent the night guarding the crossroads from a possible infiltration by the 
enemy. We returned to our respective troops before first light. 

I recall a humorous incident that happened that night. The night was very dark and visibility only a few 
feet ahead. We were moving down a ditch, sometimes crawling and sometimes in a crouched position. 
The ditch was along a dyke road and the road was about 8 or 10 feet higher than the surrounding land. 
Some distance along this ditch from our position I came across a dead German soldier, who was 
propped up with his back to the rise of the dyke road. I told the man behind me about the dead German 
and told him to pass the word to those behind. I had just gone a short distance when the man behind 
me stopped me and said I was wanted behind. I moved back in the dark to find Cpl. Tom Matthews with 
his hand over the mouth of one of our troopers, a new man who had just come to us a few days before. 
It seems he hadn't been told about the dead German and in the dark he had pressed on the dead man's 
stomach, causing him to prop up with a belch. We eventually revived our young man and the patrol 
continued on. 

When daylight came, the 20 mm was gone and we had less fire from the enemy. In the farm yard across 
the road, someone had released some pigs from their enclosures during the night, as they were making 
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so much noise. Before dark there were 2 or 3 dead Germans in the farm yard and in the morning there 
was very little left of them. 

That afternoon, C Sqn Made an attack on the position where the 20 mm had been the night before. They 
used our flame throwers and the carrier sections. Although the attack was successful, we lost Sgt Bill 
MacKay and his buddy both were killed when they attempted to take some prisoners. Bill was a good 
friend of mine, we joined up the same day, my number was D 3515 and Bill's number was 3555. Bill's 
buddy that day was a Senegalese French soldier he had picked up in France and given a Canadian 
uniform. He followed Bill very closely all the time and died beside him. 

His story was rather vague; it seems he was taken prisoner early in the war by the Germans. He had 
somehow escaped and at the time Bill met him; he was working and hiding on a French farm. He was as 
black a man as I had ever seen and spoke only French. He took a great liking to Bill and wanted to join us 
in fighting the Germans. He had been hiding in France since 1940. 

The next day I returned with Sgt. Doug McMullen, our troop Sgt to where we had left the vehicles. Word 
had come that crossing was established over the Leopold canal and a bridge was available. I was ordered 
to bring back one of our Bren carriers. Alone I set out to find the bridge and try to rejoin the troop. I had 
no map of my own but did have a look at the troop leader's map before I left. I had no difficulty finding 
the Bailey bridge. I crossed the bridge and at the first crossroads made a right turn and came to a small 
village which seemed to be deserted. This made me suspicious and nervous, for with no civilians, or any 
sign of our troops about, it would mean that there could be Germans around. However, I soon passed 
through the village without incident, although there was evidence of some action having taken place 
with shell holes in the houses and on the roads. 

With every passing minute and no sign of our troops or civilians, I was getting more concerned being all 
alone with a strange carrier and maybe on the wrong road. 

However, I was soon relieved to recognize the crossroads where I had spent the night while on patrol a 
couple of days before. I now knew where I was and soon found our troop. We were all glad to have 
transportation once again. 

 

As written by J.F. McGowan 
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Bert Carlson, D+4, Universal Carrier 
A Story of One Man, His Universal Carrier and the unknown 

By Jock Pichette 

 

On July 9th, 1918 in the Maisonneuve district of Montreal, a little voice screamed out bring on the 
world, I'm ready. Little did he know at that time, he would be become part of Canadian History, and a 
participant of World War II which took place between 1939-1945. Sometime in August 1999, this writer 
had the opportunity to escort this fine looking young man of eighty-one years to his doctor located on 
Cote-des-Neiges Road, only minutes from 17th Duke of York's Royal Canadian Hussars Headquarters. As 
we sat together waiting for his doctor to administer his needle, we talked about the Capri, where all his 
army buddies are meeting for lunch and a few beers. Would you like to join them, once we finish here? 

Without batting an eyelash, he said, yes, do you mind. Of course not, Bert. I seldom miss a meeting. My 
friend is battling prostate Cancer, and by looking at him, you would think that another battle in the field 
would be preferable at this time. At 12.00 Noon exactly, he was called into the doctor's office, and 
within five minutes he was back out. From my seat, I yelled that was quick, perfect timing, he said, let's 
get out of here. Together we headed for the elevators, and four floors down to the car parked at the 
front door. He was extremely happy, after all, the boy's at the Capri already had an hour start, and were 
about fifteen minutes away. His enthusiasm is growing every minute as we head down Guy towards St-
Patrick Street. He blurts out one name after the other of the men I was to meet, it's a fun gang, and 
once you have a few beers, you will be one of us. It's now 12.30 PM, and we find a spot in the parking lot 
of the Capri, and before you know it, were approaching the table of at least twelve of his friends and 
they are yelling, "Hey Bert, you brought your doctor with you today"? "No he's my son in-law, and he 
drove me to the doctors". My friend grab's the end seat, while I sat across from Doug Jamieson, a 
dapper of a man, glad to see you, he said, sit down son, and just as I sat in my chair, Doug got up from 
his chair pointed a polite finger at me and said "Don't let anybody tell you different, we won the war", 
and the jokes began. On another occasion, Doug Jamieson recounted a funny story about Sergeant 
Major Rocky Ryan. While overseas, the Sgt approached two soldiers one day, and pointed at one, and 
said, "you kitchen duty". Sir, the soldier replied, I have an appointment with the dentist. "Don't talk 
back, get into the kitchen", and pointed to the other soldier and said, " You go to the dentist". To my 
right sat Charlie Stetts, a smallish man, with enough wrinkles in his face to map out all of the Montreal 
area. He had these tiny little openings for his eyes, and talked directly into my face. I don't think I 
understood a word he said but his enthusiasm for filling my glass with beer made him a good man. At 
one point, Victor Lecours spoke up, he organized these luncheons, a jolly individual that controlled the 
table with his laughter, and jokes. He turned to Charlie who was wearing a wafer thin beige Jacket, and 
told him its time you bought a new jacket. Never mind Charlie retorted, this Jacket cost me $ 4.95 forty 
years ago including tax.  

Charlie who lives in Longueuil was now fumbling with a bus ticket, and he told us that he was on his way 
to his girlfriend's in Lasalle. This man travels, and like many of the others most had Bus Tickets rather 
than an automobile. Another distinguished war veteran, Raymond Barnett, Corporal sat a few seat 
down. He arrived in Europe on D+4 as part of the assault troop. The story goes that this man was 
wounded at Caen, and transported back for medical treatment. This field hospital had to discharge 
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people as quick as possible, considering that a war was in progress, and Raymond had a choice, go back 
to England or train soldiers. His response was quick, I did not join the army to train soldiers, he said, I 
want to join my buddies up front, thank you! Raymond received a good part of his training in Truro, N.S., 
you can see from his courage that the 17th Hussars certainly played a big part in winning World War II. 
We were approaching 3.00PM in the afternoon, the crowd was thinning down, with one friend after the 
other leaving. A table away, a bunch of retired Bell Canada employees were also ending a day's fun at 
the Capri. These guys would purposely send over a pitcher of beer to the Vets so that they would not 
leave, it was a fun thing, and the respect generated a feeling of camaraderie. I learned something on this 
day; here I am twenty years younger than most, feeling proud, and honoured to have sat with these 
brave men. I realized that we as Canadian should be grateful to those tough individuals, who endured so 
much more than we will ever face in life. They ask, for nothing, yet only at moments such as I have 
described here at the Capri, do we see those who understand the importance of their dedications, 
fortitude, and courage. Be proud, and honored because at this gathering today, we have a Hero among 
us, his name is BERT CARL CARLSON, D+4 from the Royal Canadian Hussars. He is a husband, a Dad, a 
Grandfather, and a great Canadian. Bert's Story: So how does a young man get involved with a war? It all 
started for Bert from his home at 707 Riverview in Verdun, he began his trek towards the Canadian 
Army Headquarters on St. Jacques Street, just across from the famous Queen's hotel and registered for 
battle. Trooper Carlson, B, left behind a job with Stelco who employed him as a shipper in the fine wire 
division. The wire he was shipping out was the very same product being used overseas as a means of 
stopping the Allied forces from invading Juno Beach. 

His Army career began in Longueuil for a short stint, and then on November 22, 1940 he began an Army 
vehicle-driving course in Farnham, Quebec that lasted only a month. Off to Huntington, Quebec for 
more training, and finally Camp Borden, Ontario, where he completed courses on the "Driver Track CL”. 
He was now qualified to drive a Bren Gun Carrier in Europe. Talk about life in the fast track! Looking at a 
Bren Gun Carrier, you might get the feeling, that you're perfectly safe from bullets, bombs, etc. The 
carrier is made of steel plates protecting five men, with a peephole so that Bert not only could see the 
road ahead, but also avoid tons of debris all over the road. This iron horse had Sprocket Buggie Rubber 
Wheels on springs, somewhat like creek and roll song about to blurt out. Boy this carrier bounces. Chain 
driven, he could only turn if he would lock one side. He learned to waterproof his vehicles as well as de-
waterproofing, a necessary tool so that when he bit the water of at least five feet deep, he would make 
it to shore. Siding was also added to help keep the water from entering the Bren Gun Carrier. The carrier 
was equipped with three-inch motor fire, a Bren gun as well as each soldier carrying their rifles. Bert had 
a Sten Gun. There is more. All around the inside of this carrier sitting on racks three inch Bombs. Talk 
about sweating bullets. With his dog tag around his neck, and his kitbag D-128894, trooper Carlson B, 
was ready for the unknown "World War" II. From Camp Borden trooper Carlson along with tons of other 
soldiers began their trek towards Turcot Yard located in the West End of Montreal for a brief stopover. 
Bustling Montreal was home to many of these fine soldiers, and the boxcars were rampant with stories, 
and laughter about their famous hometown. Once they arrived at Turcot, one after the other they 
disembarked for some fresh air, and to meet family and friends who had gathered to wish them well 
overseas. You could cut the tension and anxiety with a soldier’s bayonet. They slowly embarked once 
more for the trip down east towards Halifax Harbour and the final jaunt towards Europe by boat. From 
the writing of W.G. Pavey, On July 10th, 1940, the first entry was made in the Regimental War Diary. It 
reads: On July 10th, 1940, the 17th Duke of York's Royal Canadian Hussars, N.P.A.M., Serial 318, stationed 
at 4185 Cote des Neiges Rd., Montreal was mobilized as the 3rd Canadian Motorcycle Regiment CASF, 



Histoire de la seconde guerre mondiale 
World War II Stories Page 46 of 54 

Serial 1102 under authority of H.Q.S. a place still frequented by Bert, and his buddies. The new Active 
Service Regiment was to consist of R.H.Q. and three Squadrons, each of three troops, making a total 
strength 450 all ranks. Now, it must be remembered that the men who made up this N.P.A.M. "Non 
Permanent Army Militia" Unit were not, essentially, soldiers. There were craftsmen, tradesmen, 
musicians, business managers and office clerks. Men from literally all walks of life. 

 

 

 

 Bunkers – Normandy Beach, France 

The best example there was, to show their willingness, and enthusiasm for their regiment, was the 
parade, held on July 11th, by the Commanding Officer. On this date Lt-Col. C.F. Smith gathered his 
Regiment together and asked them for volunteers to go on Active Service. What was about to happen 
sent chills down your spine? It was a very heart-warming and impressive sight to see the entire unit, 
with only one or two exceptions, moved forward as a man without hesitation volunteered. We’re talking 
major backbone here, from a great bunch of Canadians. Finally, on the 17th of February 1941, news 
arrived that the Regiment was to change from the 3rd Canadian MC Regiment to the 7th Reconnaissance 
Battalion (17H) AF and was to form a part of the 3rd Division. This date was to mark the beginning of an 
altogether new phase in the Regimental History. At last the unit could grasp, quite clearly, what its job 
would be. This new designation was more concrete - could be appreciated -The Reconnaissance 
Battalion of the 3rd Division - The eyes and senses of a Division. The Hussars had a job on their hands. 
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TRAJNING CAMPS. At so many Army Camps throughout Canada, the men of the 17th Duke of York's 
Royal Canadian Hussars plugged away at becoming the best soldier possible, and learned so much about 
what life would be like in the battlefield. The tom knee caps meant more than sliding into second base 
at a local ball field, after-all a War lingered across the Ocean. At Debert, and Truro, N.S., to mention two 
training camps Hussars en masse would head towards Halifax, N.S., to embark on ships for Great Britain. 
Once the boys from Montreal arrived in Europe, more intensive Training was awaiting them, 
conditioning, war games, and getting acquainted with their armored equipment. The rumours, the 
stories of fortresses, and crack Panzer fighting machine, brought on some sleepless nights, fear, and a 
wide spectrum of anxieties. Sitting in bunks they would read love letters from back home, and for each 
minute of reading, the mind game would get a rest. After all, the German soldiers were in the same 
situation, they feared, they worried, and wondered as well what would happen. Bert arrived in Europe, 
landing in Brighton on October 7, 1942. Bert's gang impressed General Montgomery, as they took part in 
the "Spartan" exercise with their quota of Armoured Cars and Bren Gun Carriers while in Canterbury, 
and Hastings, England. In our lifetime, even under normal conditions, we have looked towards the sky 
made the sign of the cross and said "Thank you God for getting us out of trouble". 

Well, Bert Carlson definitely had a War Angel, who defleeted, diverted, swerved, turned away, sidestep, 
and dodged a wide range of arsenal headed his way. Prior to his mission in France, and in particular 
Canterbury, England not one but on three separate occasion his "War Angel" came to his rescue. 

Sometime early May, the Hussars pulled up along the waterfront, where a stretch of hotel buildings 
became their new headquarters. On one of those occasion, while in Hastings, England, Bert was about 
to go on guard duty. Needing a shave, he stood in front of the mirror with only his shorts on, while his 
uniform was neatly hung up on the door of his room. Fortunately for Bert, no water came out, and he 
retreated to another bathroom for water. What was about to happen is a miracle, bombs hit the hotel 
and in particular the space he occupied only seconds ago. He fell to the floor, covered his head, and 
waited for the shelling to stop. He returned to retrieve his uniform, and what he saw was out of this 
world, the wall was completely blown out, the sink stood silent, and his uniform was still on the 
bathroom door, but it now was swung out towards the blown-out portion of the building. Eerie, yes. The 
scene would be enough to make you want to turn back, but like a solid Canadian Soldier, undeterred, he 
dressed, trotted towards his post at the front door of the remaining building, and began a stint of guard 
duty. This is one of life's moments when time stands still and you stare in disbelief not to mention 
bewilderment as you realized what just happened.  

LANDING CRAFT TANKS Bert reached France in such a vehicle, this carrier was capable of taking seven 
Bren Gun Carriers, 3 Armoured cars, and troops with Bert's Bren Gun Carrier being the last on. I'm not 
sure if he realized at that point, but he would be first to leave the LCT. Last on ...first off. The crossing 
would involve approximately 20 miles, and Bert's platoon, were now officially involved, and the closer 
they got to France, the louder the action screamed out. You must realize they saw the U-boats ahead of 
them warning that an attack was eminent, yet these men were all bottled up in a LCT, void of life 
jackets, wondering if they would ever make the beach. Other boats were quicker of course, and zipped 
by, while the LCT was riding the waves, bobbing up and down, waves covered the LCT with water from 
the tremendous unloading of depth charges, not only by the Germans, but also by Canadian Corvette's 
equally distributing depth charges, trying to defend our laneway to the beach. Many wondered, "What 
in hell are we doing here, when we could be playing ball back home". The roar continued with Planes 
overhead dropping bombs on and around the enemy. The noise was deafening, soldiers were sea sick, 
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others prayed to God for help. Doug Jamieson said it best, adrenalin kept us going. At this point the 
troops wanted the beach, but they knew it would not be a simple task. The preceding troops had to 
clear a path for the many soldiers on their way with an assortment of Armoured vehicles about to reach 
D-Day. They heard about the Germans fortification over a period of four years, the word at the camps 
informed them that they would encounter a fortress along the French coast. Not to mention a system of 
guns, pillboxes, mines, Barbed wire and on the beaches, underwater pilings some loaded with 
explosives. As Bert and his friends approached Juno beach, they had to climb into their vehicles "Bren 
Gun Carrier", so that when the LCT gates went down, he could ride his carrier off and towards shore. 

This would be his first taste of eye-to-eye combat on the shores of France, against Germans who for 
some reason wanted to rule the world. Put yourself in Bert's shoes for one moment, inside a Bren Gun 
Carrier, which is inside a· landing craft tank, full metal jacket if you wish, with bombs on board, and 
you're the first to exit. What you must also understand is that the crew of this LCT, wants to unload 
quickly, and return to England for more armoured vehicles, and troops, not to mention trying to keep 
alive in the process. Sitting in his Bren Gun Carrier, Bert has only a peephole to see through, he must 
wait for the gate to drop before disembarking towards shore. All along he hears the screeching, and 
hissing overhead, wondering if he would make it. Meanwhile on board the LCT a soldier holding a range 
pole with a designation of five feet, screams "be ready lads, we are approaching shore and once the LCT 
reaches the five feet area the gate will drop, and off you go, good luck". From this point, Bert is on his 
own with four soldiers along for the ride, and more armour following his lead. It's amazing how life's 
boundaries work. Bert and his buddies are huddled behind steel plates, scared, waiting for the word to 
disembark, so they can rush up the beaches of Normandy, yet the German high command is wondering 
where the major attack will take place? 

Meanwhile, in the bunkers, German soldiers are experiencing the same anxieties, spyglasses span the 
Ocean for the enemy. When they spot the awesome entourage, they scream 5,000 ships, 5,000 ships, 
and convey that message to German generals by telephone, yelling, I thought they did not have so many 
ships. The German high command is now baffled at the strategy. An unusual thing happens Bert's Bren 
Gun Carrier, hits the water, he hears "Silence". Can't hear the motor running, this is so unexpected, 
where the hell are we? He thinks to himself? Did we sink? With his determination to reach shore, he 
does see water at eye level through his peephole, and continues his battle towards shore. Adrenalin is 
now major league, forget all those stories of a simple life, its onward soldiers, and the real thing is facing 
Bert and his buddies. The trick from this point was to head straight off the beach, find an apple orchard 
if possible, so they could hide, and remove the waterproofing from his Bren Gun Carrier. Let the games 
begin! Slowly they began to identify German Army Barracks, along the roadside, while all along heavy 
gunfire blasted their eardrums. Rather than taking a chance, they would deploy a system of debugging 
booby traps in all cases, like using a string to open doors, mostly to find the Germans already gone. One 
building after the other the soldiers hugged the walls, searching the vicinity to make sure that the 
Germans were dead or at least not in their way. After battling one town after another - Bert reaches a 
point where he is informed they must move along to the Falaise Gap. With his Bren Gun carrier at full 
speed, he heads towards Falaise Gap, pursuing the Germans, with two Canadian soldiers and one "Free 
Frenchman" on board. When they reach the town where the Frenchman was born, Bert asked him if he 
would like to stay behind, NO, I will stay with you guys. And so he did as they continued their conquest 
towards freeing Europe. At Falaise, General Patton of the USA, and Montgomery of England were 
drawing up plans to close the gap. Meanwhile they had to continue chasing down the Germans, and 



Histoire de la seconde guerre mondiale 
World War II Stories Page 49 of 54 

during their treacherous route crossed paths with such cities as Verdun, and even a town called 
Montreal. Memories - Many miles passed before Bert was able to catch his B squadron. It was during 
this battle that he encountered one of his most tragic events. Bert lost his two Canadian Soldiers, and 
the Free-Frenchman to shells. 

Along with the medic Bert buried the men in a Farmers field, prior to moving on. They picked up some 
reinforcements and continued on course. The scene throughout this endeavour was pure havoc with the 
remains of shelled out buildings hanging by a few planks, and roads full of debris. Bert sweated along 
with the many brave men who ventured further into the German strongholds. As they crossed bridges, 
knowing that on the other side, German artillery would be waiting for them. It was pure instinct, guts, 
and luck that kept them out of harms way. With wide-eyed anxiety, they examined the smoking 
landscape, all senses on high alert for any sign of gunfire. Bridges and more bridges had to be crossed. 
There was no alternative. Bert's objective was to cross these bridges and by doing so bringing with him 
more soldiers into battle. It would be a very long time before Bert and his buddies would hear the words 
they were waiting for "The War is over men"! 

Bert, thanks for sharing your memories. 
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Sgt Ray Johnson, 17th Royal Canadian Hussars 
This WWII story was written by Sgt Ray Johnson 

 

I joined the 17th Royal Canadian Hussars in June 1940. When I enlisted, I was 23 years old, mind you that 
was 58 years ago, but one can never forget what a person had to go through until you experience it. The 
Hussars was a reconnaissance Regiment and our job was to locate the enemy and report back of our 
find. We were there to protect our country from people who started the war. While in Montreal, we 
were being constantly trained and disciplined. The time came when we were shipped to Debert, NS. 
There they had the area for us to continue our rigid training. The more training we did the better chance 
we had to protect our buddies and ourselves and, after spending 14 months there, it was time to leave 
the country we loved so much. We left from Halifax for England on a boat that had five thousand troops. 
Where you slept on the boat was anywhere you could sling a hammock. After arriving in Scotland, near 
the northern part of England, we sailed down the Clyde River. 

A Scottish Regiment from Western Canada was on our boat and they were playing the bagpipes as we 
approached shore, the people on shore gave us a good welcome. Later we boarded a train for the 
southern part of England, arriving in a town called Aldershot. We stayed in cabins; it is like when you go 
to camp you stay in tents. It didn't take too long to continue our training again. I was assigned to an anti-
tank gun troop. We had six pounder anti-tank guns. I had to recognize all the different types of tanks the 
enemy had. I also had to train the rest of my crew. We had four anti-tank guns in my troop; we had a lot 
of training on these guns. We were responsible for each other’s protection. This ls where the discipline 
comes in. 

We have moved places in England, from one camp to another. This was part of our training. On May 23rd 
1943, we were stationed at the Albany Hotel, which was taken over by the troops. The hotel was right 
on the English Channel; the town was called Hastings. May 23 was a Sunday and we had just finished our 
dinner, so my buddy R. Bindon and I decided to take in a show that afternoon. I wasn't ready to go out, 
he decided to go into the rest room and read the papers we receive from all over Canada. I had to go up 
to my room to clean up. At approx. 1p.m. I was on the 3rd floor when I heard airplanes & bullets hitting 
our building. I had not heard any sirens, you see if the planes fly under a certain height, the radar cannot 
pick them up until it is too late. I yelled to everyone that was on the 3rd floor to get out. This is an Air 
Raid. I was responsible for this floor; I had to make sure that everyone was out, before I headed for the 
stairs. All of a sudden there was a large explosion, I said we have been hit, after heading for the stairs, 
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how I got there I do not know, I made for the street and looked back to witnessed a large hole in the 
building. If the planes had come an hour earlier, they would have caused more casualties as it was we 
lost 12 men; my buddy was one of them. That day if I had not gone to my room to tidy up I would not be 
here today. 

On June 6th, 1944 the invasion of France started, (D-Day was supposed to be June 4th, but Churchill, 
Eisenhower and Montgomery decided due to inclement weather they changed the date). It was time for 
us to get ready to go. On the 19th of June 1944 was D-13, the day I landed on the Beaches of Normandy. 
Our job was to make sure the beaches were clear so other troops could land. If you ask me "was I 
scared" yes, but with all the training & discipline we had it helped. The enemy was only 10 miles in from 
the beach anything could have happened. The first contact I had with the enemy was in a town called 
Caen. As the infantry tried to enter the town of Caen, it was well fortified. They called the air force and 
the Infantry and moved them back 10 miles. There were 1000 planes dropping tons of bombs. They only 
lost 6 planes. The second day the town of Caen was taken. Our regiment of 1000 men relieved the 
infantry who had taken the town. They had to pull back and regroup, look after the wounded and bury 
the dead. The only thing that separated us from the enemy was a river. The only bridge there was - the 
enemy blew It! We had to wait for the engineers to come up and put up a Bailey bridge. A Bailey bridge 
is a bridge that floats on the water. While they were building this type of bridge our job was to provide 
protection. The town of Caen was completely destroyed. The first couple of nights, no one slept and 
after the engineers put up the Bailey bridge, we crossed over and met with some action, but managed 
to win more space along the road. The enemy was weakening, that was good for us. We finally 
established ground and there was turning back now. We were finally relieved by other troops. We kept 
on going until we met the Americans at a place called Falaise. We had closed the gap. All the Germans 
that were in this gap were taken prisoners. Our next objective was Belgium and Holland. The Germans 
had a lot of troops in both places. The British troops were to clear Belgium and the Canadians to clear 
Holland. After racing across the northern part of France, we headed for Antwerp, a port for Ocean going 
boats. 

The line of communication was getting too far for our supplies. It had to be established to bring supplies 
in for the army. Once the town of Antwerp was taken our role was to clear out the Scheldt Islands, 
which was well fortified, but we had to clear passage so that boats could come through into Antwerp. 
These supplies were precious. We had a problem on our hands, the islands were well fortified, and the 
roads on the Scheldt were above ground, so we reverted to infantry, as we were not able to use our 
vehicles. We came across a canal called Leopold; again the bridge was blown. Another Bailey bridge was 
built; once we established our ground. The Germans had broken the dikes; the water from the North 
Sea just about flooded us. They were determined to stop us. As it was, we were knee deep in water. You 
couldn't light a fire or use any lights without giving our position away to the enemies. We had to eat cold 
food, when that part of the Scheldt was clear we returned to our vehicles and the Regiment continued 
on until the next obstacle. Over one of the dikes, the Germans had built a pill boxes covering the road, 
our regiment officer decided they have to be taken out, and came to my troop officer and suggested 
using one of our Anti-Tank guns; this is where I volunteered to use mine. At 4.00 a.m. in the morning we 
loaded our carrier with shells for my anti-tank gun. I picked two other men to come along. The dike road 
we were to use was 800 yards away which was perfect but we needed support, so off we went after 
setting our guns in position. We were ready and waiting for the signal to fire and that order would come 
to us by radio. We received the ok to fire and shot off 200 shells. I looked through my binoculars and 
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everything appeared quit, to which I signaled my troop officer that my job was complete. I was ordered 
back to the regiment. The regiment was able to use the road without any further incident. So with the 
use of the infantry we cleared out the Scheldt which was now in the Allied hands. The boats were able 
to enter Antwerp with supplies. We then headed towards Nijmegen to meet up with the rest of the 
Army, they had been held up for a couple of weeks, they had the Black Forest to challenge with. The 
Corps commander decided to use one thousand guns each gun had to fire 500 rounds on these 
objectives. When that was completed, they used one thousand airplane bombers from England to drop 
their bombs on the objectives, when we drove through the Black Forest and into Germany. The town 
was blown to pieces; there wasn't a soul anywhere. After this was completed part of the army headed 
north into Germany with the objective of freeing Holland. After many weeks of hard fighting, Holland 
was free. You've never seen so many happy faces. People jumped on our vehicles giving us hugs and 
kisses saying hooray for the Canadians. Canadian soldiers are always welcomed in Holland. The 
Canadians liberated Holland, when Holland was completed I had 10 days leave coming. The leave since 
landing in Normandy. I went back to England to see my uncles and aunts, got some good home cooking 
and a bath. When the time came for me to return back to my Regiment, this was hard getting used to. 
was on a train heading for Germany. The train stopped at a town called Lille, France. In this town we had 
just received word that the war was over, there wasn't a dry face on our train. I was 23 when I joined 
and now was 28. Five years of my life I gave to help us live in peace. We are the luckiest people on earth 
that the army, navy, and air force gave their lives to protect our country from the enemy, where we can 
live in peace. I always attend an Armstice service to pray for the soldiers who lost their lives for our 
freedom. I will remember them. 

Upon arriving home, the Montreal star published names of soldiers who would receive medals for 
distinguish service; my name appeared in the paper. My wife received a lovely letter from the Belgium 
military attached in Ottawa acknowledging her husband's valorous service while in Belgium. Eighteen 
Montreal soldiers were advised to go to the embassy in the Sun Life Bldg. to be presented the "Croix de 
Guerre with Palm medal. At that time there were only 20 of us in Quebec to receive this medal. 
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A War Day, By Henry “Hank” Bennett  
Written by D.L. Whitnack 

August, 2006 

It was early morning, and after the horrors of the beach in Normandy, any morning you woke up is a 
good morning. The Germans may have been beaten there, but it was no picnic, in fact it was as close to 
hell as Hank ever wanted to be. How can you explain the pure barbarity of that landing to someone who 
has never been there? You just can't, and that's mostly because you don't want to think about it 
yourself. 

Hank, a young man from Canada, is a gunner on an armored reconnaissance car that is part of the 17th 
Hussars, and they are being sent into France to liberate the towns and cities from the Nazis. There are 
three armored cars in Hank's patrol and he always rode in the first one, which is the sergeant's car. The 
best part of this duty is that when they rode into a liberated town square, and all of these French towns 
had town squares, the French girls would come over and climb onto the cars to kiss them.  But, when 
they entered Grenthville this morning, it was different, it was too quiet. 

Sarg sent the other two cars to scout around while Hank's car held the square and the road leading into 
it. Sarg and the driver left the car to see if they could scrounge up some supplies with Sarg saying to 
Hank as he left," watch the road; don't let anything enter the square". 

Hank could see a fair distance up the road from where his armored car sat, and nothing was moving in 
the early morning light.  For twenty long, nervous minutes he sat watching the road, checking his guns, 
waiting for something, or someone to show up. 

Hank's gaze caught something on the road's far off horizon, where it rounded a corner. He wasn't sure if 
it was the morning light playing tricks on his eyes, or if there really was movement on road, but 
something strange was happening. It looked like there was a hedge-row moving towards him. As the 
hedge-row got closer, Hank could see that what he had thought were moving trees and bushes were 
actually German vehicles that were camouflaged with bits of trees and bushes to protect them from 
being seen by allied aircraft. 

Hank waited until the lead vehicle, he doesn't know what it is because it is covered with so much brush, 
is eighty feet from his position. Then he opens up with his 37mm gun right into the front of it, and stops 
the German vehicle dead in its tracks. Hank could now see that it is a truck, and he fires his Besa gun, 
which fires 27 rounds per minute, into its cab. Soldiers start pouring out of the back of the truck, all 
armed with machine guns, and he then turns his Besa gun on them dropping quite a few of the soldiers. 

While all of this action is happening up front, the rest of the column of vehicles has backed up behind 
the burning truck, and Hank cannot see the end of it as it rounds the far off corner. 

An officer materializes out of the smoke from the burning truck holding up a white flag, and surrenders 
the column to Hank. Sarg and the driver, alerted by the firing guns, came rushing back to the armored 
car. Suddenly a car full of officers comes careening out of column of vehicles and heads across the 
square. Sarg yells at them to stop, but they keep on going and Hank is ordered to stop them. By the time 
Hank gets the turret turned around to shoot at them the car is nearly across the square. Hank fires at 
the tires of the car with the Besa and hits the front tire, sending the car spinning and careening out of 



Histoire de la seconde guerre mondiale 
World War II Stories Page 54 of 54 

control. The car mounts a set of stairs on a five story building and climbs the wall until it's standing on its 
tail with its front end pointing to the roof as if escape lay that way. Slowly the car tilted over backwards 
until it crashed on top of the officers. Shocked, Hank looks on and figures they must all be dead, or at 
least very badly hurt. 

As the dust settles, children come running out of their hiding spots, yelling and cheering. Then the adults 
come out of theirs. Hank sees a young girl of 10 or 11 with a cast on her leg and asks her to help him 
take down the Nazi flag flying in the square. He hoists her up, on his shoulders and she pulls the flag 
down. Hank unhooks the flag and throws it down onto the ground. The town's people come rushing 
forward and start stomping on the Nazi flag, and then they set fire to it, burning the hated symbol to 
ashes. As the flag burns, Sarg orders the German soldiers to lay their guns on the ground in a row and 
then tells his driver to drive his car over them, disabling the guns. 

More allied soldiers enter the square and take over guarding the prisoners, and Hank's car is ordered to 
another position in town. As they set themselves up at that position, a German 88mm that is hidden 
across the street opens up on them. The shell whistles overhead hitting the wall behind them with a 
deafening roar. The blast from the 88's muzzle shows Hank where the gun is hidden behind the plank 
walls of the building across the street. He can see the gun crew scrambling trying to reload the 88, and 
knowing that the German gun crew would not overshoot a second time; Hank opens up on the crew 
with his Besa gun, killing them all. This ends the hostilities that day in this small town in France and 
Hank's patrol moves on to another town and another action. 


