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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 gungho. 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 BeldingCorticelli 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 trenchtotrench fighting while WWII, it was houseto
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. 
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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.  

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. 
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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 ablebodies ones. 
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. 


