
Histoire de la seconde guerre mondiale 
World War II Stories Page 1 of 4 
 
 

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. 
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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 
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. 
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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 
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. 
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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 
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. 


