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I sincerely hope that this will not be the last time that these pages

“have to report the results of two Reunions, in one issue.

On the festivities in Montreal, I have it from the best possible
authorities, the lads who attended, that they had the usual ball. Friday night,
saw some hundred and seventy odd members get together to renew old acquaint-
ances, and enjoy the opportunity of telling off their old sergeants. The Saturday
night dance was, of course, the usual success. If there is one event each year
that so many of us enjoy, it is this dance. For it's success over the years, we
owe a great debt of appreciation to people like George Routley, Dunc Munro,
Ralph Ryan, Dunc Suttie, Frank Brown, Arnold Burt and many, many others.
And to all of those, who this year contributed so much in making this Montreal
Reunion the success it was, we sincerely thank you.

To speak here of the Brighton Reunion, would be too redundant.
If you have managed to get these pages off the floor, where the postman must
have gladly dropped them, you have done well. Have a pint and read. We
hope that you enjoy them.

There is one last note that we might inject here. We spoke of
pictures that we have received of the bombing in Hastings. There are also
pictures of the group outside the hotel in Hastings. Should anyone care to
have copies of these, this can be arranged. As you can well imagine, Kodak
made a pretty good thing out our trip, too. We have made arrangements to
obtain the use of the Sergeants Mess on the night of November 27th, to show
as many of these slides, snap-shots and movie films as we can gather together.
I'm sure that many of you would enjoy seeing these and it is hoped that we will
have a good turn-out. :

CHRISTMAS PARTY

The Association has again, this year, been invited to attend their
seasonal Children's Christmas Party, by the Officers and Men of the Regiment,
It is to be held on Sunday, December 12th., at 3.00 P. M.

You will find the required form to fill out on the bottom of one of
these pages. Do yourself a favor. Fill it out. And don't forget to bring the kids.

BOUQUETS

’ To the Officers of the Regiment and in particular to one, Captain
O. A, Maccabe, C.D. on his appointment as O.C. "B" Squadron as noted in Part
One Orders. No. 7, dated 20th. September, 1965. From all of the Troopers,
you knew in '42, we know that we can say, with all sincerity, '""Congratulations
Owen, Sir, Good luck." :

To Bob Scheinman of New York for his friendly, informative
letter. You didn't know, Bob ? Well, he was a man of too few years when he
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came up from the States and joined the Regiment in 1941. So perhaps you'll
remember him as Harold Davis, which is the name he used to enlist. Later
on, he transferred to the American Army. Nice to have you back in the ranks,
Bob. '

To Brigadier A. James Tedlie Canadian Army, Europe for his
letter and for his discovery of another '"lost sheep' Daniel W. Miller, Lt. Col.
Armor, Aide-de-Camp of the United States Army, Europe. These two gentle-
men, both ex-Troopers, happened to meet in Germany while attending the Prix
Leclerc matches. We hope their reunion was as happy as ours.

To Lorne Crabtree for his very nice letter. Sorry you had to miss
the Reunions this year, Lorne. Hope the account of it, helps a little.

To the unknown lad who discovered another ''lost sheep' A. E.
Habberfield. This Trooper was known to his comrades as '"Flywheel.' It's
nice to have found them both again.

LAST POST

It is now six months since the last issue of The Trumpeter. In
that time, three more of our members have died. We always find this the most
difficult item to write. How do you tell of the shock you feel when you hear the
news ? How do you describe the disbelief that follows it ? Both of these are
beyond our powers. Itis only after a long while that you begin to accept the
fact. And this acceptance derives from another fact. You never really believe
it. '

Harry Oden has died.
Keith Anderson has died.
Colonel Smith has died.

This is the thing you have to tell. This is what you read inthenews-
papers. This what they would have us believe. Some day, we know, they will
die. When the last old Hussar has gone, they will die. But then, we will be a
Regiment again.

To Jack James, in the loss of his wife, go our sincere condolences.

SICK PARADE

An old friend, Sergeant Doug. Sparks of "C" Squadron suffered a
bad accident some months ago and is now is Queen Mary Veterans Hospital.
If you can possibly find the time to drop around and see him, we know that he
will be very glad to see you. This is the kind of therapy you can't buy and is
probably the best medicine in the world. The name you call it by is, Time.
Give him a little.

MEMBERSHIP

We haven't got around to checking this lately. But even if you
haven't got a buck, we'd like to hear from you.

REUNION - BRIGHTON

I am going to try and take you to the Reunion we attended in
Brighton this past June. Because, of necessity, the trip will contain only my
own impressions, many of the things that other members would consider more
descriptive or eventful, will naturally be omitted. And while, in the days to
come, I'll no doubt hear of my errors and omissions, I feel quite certain that
we are all' of the same mind with regard to the highlights of our week-end in
Brighton and Hastings. ' o

Each experience that we enjoyed seemed to hold so much more
than we had dared hope for, that it seemed nothing else could ever exceed it.
But pleasure piled on pleasure, and each event always seemed to hold a little
more than the last. And so it continued for the whole week-end. It made
such a deep and lasting impression on all of us that on our trip home, we spoke
very little of what each had done in the past three weeks. All of our talk was
of our Stag on the Friday night, of the old comrades and friends that we had met
and the fun we had enjoyed together; of the color and the tremendous gaiety of
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the dance we had held on the Saturday night and the infectious fun that had trans-
formed not only our rather staid little orchestra into something like a Bacon
Street combo, but had also melted the usual reserve of our English barman to
the point where the request for'a drink would result in the interruption of his
song; then, in quieter tones, we would speak of the simple but very moving
Memorial Service, we had held in the lovely little Parish Church of Holy Trinity,
Hastings.

So come along.

o And if I should-digress, bear with me. There is still a sense of
excitement in just writing about it. And you may wonder at this. But if you
could have been with us on our Southdown bus as we entered Brighton, you
would understand. Could you have heard the shouts of everyone telling his
friend to look both left and right at the same time; shared the excitement we
all felt as we passed some familiar landmark, you would appreciate the diffi-
culty there is in trying to be objective about it all, even now.

It started naturally, at the airport in Montreal. There is nothing
unusual about it. It is just like any other airport. But for some reason, on
the night of June the 3rd, it is transformed into a place that seems entirely
foreign to you. It appears larger than you remember it to be. And much
brighter. And gayer. There is an air of urgency about the place that you
have never before experienced. You do whatever needs to be done, very
quickly. Different people direct you in different directions. All at the same
time. There is a drink with friends who have come to see you off. Collecting
‘'your things, you walk the long, lighted corridors, then move out into the night
and get your first glimpse of the great ship that towers above you. ‘

In contrast to the almost limitless space outside, the inside of the
aircraft seems crowded and confined. You find your seat and discover that
you will have your wife and Tommy Breen as companions for the next six
hours. Your wife, you expected ! Across the aisle, Jean and Dennis Bardell
sit with Al. Ablett. Up forward, Stan Rodden and Benny Benitez, find their
seats and their wives. Behind you, Ernie Moore, announces his presence and
you know you are in-for a sleepless night. He sits with his wife Jean and Al.
Levy's daughter, Joan. Farther back, Mrs. Murray sits with George. He is
wearing the same smile he used to have when he had you panting on the floor
during P.T. The aircraft begins to move and everyone starts looking out of
windows and watching an occasional forlorn light go slipping past. Turning
your head, like the others, you see Duncan and Betty Munro, the O'Connells
and the McKechnies and '""Pop'" Eakins. Ernie White gets up to say something
and is promptly told to sit down. Lil White adjusts her hat. Al Levy regret-
fully puts his pipe in his pocket. The lights of Montreal slip by below and you
are on your way. You talk. Get up and move around. Have a drink. Persuade
your wife she had better not finish hers. Time passes and later on you settle
down for the long night ahead.

Suddenly there is a loud clatter of dishes. And then the smell of
food. Someone sleepily remarks that it is a hell of a time to eat. The voice
of the purser cheerily informs him it is six o'clock, English Time. After
breakfast, you settle down again. Less than an hour later, another voice
calls everyones attention to the fact that he can see the sun. You try to
ignore the voice but soon others take up the cry. Struggling up in your seat,
you see the long mauve and gold streaks that filter through the grey skies.
The aircraft races to meet the rising sun. Soon they are in sight of each
other and there is only the blue sky and masses of white fleecy clouds touched
with gold, for as far as your eye can see. The voices around you become more
animated and you decide that sleep is something you can do to-morrow.

There is coffee and the voice of the captain which informs you
that we will soon be passing over Ireland. You have to take his word for it.
Above and below there is still only the blue, the white and the gold. A short
time later, you catch your first glimpse of green and brown fields with their
black lines of hedgerows that resemble a giant patchwork quilt and you know
you are over England. Soon there is the long serpentine of a river glistening
below and there is some discussion as to whether it is the Thames or the Trent.
Before either opinion gets much support, the aircraft slows and you begin the
long descent to London airport.

Inside the airport, you stand at the top of a long, broad staircase

and looking down you see Peter Whiteside, Lee Montgomery and Gene Richardson.

Shooting out at a tangent from the nucleus they form, is the familiar figure of
Jack Williams. You feel that you are home.







-4-

Peter takes charge ofyourluggage and gets everyone through Customs.
Arrangements for the Stag that night are quickly verified. Outside there is a green
bus with Southdown painted in gold letters on its side.

You travel along the new highway between London and Brighton. In a
short time you have left the city behind and enter the farmlands with their familiar
red brick houses enclosed on three sides by the walls of the courtyard, made from
the same red bricks. Out of the sunlight now, and down a long, narrow road that
is shaded on both sides by tall trees. There are the familiar wooden fences, bound
together with twists of wire, grey in the sunshine and in the valleys, where the sun
can never touch them, covered with bright green moss. A hill falls away before you
and as the bus comes to the top of it, you can see for the first time, the long valleys
and great rounded hills that you remember as the Downs.

The driver announces that he knows of a nice place where we may have
a cup of tea and enjoy the use of the Conveniences. Unanimous consent brings you,
of all places, to a Southdown bus terminal. The bus empties almost before it stops
and people rush off in all directions. Some ladies of our group learn the real value
of an English penny and are dismayed to find that half-crowns are not near so con-
venient for Conveniences. Most of the fellows find the bar at the rear of the terminal
without any trouble. You realise that while they are older, their instincts are as
keen as ever. The publican is friendly and quick in satisfying the needs of twenty
years and soon we are out in the garden, stretching our legs and having a pint.

Back on the bus, a quick count reveals that one of our members is
missing. This is an event that we will have to contend with whenever we move
" as a group. There was always someone who hated to leave, no matter where we
happened to be. ‘

Driving toward the coast, you watch the road like some giant black
ribbon, rising, and then falling away before you. We are in the Downs and shortly
there is a quick discussion as to whether the sign which we had just passed and
had Grinstead painted on it, signified East or West Grinstead. When you consider
that we were never sure, even with the aid of maps, you can appreciate the short-
ness of the debate. But farther along there is a farm house standing atop a bluff
that you are certain.of and soon there is a pub with whitewashed walls and a sign
which tells you it is the Duke of York. You have a fleeting memory of a wet,
windy ride over this very same road. A few more turns and you can see the
houses and rooftops of Brighton away to the left. :

Inside the city, the streets are crowded with people and noon-day
traffic. Most of the houses look the same as they did twenty years or more ago.
You have the thought that they will probably look the same in another similar space
of years. The sight of a park starts everyone yelling until we are told that it is
not Preston Park. Suspicion of the bus driver's knowledge flees your mind as
you pass a much larger park and go swinging down under the overhead bridge
and enter more familiar streets. The sight of the Norfolk Arms is the signal
for everyone to start shouting it's name. Looking to your right, you see the King
and Queen and then the buildings of the Royal Pavilion and the great Dome itself.
Other familiar names are shouted from seat to seat. Along with everyone else,
you have time only for a quick glance. Everything looks the same and yet pos-
sesses an interest that is entirely new. The bus turns on to the waterfront and
in a few minutes, pulls up before the Grand Hotel. You are finally there. But
in some strange way, you are not. For this is not the Brighton of broad, empty
streets and only the occasional vehicle that you remember. You have forgotten
the space of twenty years that your mind had spanned a few minutes before in the
sight of old familiar buildings. Here, all is bustle and hurried with people and
cars. Then the thought of a hot bath and sleep is overpowering and you follow
into the hotel. Except for a casual, '""See you,' there is very little talking as you
register and no prior arrangements are made to meet anyone after you have rested.
But strangely enough, within a space of two hours, everyone has bathed, changed
and downstairs again, fully refreshed.

. With a group, you stroll along the waterfront, still a little amazed
at the crowds of people and all the traffic. You think of places like Wildwood,
New Jersey and Atlantic City until someone stops before a small sign that reads:
Fish and Chips. By common consent, everyone hurries down the steps like hungry
wayfarers anticipating the enjoyment of some exotic dish, and you are soon seated
at little tables where you can look out toward the water, as you eat. The food is
good but lacks something it held when you used to have it handed to you, wrapped
in an old newspaper. The sun has gone when you leave the cafe and the water looks
dark and heavy as it moves in against the shore. A companion tells you that Peter
Whiteside has arranged for a room at the hotel in which to hold the Stag. You think
this is fine and say so. He then tells you that Peter intends paying for everything
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himself. You think this is extremely generous of Pcter and a wonderful gesture,
and you say so. .As you reach the hotel, you make certain that your wife has a
pound note with which to enjoy herself, and go inside.

The room is large and well lighted. A table, placed near the door,
is covered with glasses and a profusion of bottles of many colours. Scattered
around the room are several chesterfields and easy chairs and at the far end
there is a large fireplace. Before the table, Peter is standing with Leo Montgomery
and Bob Klein, talking to Al. Levy and Fred Pring. You follow Dennis Bardell
and Dunc Munro into the room, shake hands with your host and sorme others that
you have not seen for so long, and get yourself a drink. Seated on a chesterfield,
Wally Newbury, whom you may only remember as "Slug'' is fingering his mustache
and talking to George Murray, Ernie Moore and Gene Richardson. Lenny (remember
The Whip ?) Baker is standing beside the fireplace talking to Jim Hickey, Tommy
Breen and Rod Klein. George Berry who is with the American Army and stationed
in Germany comes across the room and shakes hands. On another chesterfield,.
Ernie White sits with Jack Williams and Bill "Lefty' Wilmot, laughing at something
Joe Berry has just told them. You feel that the world doesn't have much more to
offer you. Sitting with Wally, you listen to the sudden bursts of laughter that come
from every group and hear the quick, evocative words as memories roll back the
years. Words that take you with the ease and speed of light to the many places you
have known and in an instant transport you from Cote des Nieges to West Chiltington,
fromm Hastings to Hayward's Heath, from Paxhill to Preston Park. The conversation
quickens as the recollection of some incident recalls another to mind. In the wake
of all this talk, the bottles on the table disappear with astonishing rapidity. And
just as rapidly, they are replaced. You have a swift realisation of the fact that
you are sitting in a hotel room in Brighton, having a drink and talking to old com-
rades at a Stag that you and others had discussed and planned for almost five years.
When your mind accepts the reality of it all, you are prepared to believe anything
is possible. The same idea strikes another chap who has flown over with you. He
insists that Dolly must still be working at the Norfolk Arms. Others join him in his
belief and soon a group leaves the room to have Dolly pour them a pint. You sit
with Wally and Peter and wait for them to come back.

The Norfolk Arms was jumping. In irregular lines, three and four

- deep, people cluster around the bar drinking and waiting to be served. Most of
them seem to be younger than our heroes remember the occupants of bars to be.
With a dexterity born of long practice, and a determination that will not be denied,
our friends finally make it to the bar and demand the presence of Dolly to serve
them. The girl behind the bar wants to know who Dolly is and is informed that
she works at the Norfolk Arms. She goes off to make enquiries and comes back

a few minutes later with the information that no one has any knowledge of Dolly.
Well, when you've flown three thousand miles and waited twenty years to have a
favorite barmaid pour you a pint, you are not going to accept any curt dismissal
of your desire. Our friends insist that Dolly be summoned without any further
delay. The barmaid, with what restraint she can muster, mutters something
unfavorable about Canadians and goes off again. She returns in a few moments
and leans confidentially across the bar. She has found someone who knows Dolly.
A ripple of excitement takes hold of our heroes. They knew it. To-night, anything
is possible, The barmaid pours each one a pint and gives it to them with a further
confidence. It is eleven years since Dolly worked at the bar. In the silence that
greets this shattering news, our lads raise their glasses to the memory of Dolly
and depart for the King and Queen. The atmosphere here is the same as the pub
they had just left. Convinced at last that the pubs they once knew are no more,
our heroes pack it up and return to the hotel.

Later in the evening, another party, of which you are a member,
leave the hotel to investigate the night life of Brighton. It turns out to be a
gambling house and is in Hove. It too is crowded and appears to be full of people
you assume belong to the racing set. Being English it is all quite proper and
legal and five drinks only cost you a pound. There is a large bar and a green
covered table on which a few people play some game that you associate with
Crown and Anchor. Around you, the people speak the language of their kind
and you realise that not being either a tout, of Turf Accountant which is what
they call their bookies, their conversation is lost to you. You have your drink
and seeing no point in staying, return to the hotel.

Things have continued unabated since you left and you start catching
up with the others. An hour or so later, the catching up process reverses itself.
You realise that it is almost twenty four hours since you had any sleep. After
expressing your appreciation to Peter for such a wonderful evening and wishing
hardier souls a good night, you stagger upstairs to bed. Just before you fall
asleep you think of the fellows in Montreal. Right about now their Reunion will
be going full swing. You hope they have half the time that you have had.
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.Over breakfast Saturday morning, you sit in the hotel dining room and
watch the sun burning the mists off the top of the water. You drink your juice with
the fervent hope that it will do as much for your own personal mists. While Peter
had thoughtfully provided snacks and sandwiches the night before, you suddenly
realise that most of your nourishment had been in liquid form. Ravenous, you order
the large breakfast that consists of eggs, ham, fried tomatoes, sausages, toast and
coffee. Later on, you feel the need of a walk.

Outside, the world is busy and bright with sunshine. People crowd the
sidewalks, while others sit on benches facing the sea, enjoying the warmth of mid-
morning. The beaches are empty of the young people who have spent the night there
and who now walk, with an air of studied indifference, carrying their bed-rolls with
them. The individuality these people express in their dress is quite indescribable
and you are acutely aware of your sports jacket and slacks. Local residents are
apparent by the speed with which they move. Everyone else is on holiday and either
stroll, slouch or meander along depending on the mood they are in. The traffic is
heavy and you have to remember to look to the right before you cross the street.
You turn left, away from the waterfront and stroll past the skating arena which
now advertises wrestling and is a feature attraction these days. Up ahead of you,
the Clock Tower appears unchanged by all the years. As you walk up the street
you are fascinated by all the shops and how full their windows are, recalling how
bare they had looked when you saw them last. There is a place that now sells
barbecued chickens. Another invites you to try one of their hot-dogs. You think
of how much this country has given to the world and how little she has received in
return. A the Clock Tower, you turn, and walking parallel to the waterfront,
make your way back to the hotel.

In the afternoon, with Jean and Dennis Bardell, you decide to visit

Preston Park. Passing the Dome, you forget the advice of past years and bear
right instead of left. Soon, you are hopelessly lost. You keep on for about an
hour, remembering that before it only took you about a quarter of an hour. But
~you keep bearing left and soon Preston Park looms up before you. The only fault

you can find with your discovery is that you are at the wrong end of it. Instead of
being near the old car-park, we are in the gardens at the far end. Striking out
across the park, we soon reach the dirt road that runs along the edge of the park
and parallel to Preston Park Road. There is something vaguely unfamiliar about
it and you don't realise what it is until you reach the house where Second Troop
"B'" Squadron was billeted. It is the row of trees on either gide of the dirt road
where the armored cars and carriers had stood. All the rest remains unchanged.
Even the old house appears the same. But closer inspection reveals that it has
kept up with the times and could be taken over by the members of Second Troop
to-morrow. It is now an Old Folks Home., Along the street and on Surrenden
Road, where Third, Fourth and First Troops were stationed, the houses all look
the same. It is all so quiet and peaceful that as you pause for a cigarette, you
can see the vehicles standing under their tarpaulins; hear a door slam and watch
the fellows in their coveralls, streaming out of the house to line up on the road
for meal parade. As you watch them move off, their mess tins rattling at their
sides, you have a sense of being both wistful and happy at the same time. You
put out your cigarette and head back.

The room which the hotel has set aside for our dance on this Saturday
night is just off the lobby, and stands at the bottom of a broad, carpeted staircase.
At the far end of the room there is a large fireplace and in one corner, a three
piece orchestra plays softly for the few couples who are dancing. To the left on
the doorway a long bar has been set up. As you enter the room you notice the
barmen, at this stage, are busier than the orchestra. Small tables, covered by
white cloths, have been set up along either wall. Tall mirrors, spaced along the
walls of the room reflect the soft amber lights that stand on either side of them.
You greet everyone and find a seat with George Murray and Wally Newbury and
their wives. You talk about the night before and agree with Wally and George that
in the future, whenever a Stag is mentioned, your mind will always go back to the
one you held in Brighton. Wally tells of the strange affect the evening had had on
his speech. You express your sympathy and tell him that Scotch occasionally has
the same effect on your voice. He says there is nothing wrong with his throat.

It is only his accent that was affected. It appears that each morning Wally buys

his paper and cigarettes at the same tobacconist. On this Saturday morning he has
entered the shop, given his customary order and been told that he sounded like a
Canadian. Wally assured the good lady that he was indeed a Canadian and when she
allowed a flicker of doubt to touch her face, he suddenly re-acquired his sergeant-
to-recruit's voice and told her that it had taken her long enough to appreciate the
fact. You got the impression that he had stomped out of the store.

You finish your third drink and the amber lights reflected in the mirrors
around the room take on a warmer and more intimate glow. The orchestra plays
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softly while people lean forward in their chairs, exchanging confidences and becoming
better acquainted. At other tables, people are talking excitedly and laughing at the
twenty years that have come and gone. Seated at the table behind you, Ernie Moore
finishes telling a joke and everyone bursts out laughing. A few couples get up and
start dancing. You move among the dancers and make your way to the bar. Ernie
White comes over and asks if anyone has offered a drink to the boys in the band.
You suddenly realise that this may be the best suggestion you will hear all night
and go off to remedy this oversight. From the reaction your enquiry receives,

you get the idea that your little band do not very often have drinks served to them
while working at their job of playing dinner music for the patrons of the hotel
dining-room. You bring back the three beers they have requested and as you

leave their corner, the music seems to quicken in tempo. More people get up to
dance and you join them in the novelty of dancing with your own wife in Brighton.

A few dances later you are executing a fancy step that you picked up in this same
Brighton, and which your wife has never fully mastered, when there is a sudden
crash of music, followed by absolute silence. The orchestra leader advances to
the edge of the dance floor and begins to make an announcement. You notice there
are now six empty bottles beside the piano where before there were only three. In
addition to an orchestra, we now have a master of ceremonies. His words are lost
in the general applause that follows them. He returns to his seat and you are imme-
diately caught up in some English version of a wild tarantella. After a couple of
these dances, you crawl back to your table. You watch in amazementas Jack
Williams manages to constrict various parts of his body, while expanding other
parts, and all the while moving all his limbs in different directions. Other younger
members are performing the same variety of gyrations. Some perhaps move with
more agility, but none of them possess the dedication of purpose that seems to
move old Jack., Your amazement is overcome by admiration. You get the thought
that such exertions will call for relief as soon as they are over. You leave the
table and beat everyone to the bar. Everyone except Rod Klein. He had missed
our plane at Dorval and been forced to take the next flight over. You ask him how
he enjoyed his trip. :

He gives you that wide grin of his and tells you it was - different. On
his flight from Ottawa, he had been given every assurance that our plane would be
waiting for him at Dorval. Arriving at Dorval, he discovered that he was five
minutes too late. As this paper may fall into the hands of ‘some young innocent
we will say nothing about Rod's reaction, other than to mention that he was annoyed
at this bit of information. Before he could completely dismantle the airport, Rod
was persuaded that he would suffer no further inconvenience. He was assured that
he would be placed in first class accomodation on the next flight out. Everything
possible would be done to compensate in some small way for his misfortune in not
being able to travel with his group. Blissfully unaware of the group he would travel
with, Rod headed for the bar to relieve his loneliness. He got on the next flight
without any trouble or haste. As a matter of fact, he was even leisurely about it.
He heard his name being called over the intercom but didn't hurry his drink. He
was travelling first class. They could wait for him for a change. They did indeed.
He was the last passenger to board the aircraft. And he got the last seat. It was
not, we hate to tell, in the first class compartment. Somewhere in the vast complex
of communications there had been a flaw. The aircrew had not received the infor-
mation or been advised of the promises Rod had received. On viewing the seat that
was offered him from his height of six feet and several inches which allowed him
not only an unrestricted view of it but also some indication of what his flight would
be like, Rod began to dismantle the aircraft. To no avail. He pleaded with the
purser. Haggled with the hostess. Finally, he excused himself and took his seat.
They are installed, as you know,.in rows of three on either side of the aircraft.
While the outside seats allow some freedom of movement, the one in the centre
gives one the feeling of being trapped. This was the one they gave to Rod. As he
took his seat, he turned to look out the window and found himself staring into four
blue eyes. With a groan, he turned his head the other way and found himself staring
into four brown eyes. On either side of him, the two young mothers clutched their
babies a little closer and tried to shrink back into their seats. Except for an
occasional whimper, the night passed quietly. The noice of the engines made it
impossible to tell from which seat the sounds had come.

You return to your own table. There is a crescendo of music and
another sudden silence. Again the orchestra leader makes his way to the edge
of the dance floor. You notice that now his hair has fallen across his forehead.
Behind his steel-rimmed glasses, his eyes glisten with excitement. He announces
a Conga. and a line is formed, and everyone starts moving in a giant serpentine
around and across the floor. Someone jumps up and opens one of the French
windows leading into the lobby and the line disappears through the doorway. As
the last person goes through, the orchestra stops playing and the window is closed,
leaving the dancers stranded in the lobby. Everyone left in the room joins the
orchestra in the laughter of their little joke. After this, there are reels, jigs,
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‘and other dances, the origin of which is unknown. Many are unfamiliar but most
learn quickly, while others happily improvise. There is an infectious gaiety that
touches everyone. George Murray holds the back of a chair with one hand and his
cane in the other and dances by himself in the corner. Fred Pring tells you that

" he cannot understand his wife. She does not drink or dance, and yet insists on
staying, just to watch the others. Later, when each couple is assessed Two
Pound and Ten Shillings for their evening and the same Fred wants to contribute
Five Pounds, you get the feeling that he has had something of a ball himself.

Dance follows danceé in ever rapid sequence, halted only by the crash
of music that heralds each new announcement. You sit out many of them but can't
resist having a go at Hands-Knees and Bumps-a-Daisy. Missing most of the bumps,
you don't know if you are getting old or if it is because your attention is fixed on
Jack Williams who is giving a masterful exhibitio.. .f the art. He terminates the
dance with a Bump that sends his partner tottering across the floor, where only a
. table prevents her from ending up in the fireplace.

As the orchestra starts off with another mad mazurka, you collapse
in a chair beside Al Levy and his daughter, Joan. Guests of the hotel are standing
in the doorway, watching the fun. Behind the bar, the hotel barman and Vic Lumm
who is Peter's chauffeur, are singing, serving drinks, and having an occasional
fandango on their own. Couples go whirling by the table at which you are seated
in a giant kaleidoscope, moved by the beat of the music. Dennis Bardell edges
his careful way past the surge and thrust of the dancers. You relieve him of one
of the drinks he is carrying and get no thanks. There is another fanfare and Peter
announces that the orchestra has agreed to play for an additional hour. There are
- loud sounds of approval followed by a concerted rush for the bar. Everyone senses
that he will need all the strength he can muster for this final hour.

The White Cliffs of Dover.

As the first few notes sound out across the room, people move out
on to the floor and begin to dance to the old familiar tune. A few fellows sing as
they dance, but now the words are muted and soft. Other dances follow. They
are all waltzes now, slow and evocative, that permit your mind to slide back
over the years. There is Stardust. The soft amber lights reflected in the
mirrors remind you of tiny flames springing from a small camp-fire, in some
forgotten English forest, beside which a friend stands and plays his saxophone
to this same music. You watch the other couples as they glide by. As they move,
so you move with them. The music has taken hold of everyone and moves them
gently back over the years. As you dance, individual expression gives way to a
collective intimacy. There are all the old songs that all have heard, more times
than they can remember. But on this particular night, and in this special place
and moment of time, they make us feel closer than we have ever been before.
You have a sense of belonging that transcends any individual expression. It is
a collective experience that you have waited for some twenty odd years, without
ever knowing your lack of it. Perhaps, it is only when the orchestra begins to
play, Now is the Hour, that the full significance of what this evening has meant
to everyone becomes so vividly clear to us all. As we all join hands and sing
Auld Lang Syne, you feel extremely grateful that you have been privileged to
share in this rollicking, and very moving, experience.

Sunday is a beautiful morning as you leave the hotel to board the
bus for the ride to Hastings. The sun is moving the mists from the top of the
water and small boats move impudently away from the shore to test the strength
of the sea. Arrangements are concluded with the bus driver as to the route we
will take and everyone gets aboard. Our pattern of the missing member still
persists and you find that Gene Richardson is not on the bus. Looking toward the
hotel you watch as he comes slowly down the front steps. Slung over one shoulder
he carries his six hundred dollars worth of camera equipment. In his free hand
he carefully cradles a saucer and cup of coffee. As he reaches the bus, the
coffee now equally divided between cup and saucer, you suggest that you help him
with the coffee. When he hands over his camera equipment, you know that he
has been at a Reunion.

You drive out of Brighton past the mile walk that is built against the
sea wall and take the coast road to Rottingdean. You remember it only as a place
where it rained a lot, but to-day it is bright and peaceful looking; and quietly
sedate with its long, wide streets running up from the sea between the rows of
red-roofed cottages. Small gardens, in great masses of color, edge the green
lawns before the white houses. You look at the fields and rising ground that rolls
gently away from the houses toward the distant Downs. There isn't a L.and Army
Girl in sight. The road brings you to Newhaven and you watch the Channel steamer
moving out toward the mists and the coast of France. Then on past Seaford until
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you come to the hills that embrace Eastbourne and see the great sweep of the bay
that lies before it. The road takes you inland and you travel through shady lanes,
and then out into more open country where you c¢an look back across the fields
dotted with farm-houses and seé the now glittering sea. Through Bexhill and on
to St. Leonards-on-Sea and in a few minutes more you arrive in front of the
Queens Hotel. ‘

- Two gentlemen, both with pronounced military bearing, one short
and the other tall, leave the verandah where they have been sitting and come
down the steps to greet you. The shorter man introduces himself as Brigadier
Farren and tells you his companion's name is Colonel Bryant. After introduc-
tions all around, you are ushered into the lobby of the hotel and finally meet

Tom Edwards. This gentleman, a Canadian-and veteran of the First War is

area secretary of the Canadian Veterans Association of the United Kingdom.

He has been of such assistance that it is a pleasure to greet and thank him
personnally. On learning that we have made no provision for lunch, he continues
his good offices and arranges everything with the Maitre 4d'. Before entering the
bar for a suggested quick one, we are all pleasantly surprised to meet another
old Hussar, Rollie Martin. To those of you who served with Rollie we are happy
to report that he is very fit and, as with all the other chaps overseas, appears

to thrive on English cooking. He has come down from his home in Rickmansworth,
Herts, to join us in the Memiorial Service. Brigadier Farren tells us that this
hotel has a room set aside in which pictures of the bombing that took place next
door are kept on display. It is a small room with little in the way of furniture
except for a long table and some chairs. On one wall there are four pictures.
One is of the Albany Hotel before the bombing took place, while beside and below
it are hung three other photographs, taken after the raid. There is a small group
of Hussars in one photograph and it will be interesting to see if any member can
identify himself at some future meeting. In another, there is a sentry posted
before the hotel we are in, and while it is difficult to make out his features, the
old 4l sign is very prominent. We shall mention these pictures later for anyone
who may be interested in obtaining a copy of them.

Enjoying our pint in the bar, we are introduced to another gentleman,
Mr. A.K. Vint who is Public Relations Officer for the Information Bureau of
Hastings. Apparently he has taken the time and trouble to lay on the press and
photographers for our visit and we all troop outside to have our pictures taken.
We get ourselves sorted out and lined up on the lawn that fronts the new apartment
building which now occupies the site of the old Albany Hotel. After posterity has
been taken care of, we are guided in the direction of the church.

It is at the top of a quiet, narrow street. You stand outside a small
red brick and grey stone building and wait for the congregation to leave. During
this period of waiting, Tom Edwards is moving about as quickly as he can, with
the aid of his cane, looking for the standard bearer he has laid on for the service.
A small plaque on the wall bears the words Parish of Holy Trinity Church and
tells you it was erected in the last century. The last of the congregation hurry
past as though not wishing to delay us, and Tom regretfully informs you that
we shall have to get along without the services of a standard bearer. You wonder
what you will do with a flag that is three feet by four feet in size and move toward
the door.

You enter the main door of the church which is on one side and to the
rear of the building. It is not a large church and is made to appear even smaller
by the great flag-stones that comprise the floor and the huge oaken beams that
arch overhead to form the ceiling. There are no lights at this end of the church
and the sun, filtered by the stained glass windows, reflects the polished wooden
pews in warm, rich tones. Then, as you turn and enter .the nave and walk toward
the front of the church, you are struck by the brilliance of the light that shine
down on the altar and is reflected in the sacred vessels that stand upon it. In this
mass of light you see the great baskets of flowers that stand beneath the pulpit, the
red carpet that covers the stones before the altar and the tiers of the choir loft that
rise on either side. The Vicar, the Reverend R. K. Dawe, stands at the foot of the
pulpit, talking to a young couple. You take your seat and feel a sense of warmth
and beauty that this old place of worship brings to you. You admire the stained
glass windows and notice that many have been donated to the memory of a son or
relative lost in the war. You think of how fitting a place this is in which to honor
the memory of the members of the Regiment who lost their lives, and who, by
their sacrifice, made possible our presence here this day. You feel a sense of
deep gratitude to the kind people whose church this is, who understood the need of
us all to find just such a place for our Service, and who so generously granted our
use of it. Your attention is caught by the movement of the choir boys in their red
cassocks and white surplices, coming quietly to take their places.
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The Service begins with a hymn. After this, the Vicar explains the
ceremony that will be followed in dedicating the flag we have brought with us.
During the singing of the second hymn, the flag is carried forward and presented
~ to the Vicar, who stands before the altar. He turns and places the flag across the
top of the altar and secures it there by plading a heavy vessel at either end. As
the hymn ends, the Vicar allows it to fall géntly over the edge of the altar and hang
suspended above the floor. He stands with his back to you, facing the altar and
flag, and silently prays.

There is no sound.

Your whole attention is focused on the tlag. You sense something
of the great force it possesses to move the hearts and minds of men. And you
understand, with a sudden, sure clarity the reasons for which men have died to
preserve the faith and aspirations for which it stands. It stirs your imagination
and, for a brief moment, you hear again the violent torrents of sound the guns
had made and the stunned, heavy silence that followed. From some far and very
distant place, you imagine that you can hear the soft, sad notes of a bugle. The
Vicar finishes his prayer. You turn and go back to your seat.

In his sermon, the Vicar reminds us that while the war is over we
must continuously strive to conquer ourselves. That the peace for which so many
fought and died can never be won until we banish all hatred from our hearts and
work toward a fuller, more peaceful life for all. He regards our visit as a
pilgrimage. As the start of a pilgrimage that will see us, each day, striving to
fulfill the promise of a world in which all people will be free and for which those,
whom we had come to honor this day, had given their lives to effect. The Vicar
"then expressed his appreciation of our presentation of the flag to Holy Trinity and
assured us that it would be placed in a suitable corner of the church for all to see,
and where it would remain for all time. Bowing our heads, we said a final prayer,
sang a final hymn and then left this beautiful, warm and friendly place. I am quite
certain that all of us who were fortunate enough to have attended this Service will
always look on it as our own little shrine. That whenever we think of those members
of our Regiment who lost their lives in the war, or who have since died, our minds
will take us back to the lovely Parish Church of Holy Trinity. We will see the flag
that hangs there to the memory of them all and know a quiet contentment and hear
again the laughter of those that it recalls. :

After lunch, we all expressed our thanks to those who had done so
much to make our visit so memorable and returned to our bus.

You drive again between the high hedgerows that line either side of
the road, moving away from the sea toward Battle. It is Sunday and the Abbey,
now a private school for young ladies, is closed to visitors. Several members
insist that there must be some way of getting in, if only for a few minutes. By
virtue of his superior training at Sandhurst, Ernie Moore tries the door and
finding it open, walks in. The buildings are unchanged but the grounds reveal
the care of a gardener and there are several places in which beds of gaily
colored flowers accent the green of the lawns. Everyone goes around to the
back, where Gene Richardson points out his old room to you.

In the distance, some young ladies are playing tennis and you watch
them for a few minutes, until someone remarks that we had better leave and you
notice the angry figure of the caretaker, storming up the path and ordering every-
one out. Someone else remarks that he must have been a sergeant-major, but
you disagree. Your recollection of sergeant-majors is that while they occasion-
ally stormed, it was you who did the running about. Outside the Abbey, the
caretaker is bawling out our driver for permitting us to enter. Ernie attempts
to intervene. He tries to explain our reasons for wanting to see the old Abbey.
His explanations do nothing to pacify the caretaker. He is too conscious at this
moment, to think of anything else than what the school authorities will think of
his absence from his post, which allowed the illegal entry of a horde of Canadians
into the school grounds. Also, as a member of the Imperial Forces, stationed
in the Middle East during the war, he was quite likely still ‘suffering from the
effects of certain rumors that used to reach him from time to time, regarding the
behavior of Canadians with the ladies of England.

Aware of the man's regard for authority, Ernie takes an impressive
looking card from his wallet and presents it to the caretaker. The front of the
card is blue and on it are printed the words: 17th Duke of York's Royal Canadian
Hussars (New York). Below this is the Regimental Crest and the name, Ernie
Moore. On the reverse side are the names of all five members. The caretaker
looks at the card and is unimpressed. Ernie assures him that if he has any trouble
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as a result of our entry, he will write to the authorities at the school. If this fails
to achieve the desired results, he will personally write to the Queen. While the
poor man is trying to sort out the various levels of authority with which he may
now have to contend, everyone gets back on the bus, and peace returns to the old
brown stones of Battle Abbey.

o Because some of us were stationed in Ninfield, the bus stops in the
old village. You are pleased to find, and feel it quite appropriate, that the house
in which you lived with other members of Second Troop, is now the residence of
a VET...erinary. The pub at the crossroads is still there and while it is off
hours and closed, you can see it again of a warm summer evening, the doors
wide open and hear the piano and the roaring voices that shake the building with
Knees Up Mother Brown. You wish her a lot of blinkin' birthdays and return to
the bus. ‘

The bus follows the winding road that leads cross country to Lewes.
At each sweeping turn there is some new sight to rivet your attention. And as
you watch the green fields go by, see the trim little houses with their little gardens,
the old stone walls with the moss heavy upon them, a small copse on the side of a
distant hill, the whitewashed walls of a village pub, the glint of a tiny river, making
its way to the sea, you feel again the hold that this land has laid upon you. The
memories it brings are too many for any easy recall. The richness and variety
of the experiences it has given you, too numerous for the mind to accept. And now
it has given you this week-end.

You feel a deep sense of gratitude to the many people who have made
these last three days the wonderful,exciting, solemn, evocative affair that it has
been. You express a silent, but earnest thank you to Peter for his generous
gesture and more, for his understanding presence and assistance, whenever it
was needed. To all the members of the Executive for their tireless, endless
aid over the years, and in these last few months. To old Tom, who did so much
in arranging the Service. To Brigadier Farren and Colonel Bryant for their
gracious hospitality. To the Vicar and parishoners of Holy Trinity, who so
generously gave of their time and affection and made us so welcome in Hastings.
To all the members and their wives who attended, and who, by their presence,
made the whole occasion so memorable a one for you.

You know that you will never forget.

CHILDREN!'S CHRISTMAS PARTY
Dec, 12th 1965.

Secretary
Hussars Association
4185 Cote des Neiges Road, Montreal.

' I would like invitations sent to my following Children
Name Age Sex

Member's name (please print

Address
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The Annual Meeting of the Association was held on Friday evening, April
2nd, with twenty-nine members attending.

Your President, was again pleased to announce that the past vear had been
a most successful one which saw us holding our own financially and with an ever
increasing number of '"lost sheep" returning to the fold, which was most gratifying
to all members of your Executive.

The Annual Reunion and Dance were both very well attended and from all
the comments we received, both first and second hand, it appeared that everyone
had a very enjoyable time. As we have noted in these pages before, there is nothing
more gratifying to any Executive than to watch a bunch of fellows, who have not seen
each other for a long time, suddenly bump into one another. After the initial sur-
prise of recognition comes the slap on the back, the handshakes and then, naturally,
the remarks on one anothers appearance that Time has left upon them. But it is all
very pleasant and sometimes the enjoyment at meeting someone whom one has not _
seen for a long time can even prove hilarious. Like the lad who was so happy to greet
a fellow Trooper and so eager to shake him by the hand that he forgot for a moment
that he was carrying two bottles of beer! .

If you have been missing these Reunions we sincerely feel that you have
been depriving yourself of an experience that you would really enjoy. Remember
the word association is derived from associate. This word is generally used in a
social sense. It has several meanings. One of these is mate. So this vear, why
not associate and meet a mate?

MEMBERSHIP AND DUES

Strange as it may seem, we can't find anything to put you chaps on the
carpet for. Instead, we would like to roll out a carpet and greet all those lost
sheep who have, by dollar and deed, returned to the fold. We knew vou'd turn up
sooner or later, fellows. Symbolism in the Trumpeter? Shades of Henry Miller!
Anyway it is certainly nice to hear from you. And to anyone who has neglected to
answer our appeal, your only recourse now is to attend the Reunion and pay your dues
in person.

BOUQUETS"

This issue we would like to present a bouquet to all those chaps who write
to us from to time. It is not simply that we enjoy hearing from them. It is the fact
that the mere reading of their names evoke in us such a flood of memories that we
thought that you too, might like to enjoy this experience with us. So we would like you
to know that recently we have heard from: Jack James, Francis (Les) Lloyd,

"Len Noseworthy, Clary Baker, Bill Lothian, Bruce McKibbin, Eric Holloway,

Stan Meighen, Domingo Granda, Fred Pring, Alan Davidson, J. L, Williams,
Hurtley Morrison, Ernie Moore, Arthur Woodley (Sr.) Incidentally, some of you
may search your minds in vain for the name of Arthur Woodley. It seems that
Arthur couldn't make it beyond the Armoury for our particular war. Part of the
reason for this may be the fact that he was a South African Veteran, had served six
years with the Imperial Army in India and then got into France for four more years.




We should like at this time to thank Arthur for his membership dues of one dollar.
To thank him for his fine letters and to assure him that at the age of eighty-one,
(81) he is undoubtedly our oldest life-member.

Additional bouquets must go to all members of our Executive who are so
busy in getting things ready for your Reunion and Dance this year. With chaps like
George Routley, Raiph Ryan, Al Feltus, Henry Borshy, Doug Mcleod, Derrick
Atkins, Dunc Suttie, Arnold Burt, not forgetting, of course, that most important
gentleman, Mike Minkhoff, and others too numerous to mention, you may all rest
assured that this year's Reunion will be in the best possible tradition.

Two others who we feel are of special consideration when bouquets are
being handed out are Doug McLeod and Derrick Atkins. These two chaps have volun-
tarily come forward to join your Executive and to them go our warmest greetings and
best wishes.

One last, but very large bouquet, to Jack Williams. Jack has been our
Secretary for more years than we can remember. In all those years he has literally
devoted hours to looking after our correspondence, sending out notices, seeking
donations for our Reunions, and in many other ways exemplifying all that one could
ever require in an executive. On behalf of all members and in particular to those of
us who have gained so much from your assistance over the years, Jack, our warm
regards and very best wishes. May you and your wife have a wonderful trip overseas
and we will see you at Brighton on June 4th.

SICK PARADE

This disagreeable item always seems to loom larger than life in every issue.
There is nothing very much that one can do except report that several members are,
or have been, ill and wish them a speedy recovery. We suppose that it is the sense
of inadequacy we all feel when all we can offer someone are words. This month we
have to report that Mel Poitras and Harry Kennel have had to visit Queen Mary
Hospital and have their old wounds attended to. May we wish them both a speedy
recovery and the hope that they soon will be up and around again.

LAST POST

It is our unpleasant task to tell you that Freddie Wright, formerly of ''B"
Squadron and later of "HQ'" Squadron died suddenly on May 6th, 1965. To his wife
and family, go our deepest sympathy. To those of us who knew him well, the
world is now a little less, the world-we used to know.

To Frank Fauteux, in the loss of his father, go our sincere condolences.

REUNIONS

This being the first occasion on which anyone has had to write of two reunions
at the same time, in two different parts of the world, we hope we come out right and
get everyone properly sorted away. Well, the dates are the same and so we will
start with them.

Friday, June the 4th....The Stag.

""Montreal'" The doors will open at 4185 Cote des Neiges Road at the
customary hour of 6.30 P, M,

""Brighton'  Attending members will gather in the Bar of the Grand Hotel
between the hours of 7.00 and 8.00 P.M,

"Montreal'' The price of drinks will be .50 cents for both beer and liquor.

""Brighton" Unlike your Canadian cousins back at the Armoury you will
have to pay the going rate. Whatever that is. However, re-
member that the shilling is only worth .15 cents so don't let

the price of your drinks stone you into sobriety.

"Montreal'"' Registration will, as usual, cost each member $1.00.



"Brighton'" The dollar each attending member will save on his registra-
tion can be spent on your editor. '

"Montreal'" Entertainment will consist of greéting old comrades, drinking,
greeting old comrades, drinking and then looking for someone
who went home an hour ago.

"Brighton'" Entertainment will probably consist of trying to find some
favored pub in the lights. As the night wears on, it is
expected that this difficulty will be overcome and members
will become blind enough to know exactly where they are.

""Montreal' At the close of the evenings entertainment, members will
' foregather at Ben's or some similar place and gorge them-
selves on smoked meat or other delicacies guaranteed to
further upset a weak stomach.

"Brighton'" Fish and chips.

Saturday, June 5th..... The Dance.

""Montreal'" Admission will be the customary $3.00 per couple. There will
be corsages for the ladies and Door Prizes galore. The
same band as last year will provide your wife with enough
excuses to keep you dancing all night and you will go home
a happy, but tired boy.

"Brighton" Admission to the dance is free. The drinks will be free.
The String Ensemble from the local NAAFI will be free.
Tea, Sandwiches and Pastries will also be free. All this
will be free up to the limit of the $300.00 we will receive
from a kind benefactor, who although he does not belong to
the Association, must for reasons of his own, remain forever
nameless. There will be no Door Prizes and no corsages
provided; except by those lads who feel they should get some-
thing for the Mrs., after their Stag on Friday night.

It looks like a bang-up time whichever Reunion and Dance you may attend.
We are certain that somehow the spirit of each night will be carried across the ocean
and that after all, it will just be a case of the members in Canada starting out to
keep the ball rolling as the lads in England climb wearily into their beds. ...To
make this week-end of June 4th and 5th, 1965 one of the most enjoyable, and
certainly, the longest Reunion on record.

FINAL ADMONITIONS

Members who will be attending the Reunion in Montreal are reminded about
the danger of importing their own particular brands of import into the Stag or Dance.
Leave your liquor at home, chum. You may need an eye-opener in the morning and
then where will you be?

Members attending the Reunion in Brighton are hereby advised that their
aircraft will be leaving Dorval at 2225 hours. All members should be at the air-
port not later than 2100 hours. That's NINE O'CLOCK, chum. Your flight is
BOAC - No.568. AND YOU WILL ALL PICK UP YOUR TICKETS AT THE
AIRPORT. See you then. AT NINE.







